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POETICAL,    SUPPLICATING,  MODEST,  AND  AFFECTING 

EPISTLE 


TO      THOSE 


LITERARY   COLOSSUSES 


THE 


REVIEWER  S, 


inf)  Di  Superi  placantur  ;  Carmine)  Manfi* 

Vaft  are  the  pow'rs  of  Verfe — indeed  fo  ftrong, 
Angels  and  devils  can  be  footh'd  by  Song. 


.  I.  B 


TO    THE 


REVIEWERS. 


ATHERS  of  Wifdom,  a  poor  wight  befriend; 
Oh,  hear  my  fimple  prayer  in  fimple  lays: 
In  forma  pauper  is  behold  I  bend, 

And  of  your  Worfhips  alk  a  little  praife. 

I  am  no  cormorant  for  feme,  d'ye  fee ; 

I  afk  not  all  the  laurel,  but  a  fprig ! 
Then  hear  me,  Guardians  of  the  facred  Tree, 

And  ftick  a  leaf  or  two  about  my  wig. 

In  fonnet,  ode,  and  legendary  tale, 

Soon  will  the  prefs  my  tuneful  foul  difplay : 

Then  do  not  damn  'em,  and  prevent  the  fale ; 
And  your  petitioner  {hall  ever  pray. 

My  works  condemn'd,  the  Mufe  with  grief  will  groan-— 
The  cerifure  dire  my  lantern  jaws  will  rue  ! 

Know,  I  have  teeth  and  ftomach  like  your  own, 
And  that  I  wifh  to  eat  as  well  as  you. 

I  never  faid,  like  murderers  in  their  dens, 
Ye  fecret  met  in  cloud-capp'd  garret  high, 

With  hatchets,  fcalping  knives  in  fhape  of  pens, 
To  bid,  like  Mohocks,  haplefs  authors  die  : 

Nor  faid,  (in  your  Reviews,  together  fining) 

The  limbs  of  butcher's  writers,  cheek  by  jowl,  • 

Look'd  like  the  legs  of  flies  on  cobwebs  hung 
Before  the  hungry  fpider's  dreary  hole. 

Bx  I  ne'er 


4  TO    THE    REVIEWERS. 

I  ne'er  declar'd,  that,  frightful  as  the  Blacks, 

In  greafy  flannel  caps  ye  met  together, 
With  fcarce  a  rag  of  ihirt  about  your  backs, 

Or  coat  or  breeches  to  keep  out  the  weather. 

Heav'n  knows  I'm  innocent  ofall  tranfgreflion 
Againft  your  Honours,  men  of  clarlic  fame ! 

I  ne'er  abus'd  your  critical  profeffion, 

Whofe  diffum  faves  at  once  or  damns  a  name. 

I  never  queflion'd  your  profound  of  head, 

Nor  vulgar  call'd  your  wit,  your  manners  coarfe  j 

Nor  fwore  on  butcher'd  authors  that  ye  fed, 
Like  carrion  crows  upon  a  poor  dead  horfe. 

I  never  faid,  that,  pedlar  like,  ye  fold 

Praiie  by  the  ounce,  or  pound,  like  muff  or  cheefe; 
Too  well  I  knew  ye  filver  fcorn'd,  and  gold — 

Such  drofs,  a  fage  Reviewer  never  fees ! 

I  never  hinted,  that  with  half  a  crown 

Books  have  been.fent  you  by  the  fcribbling  tribe; 

Which  fee  hath  purchas'd  pages  of  renown : 
No — for  I  knew  you'd  fpurn  the  paltry  bribe. 

I  ne'er  averr'd,  ye  critics  to  a  man, 

•  For  pence,  would  fwear  an  owl  excell'd  the  lark  ; 
Nor  call'd  a  coward  gang,  your  grave  Divan, 
That  ftabb'd,  like  bafe  aflaflins,  in  the  dark. 

I  never  prais'd,  or  blam'd,  an  author's  book,] 

Until  your  wife  opinions  came  abroad  ; 
On  thefe  with  holy  rev'rence  did  I  look  : 

With  you  I  prais'd,  or  blam'd,  fo  help  me  G — d  I 

The  fam'd  LONGINUS  all  the  world  muft  know  : 
The  gape  of  wonder  ARISTAHCHUS  drew,! 

As  well  as  ALEXANDER'S  *  Tutor,  lo  ! 
All !  all  great  critics,  gentlemen,  like  you. 

*  Ariftotle. 

Did 


TO    THE    REVIEWERS.  $ 

Did  any  aflc  me,  "  Pray,  Sir,  your  opinion 
"  Of  thofe  Reviewers,  who  fo  bold  beflride 

"  The  world  of  learning,  and  with  proud  dominion, 
"  High  on  the  backs  of  crouching  authors  ride !" 

Quick  have  I  anfwer'd,  in  a  rage,  "  Odd's-blood ! 

"  No  works  like  theirs  fuch  criticifm  convey : 
*'  Not  all  the  timber  of  Dodona's  wood 

*'  E'er  pour'd  more  fterling  oracle  than  they." 

Did  others  cry,  "  Whate'er  their  brains  indite, 

"  Be  fure,  is  excellent— a  partial  crew  ! 
"  With  16  Paeans  umer'd  to  the  light, 

•"  And  prais'd  to  folly  in  the  next  Review  :" 

This  was  my  anfwer  to  each  fnarling  elf, 

(My  eyeballs  fill'd  with  fire,  my  mouth  with  foam) 

"  Zounds !  is  not  juftice  due  to  one's  dear  felf  ? 
"  And  mould  not  charity  begin  at  home? 

Full  often  I've  been  queftion'd  with  a  fneer — 

"  Think  you  one  could  not  bribe  'em  ?" — "  Not  a 
nation." — 

"  A  beef- flake,  with  a  pot  or  two  of  beer, 
*'  Might  fave  a  little  volume  from  damnation." 

Furious  I've  anfwer'd,  "  Lo!  my  Lord  CARLISLE 
"  Implores,  in  vain,  a  feat  in  FAME'S  old  temple; 

"  Though  jw/  applaud,  their  wifdoms  will  not  fmile; 
"  And  what  they  di (approve  is  furely  fimple. 

"  Conldgold  fuccee-1,  enough  the  Peer  might  raife 

"  To  buy  the  fhirtlefs  critics  o'er  and  o'er: 
"  'Tis  merit  only  can  command  their  praife, 
'  u  Witnefs  the  volumes  of  Mifs  HANNAH  MORE.* 

*  A  Lady  talked  of  for  her  rH^e?,  nn.1  emphnt'cally  called,  by  a 
ctrteln  clafs  of  rcavler^,  thf  teuth  Muie. 

B  3  «  The 


O  TO   THE    REVIEWERS. 

«'  The  Search  for-  Happinefs,  that  beauteous  fong, 
"  Which  all  of  us  would  give  our  ears  to  own  ; 

"  The  Captive,  Percy,  both,  like  muftard  ftrong, 
"  That  woeful,  force  from  PITY'S  foul  the  groan/*" 

Hail,  Briftol  town  !  Boeotia  now  no  more, 

Since  GARRICK'S  SAPPHO  lings,  though  rather  flowly  : 
All  hail,  Mifs  HANNAH  !  worth  at  leaft  a  fcore, 

Ay,  twenty  fcore,  of  CH  ATT  ERT  ON  and  ROWLEY. 

Men  of  prodigious  parts  are  moftly  fhy  : 

Great  NEWTON'S  felf  this  failing  did  inherit; 

Thus,  frequent,  you  avoid  the  public  eye, 
And  hide  in  lurking  holes  a  world  of  merit. 

Yet  oft  your  cautious  rhodefties  I  fee, 

When  from  your  bow'r  with  bats  ye  wing  the  dark  : 
And  Sundays,  when  no  catchpoles  prowl  for  prey, 

Dining  with  good  DUKE  HUMPHRY  in  the  Park. 

Meek  Sirs  !  in  frays  ye  choofe  not  to  appear, 
A  circumftance  moil  natural  to  fuppofe, 

And  therefore  hide  your  precious  heads,  for  fear 
Some  angry  bard,  abus'd,  fliould  pull  your  nofe. 

The  world's  loud  plaudit,  lo  !  ye  don't  defire, 

Nor  do  ye  haftily  on  books  decide  ; 
But  firft  at  ev'ry  coffee-hqufe  inquire, 

How,  in  its  favour  runs  the  public  tide. 

There,  WISDOM,  often  with  a  critic  wig, 

The  face  demure,  knit  brows,  and  forehead  fcowling, 

I've  feen  o'er-  pamphlets,  with  importance  big, 
Mufing  for  faults,  or,  if  you'll  have  it,  owling. 

Herculean  Gentlemen  !  I  dread  your  drubs  ; 

Pity  the  lifted  whites  of  both  my  eyes  ! 
Strung  with  new  ftrength  beneath'  your  mafly  clubs, 
•     Alas  !  I  ihall  not  an  ANT  K.  us  rife. 


A  pair  of 

Lo, 


TO    THE    REVIEWERS.  J 

Lo,  like  an  elephant  along  the  ground, 

Great  Caliban,  the  giant  JOHNSON  ftretch'd! 

The  Britilh  Roscius  too  your  clubs  confound, 
Whofe  fame  the  fartheft  of  the  flars  hath  reach'd. 

If  fuch  fo  eafy  fink  beneath  your  might, 

Ye  Gods  !  I  may  be  done  for  in  a  trice  : 
Hiirl'd  by  your  rage  to  everlafting  night — 

Crack'd  with  that  eafe  a  beggar  cracks  his  lice. 

If,  awful  Sirs,  ye  grant  me  my  petition, 

With  brother  pamphlets  mall  my  pamphlet  fhine ; 

And  fhould  it  chance  to  pafs  a  firfi  edition, 
In  capitals  fliall  Hare  your  praife  divine. 

Quote  from  my  work  as  much  as  e'er  you  pleafe ; 

For  extracts,  lo  !  I'll  put  no  angry  face  on ; 
Nor  fill  a  hungry  lawyer's  fift  with  fees, 

To  fqueeze  JOHN  MURRAY  like  the  furious  MASQN.* 

Strange  Sirs  !  if  favour  in  your  fight  I  find, 
If  feme  ye  grant,  I'll  blefs  each  gen'rous  giver ; 

Wifh  you  found  coats,  clean  linen,  matters  kind,f 
Gallons  of  broth,  and  pounds  of  bullock's  liver 

:*  The  conteft  between  Mr.  Mafon  and  the  Bookfeller  added  not  a 
atom  to  the  reputation  of  the  Poet. 
f  The  Bookfellers. 


TO 


TO    THE 


REVIEWERS. 


WRITTEN    FOR    A     FRIEND. 

9  nPlS  hard,  M eflieurs  Reviewers,  'pon  my  foul, 
•*•    Ye  thus  fhculd  lord  it  o'er  the  world  of  wit : 
No  higher  court  yourfentence  to  controul, 
Ye  hang,  or  ye  reprieve,  as  ye  think  fit ! 

Whether,  in  calf,  your  labours  of  the  year 
Rank  with  immortal  bards,  or  boxes  line  j 

Or,  torn  for  fecret  fervices,  oh  dear  ! 
Are  offer'd  up  at  Cloacina's  ihrine  : 

Whether  ye  look  all  rofy  round  the  gills, 
1    Or  hatchet-fac'd  like  ftarving  cats  fo  lean ; 
Whether  your  criticifm  each  pocket  fills 

With  half-pence,  keeping  you  clofe  mav'd  and  clean; 

Whether  in  gorgeous  raiment  ye  appear,  , 
Or  tatters  ready  from  your  backs  to  fall ; 

Whether  with  pompous  wigs  to  guard  each  ear, 
Or  whether  you've  no  wigs  or  ears  at  all ; 

Whether  ye  look  like  gentlemen  or  thieves, 

I  hate  ufurpers  of  the  critic  throne  ; 
Therefore  his  compliments  the  poet  'gives, 

And  humbly  hopes  you'll  let  his  lines  alone. 

Stay  till  he  a/ks  your  thoughts,  ye  forward  fages  ; 
Officioumefs  the  modeft  bard 'at  in  res: 


'Tis  furely  pert  to  meddle  with  his  pages> 
Who  never  deign'd  to  look  in  one  of yours. 


LYRIC 


LYRIC  ODES 

TO    THE 

ROYAL  ACADEMICIANS, 

FOR    M,DCC,LXXXII. 


cam, 


and  the  Men  ef  Canvafs  fire  my  Layaf 
Who  fhew  their  Works  for  Profit  and  for  Praife  J 
Whofe  Pockets  know  moft  comfortable  Fillings— 
Gaining  Two  Thoufand  Pounds  a.ycar  by  Shillings 


LYRIC    ODES. 


O  D  E    I. 

Peter  giveth  an  account  of  his  great  Relation — boafteth— -praifeth  Sir 
William  Chamb-rs  and  Somerfet-Houfe — applaudeth  Sir  Joihua 
Reynolds,  and  Iheweth  deep  claffic  Learning. 

MY  Coufin  PINDAR,  in  his  Odes, 
Applauded  Horfejockeys  and  Gods, 
Wreftlers  and  -Boxers  in  his  verfe  divine  ! 
Then  (hall  not  I,  who  boaft  his  fire, 
And  old  heneditary  lyre, 
To  Britifh  Painters  give  a  golden  line  ? 

Say,  mall  yon  Dome  ftupehdous  rife, 

Striking  with  Attic  front  the  fkies — 
The  nurfing  dame  of  many  a  Painting  Ape  j* 

And  I  immortal  rhyme  refufe, 

To  tell  the  nations  round  the  news, 
And  make  pofterity  with  wonder  gape  ? 

Spirit  of  Coufin  PINDAR,  Jho  ! 

By  all  thy  Odes,  the  world  fhall  know, 
That  CHAMBERS  plann'd  it—Be  his  name  rever'd  !-- 

Sir  WILL i  AM'S  journeymen  and  tools, 

(No  pupils  of  the  Chinefe  Schools) 
With  ftone,  and  wood,  and  lime,  the  fabric  reared ! 

*  Painting  Ape. — This  expreflion  is  by  no  means  meant  to  convey 
the  idea  of  infult. — There  js  great  propriety,  if  not  poetry  in  it.— 
The  reader  will  pleafe  to  recolleft,  that  painting  is  an  imitative  art.— 
Monkies  are  prodigious  imitators — witnc-fs  my  own  odes, — Bcfides, 
Pope  compliments  the  immortal  Newton  by  a  imiilar  allufion. 

Thus 
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Thus  having  put  the  knight  in  rhyme, 

Stone,  men,  and  timber,  tools  and  lime  ; 
Let  us  furvey  what  this  rare  Dome  contains— 

Where  rivtd  Artifts  for  a  name,    ' 

Bit  by  that  glorious  mad-dog  Fame, 
Have  fix'd  the  labours  of  their  brufh  and  brains.': 

0  Mufe !  Sir  JOSHUA'S  mafter-hand 
Shall  firft  our  lyric  laud  command — 

Lo!  TARLETON  dragging  on  his  boot  fo  tight ! 

His  Horfes  feel  a  godlike  rage, 

And  yearn  with  Yankies  to  engage — 
I  think  I  hear  them  fnorting  for  the  fight ! 

Behold  with  fire  each  eye-ball  glowing ! 

1  wifh  indeed  their  manes  fo  flowing 

Were  more  like  hair : — the  brutes  had  been  as  good, 

If,  flaming  with  fuch  clailic  force, 

They  had  refembled  lefs  that  horfe 
Call'd  Trojan — and  by  Greeks  composed  of  wood. 

Now  to  yon  trotting  angel  let  us  go-*- 

A  very  fine  performance  too,  I  ttow, 
Who  rides  a  cloud — indeed  a  heavy  hack—  . 

Which  to  my  mind  doth  certes  bring 

That  eafy  bum-delighting  thing, 
Rid  by  the  *  Chancellor — yclep'd  a  fack. 

Yet,  REYNOLDS,  let  me. fairly  fay, 

With  pride  I  pour  the  lyric  lay 
To  moft  things  by  thy  able  hand  expreft — 

Compar'd,  to  other  painting- men, 

Thou  art  an  angel  to  a  wren  ! — 
Now,  Miftrefs  Mufe,  pi-ay  wait  on  Mifter  WEST. 

*  The  Lord  Chancellor,  in  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  fits  conftantly  on. 
a  woolfack. 


OPE 


6  D  E    IT. 

Peter  falleth  foul  on  Mr.  Weft  for  reprrfenting'our  blefled  Redeemer 
like  an  Old-Clothes^Man — and  for  mifreprefenting  the  Xpoftles^- 
Cutteth  up  Mr.  Weft's  angels — Attackcth  another  picture  of  Mr. 
Weft's — Weepeth  over  the^harJ  fare  of  Prince  Oclavius  and  Auguftuj, 
children  of  our  moft  glorious  Sovereign. 

S\  WEST,  what  hath  thy  pencil  done  ? 

^  Why,  painted  God  Almighty's  fon 
Like  an  old-clothes-man,  about  London  ftreet ! 

Put  in  his  hand  a  rufty  bag, 

To  hold  each  dainty,  nifty  rag; 
We  then  {hall  fee  the  character  complete. 

Th>  Apoftles  too,  I'm  much  afraid, 

Were  not  the  fellows  thou  haft  made — 
For  Heav'n's  fake,  rub  thofe  rafcals  out  again — 

There's  not  a  mortal  who  believes 

They  look'd  like  old  *  Safaator's  Thieves, 
Although  they  might  not  look  Vikz  gentlemen. 

Saint' Paul  moft  candidly  declares, 
,  He  could  not  give  himfelf  high  airs 
Upon  his  perfon — which  was  rather  homely— 

But  really,  as  for  all  the  reft, 

Save  Judas,  who  was  a  rank  beaft, 
They  all  were  decent  labourers,  and  comely* 

Thy  Spirits  too  can't  boaft  the  graces — 
Two  Indian  angels  by  their  faces — 

But  fpeak — where  are  their  wings  to  mount  the  wind? 
One  would  fuppofe  M'BRIDE  f  had  met  'em— 
If  thou  haft  fpare  ones,  quickly  get  'em, 

Or  elfe  the  lads  will  both  be  left  behind. 

*  Salvator  Rofa,  happy  in  his  characters  of  banditti, 
f  Capt.  M'Bridf ,  famous  for  'winging  men  of  war,   as  well  as  part 
ridges.  -See  his  letter  to  the  Admiralty. 

VOL  I.  C  Ghoft 
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Ghoft  of  *  Oaavius  !  tell  the  bard, 

And  thou,  Auguftus,  us'd  fo  hard, 
Why  WEST  hath  murder'd  you,  my  tender  lambs  ? 

Ye  bring  to  mind  vile  Richard's  deed, 

Who  bade  your  royal  coufms  bleed, 
For  which  the  world  the  tyrant's  mem'ry  damns, 

To  give  the  dev'l  his  due,  thou  doft  inherit 
Some  pigmy  portion  of  the  painting  fpirit  ; 

But  what  is  this,  compar'd  to  loftier  things  ? 
Thine  is  the  fortune  (making  rivals  groan) 
Of  wink  and  nod  familiar  from  the  throne, 

And  fweeteft  whifpers  from  the  befl  of  kings. 

Nods,  and  winks-royal,  fince  the  world  began, 
Are  immortalities  for  little  man. 


A  whifper,  like  the  breeze  that  lifts  the 

Arid  mounts  -o'er  chimney  -tops  the  giddy  flraw, 

Can  raife  a  rafcal  to  a  place  of  truft, 

Whofe  back  has  bled  beneath  the  wlups.of  law. 

Roll  on  a  beggar  .but  the  royal  .eye, 

How  the  rogue  puffs  amid  th*  enlarging  light  ! 

Stretch'd  by  its  blaze,  the  fellow's  teu/eet  high-*- 
Juft  as  the  magic-Jantern  Cwells  the  mite  : 

Such  is  the  pow'r  of  kings  to  make  one  ftare  — 
Thus  are  kings,  conjurors,  I  do  declare. 

*  A  pi&mre  chriftened  the  <djxtke*Jit  of  the  young  gentlemen, 


ODE 


(   is  ) 

ODE      III. 

Peter  adrainiftercth  fage  advice  ro  very  young  Painters. 

"OEOPLE  muft  mount  by  flow  degrees  to  glory— 

•*•     'Tis  ftairs  muft  lead  us  to  the  attic  itory — 

Thus  thought  my  great  old  Name-fake,  PETER  CZAS; 

Who  bound  himfelf,  in  Holland,  to  a  trade ; 

A  very  pretty  carpenter  he  made  ; 
And- then  went  *  home,  and  built  a  man  of  war. 

The  lad  who  would  a  'pothecary  mine, 

Should  powder  claws. of  crabs,  and  jalap,  fine  ; 
Keep  the  (hop  clean,  and  watch  it  like  a  porcer ; 

Learn  to  boilglyfttrs — nay,  to  give  them  too, 

If  blinking  nurfes  can't  the  bus'nefs  do ; 
Write  well  the  labels,  and  wipe  well  the  mortar. 

Before  that  boys  can  rife  to  ma fter- tanners, 

Humble  thofe  boys  muft  be,  and  mind  their  manners ; 

Defpifing  PRIDE,  whofe  wifti  it  is  to  wreck  'em  ; 
And  mornings,  with  a  bucket  and  a  ftick, 
Should  never  once  difdain  to  bend  and  pick, 

From  ftreet  to  ftreet,  rich  lumps  of  Album  Grtecum. 

Thus  mould  young  limning  lads  themfelves  demean ; 

Learn  how  to  keep  their  mafters'  brufhes  dean, 
And  learn  to  fqueeze  the  colours  from  their  bladders— 

Furbifh  up  rags  ;  the  mining  pallet  fet ; 

Keep  the  knives  bright,  and  eke  the  eafel  neat — 
Such  arts,  to  FAME'S  high  temple  are  the  ladders. 

Young  men,  fo  ufeful  are  the  arts  I  mention ; 
(Believe  me  not  an  atom  is  invention). 

*  To  Rufiia. 

/ 

C»  The 
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The  inftant  that  I  pen  this  ode,  I  know 

A  jew -like,  mock-poll'd,  fcrubby,  fhort,  black  rman, 
More  like  a  cobler  than  a  gentleman — 

Working  on  canvafs,  like  a  dog  in  dough. 

By  heav'ns !  with  fcarce  more  knowledge  than  thefe, 

lie  earns  a  guinea  ev'ry  day  with  eafe ; 
Attempteth  heads  of  princes,  dogs,  cats,  Tquires— - 

Now  on  a  monkey  vent'reth,  now  a  faint ; 
Talks  Qthimjelf,  and  much  himfelf  admires, 

And  firms  the  verieit  Bantam  Cock  of  Paint. 

13ut  mind  me,  youths,  I  don't  conceit  advife, 
Becaufe  'tis  fulfome  to  men's  ears  and  eyes  $ 
Whofe  tongues  might  cover  you  with  ridicule  j 
And  pray,  who  loves  the  appellation,  /W  t 

Yet,  if,  in  fpite  of  all  the  Mufe  can  fay, 
You  will  infift  on  going  the  wrong  way, 
And  wijk  tp  be  of  "men  the  laughing-frock— • 
Copy  our  little  old  black  bantam  cock ; 

Whofe  foul,  moreover,  of  fuch  fort  is ; 

With  (b  much  acrimony  ovcrnows, 

As  makes  him,  wherefoe'er  he  goes, 
A  walking  thumb-bottle  of  dyu 


ODE    IV. 

The  Lyric  Bard  commendeth  Mr.  Gainfborough'sPig — Recoromendcth 
L«<ndfcape  to  the  Artift. 

AND  now,  O  Mufe,  with  fong  fo  big, 
**•  Turn  round  to  GAINSBOROUGH'S  Girland  Fig, 
Or  Pig  and  Girl  I  rather  mould  have  faid ; 
The  pig  in  white,  I  muft  allow, 
Is  really  a  well-painted  fow  : 
I  wifti  to  fay  the  fame  thing  of  the  maid. 

As 
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As  for  poor  St.  Leger  and  Prince  j 

Had  I  their  places  1  fhould  wince, 
Thus  to  be  gibbeted  for  weeks  on  high  : 

Jufl  like  your  felons  after  death, 

On  Bagfhot,  or  on  Hounflow  Heath, 
That  force  from  travellers  the  pitying  figh-. 

Yet  GAINSBOROUGH  has  merit  too, 
Would  he  his  charming  fort  purfue ; 

To  mind  his  landfcape  have  the  modelt  grace : 
Yet  there  fometimes  are  Nature's  tints  defpis'd : 
I  wifh  them  more  attended  to,  and  priz'd, 

Inftead  of  trump'ry  that  ufurps  their  place. 


ODE    V. 

Peter  quarrelleth  with  Fat  —  Proveth  its  fatal  inconveniencics  —  Ac- 
countcth  for  the  leannefs  and  rags  of  the  Mufes  —  Difplayeth  military 
fcience  —  Tellcth  a  wonderful  Story  of  a  Span  ilh  Marquis  —  Talkerh 
fenfibly  of  a  greyhound,  a  hawk,  and  a  race-horfc  —  Pointeth  out  the 
proper  fubjefts  for  greafe. 


and  poets  never  fhould  be  fat— 
•*•     Sons  of  Apollo  !  liften  well  to  that  : 

Fat  is  foul  weather,  dims  the  fancy's  fight: 
In  poverty,  the  wits  more  nimbly  mufter  : 
Thus  ftars,  when  pinch'd  by  froft,  caft  keener  luftre 

On  the  black  blanket  of  OLD  MOTHER  NIGHT. 

Your  heavy  fat,  I  will  mantain, 
Is  perfect  birdlime  of  the  brain  ; 
And,  as  to  goldfinches  the  birdlime  clings, 
Fat  holds  ideas  by  the  legs  and  wings. 

Fat  flattens  the  mod  brilliant  thoughts, 

Like  the  buff-  flop  on  harpfi  chords  or  fpinets—  - 

Muffling  their  pretty  tuneful  throats, 

That  would  have  chirp'd  away  like  linnets. 

C3   '  Not 
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Not  only  fat  is  hurtful  to  the  Arts, 
But  LOVE,  at  fat — ev'n  LOVE  ALMIGHTY  flarts:— 
LOVE  hates  large,  lubberly,  fat,  clumfy  fellows, 
Panting  and  blowing  like  a  blackfmith's  bellows. 

In  parliament,  amidft  the  various  chat, 
What  eloquence  of  NORTH'S  is  loft  by  fat ! 
Mute  in  his  head-piece  on  his  b®fom  hung. 
How  many  a  fpeech  hath  flept  upon  his  tongue ! 

So  far  Apollo's  right,  I  needs  muft  own, 
To  keep  his  fons  and  daughters  high  in  bone  r 
The  NINE  too,  as  from  hiftory  we  glean, 
Are,  like  Don  Quixote's  ROSIN  ANTE,  lean; 

Who  likewife  fancy  all  incumbrarice  bad, 
And  therefore  travel  very  thinly  clad ; 
Looking  likedamfels  juftefcap'd  from  jails, 
With  backs  alfrefco,  and  with  tatter'd  tails. 

How  with  large  rolls  of  fat  would  act 

A  foidier,  or  a  failor  ? 
And  Yis  a  well-attefted  fad, 

Apollo  was  as  nimble  as  a  taylor. 
How  could  he  elfe  have  caught  that  handfome  flirt, 
Miss  DAPHNE,  racing  through  the  pools  and  dirt? 

The  Marquis  of  CE RON  A,  of  great  parts, 
Could  fcarce  fupport  himfelf^  he  was  fobig — 
He  ftarv'd— -drank  vinegar  by  pints  and  quarts, 

Arid  got  down  to  a  chriftian — from  a  pig. 
Some  author  fays,  his  (kin  (but  fome  will  doubt  him) 
Would  fold  a  half-a-dozen  times  about  him. 

Reader ! — of  lie  I  urge  not  an  iota : 

His  (kin  would  really  round  his  body  come, 
Though  tight  before  as  parchment  on  a  drum— 

Juit  like  a  Portuguefe  Capota.— 


Yes 
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Yes — yes — indeed  I  folemnly  repeat, 
Painters  and  bards  fhould  very  little  eat : 
No  matter,  verily,  how  flight  their  fare —  % 
Nay,  though  camelion-like  they  fed  on  air — 

Elfe  they're  like  ladies  much  inclin'd  to  feeding — 
Who,  often  when  they  fatten,  leave  off  breeding ; 
Or,  like  the  hen,  facetious  ^Efop's  ftory, 
So  known — I  ihall  not  lay  the  tale  before  ye. 

Ye  would  not  load  with  fat,  a  running  horfe,. 
Or  greyhound  ye  defign'd  to  courfe  j 
Nor  would  ye  fatten  up  the  hawk 
Ye  mean  to  nimble  birds  to  talk. 

Then  pray,  young  bru-fhmen,  if  ye  vvifh  to  thrive, 
And  keep  your  genius,  and  the  art  alive, 

Gobble  not  quantities  of  ffefh  and  fifth  up  : 
BEINGS  who  can  no  harm  from  fat  receive, 
May  feaft  fecurely — then  for  heav'n's  fake  leave 

Greafe  to  an  alderman,  a  hog,  and  bifliop. — 


ODE    VI. 

Pet*r  flattereth  Mr.  Mafon  Chambcrlin  ;  and  that  moft  Brilliant  land- 
fcape-iainter,  Mr.  Loutherbourg.-r- Peter  admircth,  praifeth,  and 
coniolcth  the  EngliJh  Claude,  Wilfon. 

H^HY  portraits,  CHAMBERLIN,  may  be 
•*•  .A  likenefs,  far  as  I  can  fee ; 

But,  faith !  I  cannot  praife  a  fingle  feature  : 
Yet,  when  it  fo  fliall  pleafe  the  Lord, 
To  make  his  people  out  of  board, 
Thy  pictures  will  be  tolerable  nature. 

And  LOUTHERBOURG,  when  Heav'n  fo  wills, 
To  make  brafs  Ikies,  and  golden  hills, 
With  marble  bullocks  in  gkfs  pailures  grazing : 

Thy 
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Thy  reputation  too  will  rife, 
And  people,  gaping  with  furprife, 
Cry,  "Monfieur  LOUTHERBOURG  is  mofl  amazing!" 

But  thou  muft  wait  for  that  event— 
Perhaps  the  change  is  never  meant— 

Till  then,  with  me,  thy  pencil  will  not  ihine— ' 
Till  then,  old  red-nos'd  *  WILSON'S  art 
Will  hold  its  empire  o'er  my  heart, 

By  Britain  left  in  poverty  to  pine. 

But,  honeft  WILSON,  never  mind;" 

Immortal  praifes  thou  fhalt  find, 
And  for  a  dinner  have  no  caufe  to  fear.— 

Thou  ftart'ft  at  my  prophetic  rhimes ! 

Don't  be  impatient  for  thofe  times  ; 
Wait  till  thou  haft  been  dead  a  hundred  year; 


O  Di  E      VII. 

Peter  breaketh'out  into  learning,  and  talketh  Latin  —  Advifeth  young 
artifts  to  do  no  more  than  they  can  do  —  Recommendeth  to  each  the 
knowledge  of  his  genius.  —  Peter  talketh  of  ^Efop's  fables  and  Mifter 
Stubbs.  —  Peter  venturerh  on  the  ftage  —  Recordeth  a  ftory  of  an 
aftor,  and  concludeth  facetioulty. 


I  ft  Macenas,  ut  nemo  quam  foi  fortem"— 
°X    Was  partly  written  for  thofe  fools 
Who  (light  the  very  art  that  would  fupport  'em, 
In  fpite  of  Gratitude's  and  Wifdom's  rules. 

*  This  great  Artift:  was  defired  by  Sir  W  .  Chambers,  his  friend,  fo 
paint  a  picture  for  a  great  King:  the  Artift  painted  the  pi£lure  for  the 
great  King  ;  it  was  one  of  the  fineft  he  ever  executed  ;  the  picture  was 
fticwn  to  the  great  King,  which  was  laughed  at,  and  with  contempt 
leturned.  The  picture  is  now  in  the  author's  poflelfion.  —  Why  have 
we  not  a  life  of  Wilfon,  whofe  eye  was  as  perfect  in  the  perception  of 
aerial  nature,  as  that  of  Claude,  and  whofe  ideas  were  of  a  much  fuperior 
order  of  grandeur  ? 

It 
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It  brings  to  mind  old  j&fop's  tale,  fo  Tweet, 

Of  a  poor  coimtry-biimkin  of  a  flag, 
Who  us'd  to  curfe  his  clumfy  legs  and  fg'et, 

But  of  his  horns  did  wonderfully  brag  : 

Unlike  our  London  poor  John-Bulls, 

Who,  from  the  wardrobe  of  their  fculls, 

Could,  with  the  greateft  pleafure,  piece-  meal  tear 

Such  pretty-looking  ornamental  geer. 

But,  to  the  dory  of  the  Buck, 

Like  many  Engh'fh  ones,  much  out  of  luck. 

The  morn  was  frefh,  the  (cent  was  good, 
And  BUCK  by  thund'ring  hounds  purfu'd: 

His  legs  fo  friendly  bore  him  like  the  wind; 
In  fhort,  he  mock'd  the  thund'ring  founds— 
In  ftiort,  helaugh'd  at  all  the  hounds— 

And  left  them,  with  a  *  f  —  ,  behind. 

And  now  a  thicket's  to  be  fought  : 
In  ruuYd  the  flag,  as  quick  as  thought- 
No  fooner  got  among  the  thorns, 
But  BUCK'S  entangled  by  the  horns  :  — 

Up  come  the  dogs,  at  length,  with  dreadful  note  5 

In  vain  he  druggies  —  hound  on  hound 

Pulls  the  poor  pris'ner  to  the  ground  — 
Then  enters  Huntfman  John,  and  cuts  his  throat. 

Unfortunately  for  the  graphic  art, 
Painters  too  often  their  true  genius  thwart  ; 
Mad  to  accomplim  what  can  ne'er  be  done, 
They  form  for  criticifm  a  world  of  fun. 


The  man  of  hift'ry  longs  to  deal  in 
Quits  lading  oil  for  perimable  ipittle  : 


This  is  really  too  much  in  Rabelais'  and  Dr.  Swift's  vulgar  mrm- 
— an  avjant  lafliu  lingua.     The  nice-nofed  reader  is  therefore  d-;fircd 
|o  tura  his  nofc  up  or  awry  at  this  nafty  ail  u five  letter. 

The 


ncr 
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The  man  of  miniature  to  hilVry  fprings, 

Mounts  with  an  ardour  wild  the  broom-like  brun\ 
Makes  for  fublimity  a  daring  pufa, 

And  fliows,  like  Icarus,  his  feeble  wings; 

'Tisfaid  that  nought  fo  much  the  temper  rubs 
Of  that  ingenious  artift,  Mifter  STUBBS, 
As  calling  him  a  horfe-painter — how  ftrange, 
That  STUBBS  the  title  fhould  defire  to  change! 

Yet  dcth.he  cuffes  on  th'  occafion  utter, 
And,  foolifh,  quarrel  with  his  bread  and  butter : 
Yet,  after  hndfcape,  gentlemen  and  ladies, 
This  very  Mifter  STUBB'S  prodigious  mad  is; 

So  quits  his  horfe — on  which  the  man  might  ride 
To  FAME'S  fair  temple,  happy  and  unhurt  j 
And  takes  a  booby-borfe  to  gall  his  pride, 
That  flings  him,  like  a  lubber,  in  the  dirt, 

The  felf-fame  folly  reigns,  too,  on  the  ftage — 
Such  for  impoffibilities  the  rage! 
The  Man  of  Farce,  to  Tragedy  afpires, 
And,  calf-like  bellowing,  feels  heroic  tires— 

WESTON  for  Hamlet  and  Otfalh  figh'd, 
And  thought  it  dev'iifh  hard  to  be  deny'd.— > 
The  courtly  ABINGTON'S  untoward  Star 
Wan  ed  her  reputation  much  to  mar, 
And  fink  the  Lady  to  the  Wafl. ing-tub — 
So  whifper'd — "Miftrefs  ABINGTON,  play  Scrub." 
To  folly  full  as  great,  fome  imp  may  lug  her, 
And  bid  her  (link  in  Filc/i,  and  Afal  Drugger, 

An  Ac~tor,  living  at  this  time, 

TJiat  now  1  pen  my  verfe  fublime, 
Couid  not,  to  fave  his  foul,  find  out  his /erf-— - 

But  lo'  it  happened   on  a  lucky  night, 

He  on  the  fubjecl:  got  a  deal  of  light ; 
And  thus  doth  Fame  the  circumftance  report. 

After 
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After  exhibiting  to  Pit  and  Boxes, 

To  take  a  dram,  the  A&or  {troll'd  to  *  Fox's— 
Where  foon  his  friend  came  in,  fuch  fine  things  faying, 

Offering  a  thoufand  pretty  falutations, 

With  full  confirming  oath-ejaculations 
Unto  this  Son  of  Thefpis,  on  his  playing. 

"  Damn  me,"    quoth  he,    "  but  thou  haft  wond'rous 

merit— 
•"  Thou  play'dft  to-night,    my  friend,    with   matchlefs 

fpirit : 

"  Zounds  !  my  dear  fellow,  let  me  go  to  H-1I, 
•"  If  ever  part  was  a&ed  half  fo  well !" 

The  Ador  blufh'd,  and  bow'd,  and  filly  look'd, 
To  hear  fuch  compliments  fo  nicely  cook'd. 
Getting  the  better  of  his  mauvaife  konte, 
And  ftaring  at  the  other's  -Heady  front, 

Quoth  he,    "  What  part,  pray,  mean  ye  ?  for,  in  troth, 
"  I  know  of  none  that  you  fiiould  fo  commend."— 
J<  What  part !  replied  the  other  with  an  oath: 
"  The  hind-part  of  a  JACK -ASS,*  my  dear  friend!'* 

The  Player,  charm 'd  inftead  of  being  hurt, 
Thank'd  him  for  the  difcov'ry  of  his/or/ — 
Purfu'd  his  genius— -fought  no  higher  game, 
And  by  his  JACK- ASS  won  unenwd  fame, 

*  A  Tavern  near  the  Play-houfe. 

•f-  A  part  in  one  of  the  Pantomimes,  which  contains  a  Urge  portion 
of  kicking,  braying,  obftinacy,  an4  tail- Wriggling. 


ODE 


ODE      VIII. 


Peter  reprehendeth  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Qobvzy,  and  feemeth,  at  laft,  aihameii 
of  his  attack — He  trintfmeth  Dr.  Johr.fon's  jacket- — and  commindcih 
the  beauty  of  Praifs  in  a  ftyle  unknown  before. 

TJME.  COSWAY  !  I'm  afham'd  to  fay 

-*-    Thou  own'ft  the  title  of  R.  A. 
I  fear,  to  damn  thee  'twas  the  Devil's  fenditfg.~ 

Some  honeft  calling  quickly  find. 

And  bid  thy  Wife  her  kitchen  mind, 
Or  fhirts  and  fhifts  be  making,  or  be  mending. 

Jf  Madam  cannot  make  a  Ihirt, 

Or  mend,  or  from  it  wafh  the  dirt, 
Better  than  paint,  the  Poet  for  thee  feels-^ 

Or  take  a  flitch  up  in  thy  flocking, 

(Which  for  a  wife  is  very  fhockir.g) 
I  pity  the  condition  of  thy  heels. 

What  vanity  was  in  your  fkulls, 

To  make  you  a£t  fo  like  two  fools^ 
T'  expofe  your  daubs,  tho'  made  with  wond'rous  pains 
out? 

Could  RAPHAEL'S  angry  ghoft  arife, 

And  on  the  figures  caft  his  eyes, 
He'd  catch  a  piftol  up,  and  blow  your  brains  out. 

MUSE,  in  this  criticifm,  I  fear 

Thou  really  haft  been  too  fevere  : 
COSWAY  paints  Miniature  with  decent Ypirit, 
,And  Mrs.  COSWAY  boafts  fome  merit. 

Be  more  like  courtly  Horace's  thy  page ; 
And  fhuri  of  furious  Juvenal  the  rage, 
Of  whom  old  Scaliger  aflerts — "  qui  j 
Id  eft — not  murder  would  he  boggle 'at. 

>    3  He 
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tie  was  a  furious  fellow,  to  be  fure, 

Like  JOHNSON,  whom  the  world  could  fcarcc  endure  j 
Who,  furely,  bore  his  tommy-hawk  about, 

And  glorying  in  a  Defpot's  rude  dominion, 

Scalp'd,  without  mercy,  ev'ry  man's  opinion 
Which  from  his  mouth  (hould  dare  to  venture  out. 

Where  JOHNSON  fat  (which  Candour  fore  bewails!) 

Men  put  forth  words  fo  cautious!— juft like fnails, 
So  fearful,  putting  forth  their  tender  horns, 

Shrinking  and  drawing  in,   and  fo  afraid 

Of  ev'ry  foe  that  rudely  may  invade — 
Prickles,  and  nettles,  and  (harp  wounding  thorns, 

Lo  !  oflr  opinion  is  a  child  fo  dear, 

We  love  its  prattle,  though  zjimple  note ; 
And,  confequently,  can't  with  patience  bear 

The  ruffian  that  would  cut  its  little  throat. 

Sweet  is  the  voice  of  PR  AISE  ! — Oh,  foft  as  filk  I 
I  wiili  the  world's  rude  veins  could  run  with  milk,! 

PR  ATS E  is  rich  funfhine- weather — all  enjoy  it— 
To  catch  it,  ev'ry  one  is  fo  alive— 
Bleft  as  the  bees,  that  humming  from  their  hive. 

So  advantageoufty  employ  it. 

But  CENSURE  is  a  cloud  fo  cold,  that  fcowls 

And  fpits — nowfoufesus  o'er  head  and  cars, 
Spoils  our  bell  clothes ;  and  juft  like  poor  foak'd  fowls, 

Drooping,  fo  foolilh  ev'ry  man  appears. 

c 
PRAISE  Js  a  pretty  woman's  foft  white  hand, 

That  fmoothing,  tickles  to  our  fldn  ;  „»  *} 

CENSURE,  a  currvcomb  we  can't  v.ithftand, 

Brings  blood,  and  puts  us  quite  upon  the  grin  I 

MUSE,  liften  to  this  lecture — go  thy  wayr —  t 

And  quitting  CENSURE,  facriiiceto  PRAI'SE, 


VOL,  I.  D 


ODE      IX. 


Peter  exliibitcth  great  Biblical  knowledge — Immortalifeth  his  Gmce  .of 
Quecnfberry — Condemned!  Imitators,  and  niakcth  companions^  oi 
Painters  and  Pointers,  a  LaVs  and  a  parcel  of  Enlujns. 

OIR  JOSHUA,  (for  I've  read  my  Bible  over) 
**^  Of  whofg  great  brufh  I  own  myfelfa  lover, 
.Puts  me  in  mind  of  Matthew,  the  firft  chapter— 
A  genealogy  I  read  with  rapture— 
Abram  got  Ifaac — Ifaac,  Jacob  got— 
Jofeph  to  get,  was  Jacob's  luckly  lot, 

And  all  Joe's  brothers, 
Who  veiy  nat'rally  got  others. 

A  genealogy  fo  full  of  blood, 

And  eke  fo  full  -of  piety — fo  good — 
Pleafing  to  me,  as  unto  QUEENSB'RRY'S  Grace 

The  genealogy  of  horfes, 

So  famous  on  the  famous  courfes, 
That  bring  to  mind  the  fam'd  Olympic  race. 

Sir  JOSHUA'S  happy  pencil  hath  produced 

A  hoft  of  Copyifts,  much  of  the  fame  feature; 

J3y  which  the  art  hath  greatly  been  abus'd ; 

J  own  Sir  JOSHUA  great ;  but  Nature  greater. 

•*ut  what,  alas  1  is  ten  times  worfe, 
rbe  progrefs  of  the  art  to  curfe ; 
Hie  Copyifts  have  been  copied  too ; 
ind  that,  I'm  fuce,  will  never  dq. 

uch  Painters  are  like  pointers  feeking  game — 
iteiit  on  pleafure,  and  dog-fame, 
uppofe  a  half-a-dozen  dogs,  or  more, 

,  and  fcamp'ring,  croifing  the  iield  o'er : 

Lo! 
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Lo !  one  dog  fcents  the  partridge— points — 

Fix'd  like  a  ftatute  on  the  fragrant  gale  ! 
How  aft  the  others  ?     Stop  their  fcamp'ring  joints : 

And,  lo  I  one's  nofe  pokes  forth  on  t'other 's  tail* 

Perhaps  this  dog-companfon  of  mine, 
Though  vaftly  natural  and  vaftly  fine, 
May  not  be  fully  imderftood 
By  all  the-  youngling  painter  brood ; 
Therefore,  that  into  error  they  mayn't  roam> 
Suppofe  we  keep  a  little  more  at  home. 

Srtppofe  a-  Damfel  of  the  Cyprian  clafs, 
A  frefh -imported,  adive,  blooming  lafs, 

Gay,  tripping,  fmiling,  ogling,  in  the  Park — 
Suppofe  thofe  charms,  fo  pleafing  to  the  eye, 
Catch  the  wild  glance,  and  ftart  the  am'rous  figh, 

Of  fome  young  roving  Military  Spark ! 

Lo !  as  if  tonch'd  by  bailiffs,  or  by  thunder, 
Sudden  he  flops — all-over  flaring  wonder— 
A  thoufand  fancies  his  warm  brain  furround ; 
And  naii'd,  as  if  by  magic  to  the  ground, 
He  points  towards  thofe  fafcinating  charms 
That  rous'd  the  hofl  of  paffions  up  in  arms.. 

A  brother  eiiSgn  fpies  the  flock- ftlll  lad, 

And  fudden  halts — grave  pond'ring  what  it  means— 

Another  PLnfign  taking  this  for  mad, 

Upon  his  fupple-jack,  deep -mar  veiling,  leans : 

Another  Enfign  after  him,  too,  fauntering, 
Stops  fhort,  and  to  his  eye  applies  his  glafs— 

To  know  what  ftay'd  his  brother  Enfign 's  cantering^ 
Not  dreaming  of  that  eye-catcher,  the  LASS* 

Thus  noting  one  the  other's  back, 
Stands  in  a  goodly  row  the  King's  red  pack : 
Fxcept  the^V/?,  whom  NATURE'S  charms  inflame— 
If  it  nofe  is  properly  towards  the  game. 

D  a  E'en 


FOR  M,l»CC,l.XXXI2, 

E'en  fo,  the  PRESIDENT,  to  NATURE  true, 
Doth  mark  her  form,  and  all  her  haunts  purfue 
Whilft  half  the  filly  Uruihmen  of  the  land, 
Contented  take  the  NYMPH  z\fecond-hand\ 
Imps,  who  juft  boaft  the  merit  of 
Horace's  fervum  pecus — Imitators. 


ODE      X. 

Peter  is  witty  oi>  Mefiieurs  Sevres  and  Zoffani,  and  praifelh  an£cotv~ 
dcmneth  Mr.  Barret. 

OERRES  and  ZOFFANI  r  I  ween, 

^  J-  better  works  than  your's  have  feen.-— 

You'll  fay,  no  compliment  can  well  be  colder- 
Why,  as  you  fcarce  are  in  your  prime, 
And  -wait  the  fbength'ning  hand  of  Time,, 

1  hope  that  you'll  improve  as  you  grow  older.* 

Believe  me,  BARRET,  thou  haft  truth  and  tafte; 
Yet  fometimes  art  thou  apt  to  be  uncJiafte  .^ 
Too  oft  thy  pencil,  or  thy  genius,  flags — 
Too  oft  thy  landfcapes,  bonfires  feem  to  be ; 
And  in  thy  buftling  clouds,  methinks  I  fee 
The  refurreclion  of  OLD  RAGS. 

Ah  !  CATTON,  our  poor  feelings  fpare  ! 

Supprefs  thy  tram,  another  year ; 
Nor  of  thy  folly  make  us  fay  a  hard  thing — 

And  lo  !  thofe  daubs  amongft  the  many, 

Painted  by  Miller  EDWARD  FENNY  ! 
They  truly  are  not  worth  one- half  a  farthing. 

*  The  firft  i:  *bout  70  years  of  a^e,  and  the  Lift  63  or  64. 


ODE      XI. 

Peter  c:>nn<-mnJeth  Fafhion — Advifeth  people  to  ufe  their  own  eyes  and 
nofcs ;  and  ordereth  what  is  to  be  done  with  a  bad  nofe. 

/~\NS  year  the  Pow'rs  of  Fafhion  rule 

^^  la  favour  of  the  Roman  School — • 
Then  hey,  for  drawing  !  Rnphiel  and  Pouffin: 

The  following  year,"the  Flemifh  brufli  (hall  (Irike — 

Then  hey,  for  colouring!  Rubens  and  Vandyke; 
And,  lo  !  the  Roman  is  not  worth  a  pin, 

Be  not  impos'd -upon-by  FASHION'S  roar — - 
FASHION  too  often  makes  an  idle  noife; 

Bids  us,  a  fickle  jade,  like  fools  adore 
The  pooreft  trafh,  the  miferableft  toys. 

And  as  a  gang  of  thieves  a  buftle  make, 

With  greater  eafe  your  purfe  to  take, 

So  FASHION  frequently,  her  point  to  gain,' 

Sets  up  a  howl  enough  to  ftuir  a  ftone, 
And  fairly  picks  the  pocket  of  your  brain, 

That  is,  if  any  brain  you  chance  to  own. 

Garry  your  eyes  with  yoti  where-e'er  you  go— 
For  not  to  truft  to  them,  is  to  abufe  'em : 

As  Nature  gave  them  t'ye,.you  ought  to  know 

The  wife  old  Lady  meant  that  you  fhould  ufe  'em ; 

And  yet,  what  thoufands,  to  o«rva(l  furprife, 

Of  pictures  judge  by  other  people's  eyes ! 

When  Nature  made  a  >prefent  of  a  nofe 
To  each  man's  face,  we  juftly  may  fiippofe 
She  meant,  that  for  itfelf  the  nofe  flioufd  think,. 
And  judge  in  matters  of  perfume  and  ftink  ; 
Not  meant  it  for  a  mnie  alone,  poor  hack  !  - 
To  bear  horn  Ipeftacles  upon  its  back — - 
44  Suppofe  it  cannot  ftnell,.  what  then !"  you'll  fay — »• 
"  Fling^  it  away  ." 

D    ^  ODE 


ODE      XII. 

Tie  Lyric  BarJ  waseth  wittv  on  Mr.  Peters's  Angel  and  Child,  ani 
slfo  Madam  Angelica  Kauffman,  talking  unbluihir.gly  of  a  wedding- 
night  ! 


PETERS  !  who,  like  Luke  the  Saint, 
•*-      A  man  of  gofpel  art,  and  paint, 

Thy  pencil  flames  not  with  poetic  fury  : 
If  Heav'n's  fair  angels  are  like  thine, 
Our  bucks,  1  think,  O  grave  Divine, 

May  meet  in  t'other  world  the  nymphs  of  Drury. 

The  infant  foul  I  do  not  much  admire  : 

It  boafteth  fomewhat  more  of  nefh  than  fire  — 

The  picture,  PETERS,  cannot  much  adorn  ye  — 
I'm  glad  though,  that  the  red-fac'd  little  {inner, 
Poor  foul  !  hath  made  a  hearty  dinner 

Before  it  ventur'd  on  fo  long  a  journey. 

ANGELICA  my  plaudit  gains  — 

Her  art  fo  fvveetly  canvafs  {tains  ! 
Her  dames,  fo  Grecian,  give  me  fiich  delight  * 

But,  were  -me  married  to  fuch  gentle  males,. 

As  figure  in  her  painted  tales, 
1  fear  {he'd  find  a  ftupid  wedding-  night. 


ODE      XIII. 

Peter  laflieth  the  ladies — He  turncth  Siory-tcIIer — Peter  grieveth 

A  LTHOUGH  the  ladies  with  fuch  beauty  blaze, 
f  ^  *^  They  very  frequently  my  paffion  raife, 
Their  cliarms  compenfate,  fcarce,  their  want  of  tafte. 
Paffing  amidft  the  EXHIBITION  crowd, 
I  heard  fome  damfels  fajh'umably  loud  ; 
And  thus  J  give  the  dialogue  that  pafs'd. 


Oh 
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«  Oh1  the  dear  man !  (cried  one)  look !  here's  a  bonnet ! 
"  He  fliall  paint  me — I  am  determined  oil  it — 

"  lord!  Coufin,.  fee!  how  beautiful  the  gown ! 
"  What  charming  colours !  here's  fine  Lee,  here's  gauze ! 
"  What  pretty  fprigs  the  fellow  draws ! 

"  Lord,  Coufin!  he's  the  clevereft  man  in  town  !" 

4i  Ay,  Con  fin,"  cried  a  fecond,  "  very  true — 
j  "  And  here,  here's  charming  green,  and  red,  and  blue— 

-  "  There's  a  complexion  beats  the  rouge  of  WARREN  ! 

"  See  thofe  red  lips,  oh  la  !   they  feem  To  nice  ! 
•"  What  rofy  cheeks  then,  Coufm,  to  entice  '  — 
"  Compar'd  to  this,  all  other  heads  are  carrion. 

"  Cor. fin,  this  limner  quickly  will  be  feen 

*•  Painting  the  PRINCESS  ROYAL,  and  the  QUEEN  ; 

Pray  don't  you  think  as  J  do,  cox  ? 

Pu t'  we'll  be  painted /r/?,  that's  /<?*." 

Such  was  the  very  pretty  converfation 

That  pafs'd  between  the  pretty  MilTes, 
Whilft  unobferv'd,  the  glory  of  our  nation, 

Clofe  by  them  hung  Sir  JOSHUA'S  rmtchlefs  pieces — 
Works  !  that  a  TITIAN'S  hand  could  form  alone — 
Works !  that  CORREGIO  had  been  proud  to  own. 

Sorrowing,  O  Readers,  let  me  lay  before  ye, 

What  lately  happer/d— therefore  a  true  {lory. 


A      STORY. 

WALKING  one  afternoon  along  the  Strand, 
My  wond'rmg  eyes  did  fuddenly  expand 

Upon  a  pretty  leafh  of  Corniili  laflTes. — 
"  Heav'ns  !   my  dear  beauteous  angels,  how  d'ye  do? 

"  Upon  my  foul  .I'm  monftrous  glad  to  fee  ye. 
**  Swinge !  PETEK,  we  are  glad  to  meet  with  you  ; 

"  We're  jyft  to  London  come — well,  pray  how  be  ye? 
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«*••  We're  are  juft  a  going  while  'tis  light, 
"  TO  fee  St.  PAUL'S  before  'tis  dark. — 

"  Lord !  come,  for  once,  be  fo  polite, 
•"  And  condefcend  to  be  our  fpark." 

u  With  all  my  heart",  my  cherubs." — On  we  walk'dy. 
And  much  of  London— much  of  Cornwall  taik'd  ; 
Now  did  Thug  myfeif  to'think 
"   How  much  that  glorious  flruclure  would  furprife — 
How  from  its  awful  grandeur  they  would  {brink 
With' open  mouthsj  and'marv'ling  eyes  f 

As  near- to  Ludgate-bill  we  drew, 

St,  PAUL'S  juft  opening  on  our  view  ; 

Beheld,  my  lovely  ftrangers,  one  and  all, 

Gave  a  moft  disbolic  fquall, 

As  if  they  had  been  tumbled  on  the  ftones, 

And  feme  confounded  cart  had  crufli'd  their  bones, 

-After  well  fright'ning  people  with  their  cries,. 
And  flicking  to  a-ribbon-ih'op  their  eyes, 
They  all  rufh'd'in,  and  fwift  to  patterns  ran, 
And,  imitating  Babel,  thus  began: — 

44  Swinge!  here  are  colours  then,  to  pleafei' 

"  Delightful  things,  I  vow  to  Heav'n  ! 
**-  Why  !'  not  to  fee  fuch  things  as  thefe, 

"  We  never  fliould  have  been  forgiv'n. — 

"  Here,  here,  are  clever,  things, — good  Lord  ! 

"  And,  filler,  here,  upon  my  word— 
'«  Here,  here  !— look  !  here  are  beauties  to  delight : 

'  Why,!   haw  a  body's  heels  might  dance 

Along  from  Launeefton  to  Penzance, 
*  Before  t::at  one  might  meet  with  fuch  a  fight !  "• 

"  Come,  ladies,  'twill,  bo 'dark/'  fakl  I,  *4 1  fear: 
;<  Pray  iet  us  view  St.  PAUL'S,   'tis  now  fo  near."' 

;«  Lord!  PETER,  (cried  the  girls)  don't  mind  St.  PAUL  !— 
;  Sure  f  you're  a  moft  incurious  foul — 

-a  "  Why 
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Why — we  can  fee  the  church  another  day  ; 
"  Don't  be  afraid — St.  PAUL'L  can't  run  a-xty." 

READER, 

e'er  thy  bofbm  felt  a  thought  fublime, 
>p  tears  of  pity  en  the  Man  of  Rhyme  ! 


ODE      XIV. 

difclaimeth  flattery— Defcribeth  the  Grand.  Monar<juc— and  pro- 
mifcth  critical  candour. 

>rPIS  very  true  that  flattery's  not  my/or/-— 

-*•    I  cannot  to  ftupidity  pay  court — 
And  fwear  a  face  looks  fenfe  (the  picture  puffing) 
That  boafls  no  more  exprefiion  than  a  muffin. 

And  yet,  a  Frenchman  can  do  this, 

And  think  he  doth  not  act  amifs ; 
Although  he  tells  a  mod  confounded  lie.— 

KING  LEWIS  leads  me  into  this  remark, 

Cali'd  by  his  people  all,  LE  GRANDE  MONARO^E— 
A  derni-god  in  every  Frenchman's  eye. 

His  portrait  by  fome  famous  hand  was  done, 

And  then  exhibited  at  the  Salon  : 
At  once  a  courtly  critic  criticifes— 

"  Where  is  the  brilliant  eye,  the  charming  grace, 

"  The  fenfe  profound  that  marks  the  Royal  face—* 
"  The  foul  of  LEWIS,  that  fo  very  wife  is  ?" 

Yet  when  he  bawl'd  for  fenfe,  he  bawl'd,  I  wot, 

For  furniture  the  head  had  never  g9t. 
Reader,  believe  me,  that  this  gentleman 
Was  form'd  on  Nature's  very  homely  plan,— 

Clumfy 
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Clumiy  in  legs  and  moulders,  head  and  gullet, 
His  mouth  abroad  in  feeming  wonder  loft, 
As  if  its  meaning  had  given  up  the  ghoft  : 

His  eye  far  duller  than  a  leaden  bullet ; 
Nature  fo  (lighting  the  poor  Royal  nob, 
As  if  fhe  bargain'd  for  it  by  the  job. 

Therefore,  fhould  mighty  G ,  or  great  Lord  NOS.T  a, , 

Both  gentlefolks  of  high  condition, 
Think  it  worth  while  to  fend  their  faces  forth,. 

To  flare  amidfl  the  ROYAL  EXHIBITION— 

If  iikeneftes,  I'll  not  condemn  the  pic"lute, 
To  compliment  thofe  mighty  people's  polls ; 

I  fcorn  to  pafs  unfair  and  cruel  ftriclures, 
By  a/king  for  the  graces,  or  thejr  fouls. 


ODE      XV. 

Peter  pitifully  pr.iifeth  Mr.  Stubbs,  and  admlniftereth  wholefome  advice- 
—  Surprifsih  MY.  Hone  with  a  compliment—  Concludeth  with  fuf- 
pcfting  the  ingiacitude  of  the  Royal 


thy  horfes,  STUBBS,  T          ^ 
And  eke  thy  dags,  to  homely  nature  true  :: 
Let  modern  artifts  match  thee,  it  they  can- 
Such  animals  thy  genius  fuit  ; 
Then  flick,.  I  beg  thee,  to  the  brate, 
And  meddle  not  with  woman,  nor  with  mao. 

And  now  for  Mifter  NATHAN  HONE  — 

In  portrait  thou.'rt  as  much  alone, 
As  in  his  landfcape  Hands  th'  unrivall'd  CI.A.UDE  ! 

Of  pictures  I  have  feen  enough, 

Moft  vile,  moft  execrable  fluff; 
Bui  no«e  fo  bad  a^Uiine^  I  vow  to  God,. 
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Thus  in  the  caufe  of  painting,  loyal, 

Sublime  I've  fung  to  artifts  royal — 
With  labour-pains  the  Mufe  hath  fore  been  torn  ! 

And  yet  each  academic  face, 

1  fear  me,  hath  not  got  the  grace 
Fc  iiiiiie  upon  the  bantling,  now  'd.-?  born. 


LYRIC 


LYRIC  ODES 


TO    THE 


;    ROYAL   ACADEMICIANS, 

FOR  M,DCG,LXXXIII. 


Ecce  itcrxim  erifpinu* ! 


VOL.  I.  E 


LYRIC     ODES. 


ODE      I. 

Peter  vauntfth  exceedingly — difylnycth  great  learning,    and 

romphiincth  of  the  res  rtugttjiu  domi — He  praifeth  the  kuid  Reviewers 
•— Dcfciibcth  himfclf  moft  pathetically — Confolcch  himfelf — Dif* 
iikeih  the  road  to  the  Temple  of  Fame  by  mc.uis  of  Jhnoting,  pot. 
fon,  or  hanging— AJdrdTeth  great  folk— Givcth  the  King  a  bro«d 
hint — Afketh  a  firoplc  queftion— Makcth  a»  fimplc  on  apoitrophc  te 
Genius. 

O  ONS  of  the  Brufh,  I'm  here  again  ! 

^  At  times  a  Pindar,  and  Fontaine, 
Cafting  poetic  pearl  (I  fear)  to  fwine ! 

For  hang  me  if  my  laft  year's  Odes 

Paid  rent  for  lodgings  *  near  the  gods, 
Or  put  one  fprat  into  this  mouth  divine. 

For  odes,  my  COUSIN  had  rump-flakes  to  eat ! 

So  fays  Paufanias — loads  of  dainty  meat ! 
And  this  the  towns  of  Greece,  to  give,  thought  fitj 

The  beft  hiftorians,  one  and  all,  declare 

With  the  moft  folemn  air, 
The  poet  might  hav«  guttled  till  he  fplit. 

How  different  far,  alas !  my  worihip's  fete  { 

To  foothe  the  horrors  of  an  empty  plate, 
The  grave  pofleflbrs  f  of  the  critic  throne 

Gave  me,  in  truth,  a  pretty  treat — 

Of  flattery,  miud  me,  not  of  meat ; 
For  they,  poor  fouls,  like  me,  are  fldn  and  bone. 

*  The  attic  ftory,  or,  according  to  the  vulgar  phrafe,  garret. 
f  See  the  Reviews  for  laft  year. 

E  2  No 
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No,  no !  with  all  my  lyric  pow'rs, 

I'm  not  like  Miftrefs  Cofway's  Hours,* 
Hed  as  cock-turkeys,  plump  as  barn-door  chicken  ; 

MERIT  and  I  are  miferably  off — 

We  both  have  got  a  moft  confumptive  cough ; 
Hunger  hath  long  our  harmlefs  bones  been  picking. 

MERIT  and  I,  fb  innocent,  fo  good, 
Are  like  the  little  children  in  the  wood ; 

And  foon,  like  them,  lhall  lay  us  down  and  die ! 
May  fome  good  chriftian  bard,  in  pity  ftrons, 
Turn  redbreall  kind,  and  with  the  fweeteft  long 

Bewail  our  hapkfs  fate  with  wat'ry  eye  ! 

Poor  CHATTERTON  was  flarv'd — with  all  his  art! 

Some  confolation  this  to  my  lean  heart  j 
Like  bim,  in  holes  too,  fpider-like,  I  mope ; 

And  there  my  R  ev'rence  may  remain,  alas ! 

The  world  will  not  difcover  it,  the  afs  1 
Until  1  fcrape  acquaintance  with  a  rope. 

Then  up  your  Walpoles,  Bryants,  mount  like  bees  j 

Then  each  my  pow'rs  with  adoration  fees- 
Nothing  their  kind  civilities  can  hinder ; 

When,  like  an  Oiho,  J  am  found ; 

Like  Jacob's  fons,  they'll  look  one  t'other  round, 
And  cry, "  Who  would  have  thought  this  a  young  Pindar?" 

Hanging's  a  difmal  road  to  fame— 

Piftolsand  poifon  juil  the  fame — 
And  what  is  vvorfe,  one  can't  come  back  again  s 

Soon  as  .the  beauteous  gem  we  find, 

We  can't  difplay  it  to  mankind, 
Though -won  with  fuch  wry  mouths  and  wriggling  pain, 

Ye  Lords  and  Dukes  fo  clever,  fay, 
(For  ye  have  much  to  give  away, 

*  A  fublime  piclure  this  !  the  cxpveffion  is  truly  Homcrical. — The 
fair  artift  hath,  in  the  moft  furprifing  manner,  communicated  t<* 
canvafs  the  old  bard's  idea  of  the  brandy-fused  Htun. — —See  the  Iliad. 

And 
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And  much  your  gentle  patronage  I  lack) 

Speak,  is  it  not  a  crying  (in, 

That  FOLLY'S  guts  are  to  his  chin, 
Whilit  mine  are  flunk  a  mile^into  my  back  L 

Oft  as  his  facred  Majefty  I  fee, 

Ah  !  George,  (I  figh)  thou  had  good  things  with  thee, 
Would  make  me  fportive  as  a  youthful  cat ! 

Jt  is  not  that  a  foul  fo  loyal 

Would  wi$rtxFwrd  the  Princefs  Royal, 
Or  be  Archbifhop — no  !  Pm.  not  for  that. 

Nor  really  have  I  got  the  grace 
To  wifh  for  Laureat  Whkehead's  place ; 
Whofe  odes  Cibberian — fweet,  yet  very  manly, 
Are  fet  with  equal  ftrength  by  Mifter  Stanley. 

Would  not  one  fwear  that  Heav'n  lov'd  fools, 

There's  fuch  a  number  of  them  made ; 
Bum-proof  to  all  the  flogging  of  the  fchools, 

No  ray  of  knov/ledge  could  their  fculls  pervade  ? 
Yet,  gauge  the  pockets  of  thofe  fellows'  breeches, 
We  flare  like  congers  at  their  riches. 

O  GENIUS  !  what  a  wretch  art  thou, 

Who  canft  not  keep  a  mare  or  cow, 
With  all  thy  compliment  of  wit  fo  fri/ky  ! 

Whilft  FOLLY,  as  a  mill-horfe  blind, 

Befides  his  compter,  gold  can  find, 
And  Sundays  fport  a  trumpet  and  a  whi/key  ! 


E  3  ODE 


ODE      II.' 


Peter  turncth  critic — Maketh  handfome  promifes  to  Mr.  Weft,  and,. 
like  great  folk,  fereaketh  his  word — Laugheth  at  the  figure  of  King 
Charles — Lafheth  that  of  Oliver  Cromwell ;  and  ridiculeth  the  pair 
of  Apoftles,  Peter  and  John,  galloping  to  the  Sepulchre — Undei- 
jftundeih  plaiu.  work,  and  juftly  condemneth  the  Jhortnefs  of  th«  fklris 
of  Mr.  Weft's  Angels — Concludeth  with  making  that  artift  a  hand- 
feme  offer  of  an  American  immortality. 


NOW  for  my  crkicifm  on  paints, 
Where  bull-dogs,  heroes,  finners,  faints, 
Flames,  thunder,  light'ning,  in  con  fu  (ion  meet!—  • 
Behold  the  works  of  Mifter  WEST  ! 
That  artift  (hall  be  firft  addreft— 
His  pencil  with  due  rev'rence,  lo  !  I  greet. 

Still  bleeding  from  his  laft  year's  wound, 
Which  from  my  doughty  larice  he  found  ; 
Methinks  }  hear  the  trembling  painter  bawlr 
"  Why  doil  thou  perfecute  me,  SAUL?" 

WEST,  Let  me  whifper  in  thy  ear  — 

Snug  as  a  thief  within  a  mill, 
From  me  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fear: 

To  panegyric  will  I  turn  my  (kill  ; 
And  if  thy  pifture  I  am  forc'd  to  blame, 
I'll  fay  moft  handfome  things  about  the  frame.     x 

Don't  be  caft  down  —  inftead  of  gall, 

MolafiFes  from  my  pen  fhall  fall  : 
And  yet,  I  fear  thy  gullet  it  is  fuch, 

That,  could  I  pour  all  Niagara  down, 

Were  Niagara  praife,  thou  wouldft  not  frown, 
Nor  think  the  thund'ring  gulph  one  drop  too  much. 


Ye 
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Ye  gods !  the  portrait  of  the  King !  * 

A  very  Saracen  !  a  glorious  thing  ! 
It  fhows  a  flaming  peacil,  let  me  tell  ye— 

Methinks  I  fee  the  people  ftare, 

And,  anxious  for  his  life,  declare, 
"  King  George  hath  got  a  fire-ihip  in  his  belly." 

Thy  Charles  !  what  muft  I  fay  to  that? 

Each  face  unmeaning,  and  fo  flat!  — 
Indeed  firft  coufin  to  a  piece  of  board  : 

But,  Mufe,  we've  promifed  in  our  lays, 

To  give  our  Yanky  painter  praifej 
So,  Madam,  'tis  but  fair  to  keep  our  word. 

Well  then,  the  Charles  of  Mifter  Weft, 

And  Oliver,  I  do  proteft, 
And  eke  the  witnefles  f  of  refurre&ion, 

Will  ftop  a  hole,  keep  out  the  wind, 

And  make  as  good  a  window-Wind, 
As  great  Corregio's,J  plac'd  for  horfe  protection. 

- 

They'll  make  good  floor-cfoths,  taylor's  meafures  ^ 

For  table  coverings,  be  treafures ; 
With  butchers,  form  for  flies  moft  charming  flappers  ; 

And  Monday  mornings  at  the  tub, 

When  queens  of  fuds  their  linen  fcrub, 
Make  for  the  blue-nos'd  nymphs  delightful  wrappers*. 

WEST,  I  forgot  laft  year  to  fay, 
Thy  Angels  did  my  delicacy  hurt  j 

Their  linen  fo  much  coarfenefs  did  difplay : 
What's  worfe,  each  had  not  above  half  a  fhirt.. 

*  Such  a  dcfpicable  performance  as  would  difgrace  a  fign-poft ;  tfee 
drawing,  coloring,  compofitk)^  fo  very,  very  bad.  The  exfrcjj'.on 
has  the  only  merit. 

f  Peter  and  John. 

t  Conegio's  beft  piclarcs  were  actually  mack  ufe  of  in  the  royal 
ftablcs  in  the  N,orth,  to  keep  the  wind  from  the  tails  of  the  horfes. 

-I  tell 
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I  tell  thee,  cambrick  fine  as  webs  of  fpiders, 
Ought  to  have  deck'd  that  brace  of  heavenly  riders* 

Could  not  their  faddle-bags,  pray,  jump 

To  fomewhat  longer  for  each  rump ! 

I'd  buy  much  better  at  a  Wapping  fliop, 

By  vulgar  tongues  baptiz'd  a  flop ! 

Do  mind,  my  friend,  thy  hits  another  time, 

And  thou  fhalt  cut  a  figure  in  my  rhyme : 

Sublimely  tow'ring  'midft  th%  Atlantic  roar, 

I'll  waft  thy  praifes  to  thy  native  more  ;*  , 

Where  LIBERTY'S  brave  fons  their  paeans  fing, 

And  ev'n  the  convict  feels  himfelf  a  King. 


ODE     III. 

The  Poet   addreficth   Mr.    Gainfborough — Exhibiterh    great    Scrtptnr 
erudition — Condemnclh  Mr.  Gainlborough's  plagiariim — Giyeth  the 
Artifl  wholefome  advice. 

"VTOW,    GAINSBOROUGH,  let  me  view  thy  fhining 

-**^  labours, 

Who,  mounted  on  thy  painting  throne, 

On  other  brufhmen  look'ft  contemptuous  down, 

Like  our  great  admirals  on  a  gang  of  fwabbers. 

My  eyes  broad-  flaring  wonder  leads 

To  yon  dear  neftf  of  royal  heads  ! 
How  each  the  foul  of  my  attention  pulls ! 

Suppofe,  my  friend,  thou  giv'ft  the  frame 

A  pretty  little  Bible  name, 
And  call'ft  k  Golgotha^  the  place  of  Jkulh  ? 

Say,  didft  thou  really  paint  'em  ?  (To  be  free:) 
An  angel  fmiuYd  Luke's  tranfcendent  line  — 

Perchance  that  civil  Angel  was  with  thee — 
For  let  me  perilh,  if  I  think  them  thine. 

*  America. 

f  A  frame  full  of  heads,  in  moft  tomtit  imitation  of  the  Royal 
Familj. 

Thy 
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Thy  dogs  *  are  good  ! — but  yet,  to  make  them  fare, 
The  piece  has  gain'd  a  number  of  deriders : 

They  tell  thee,  Genius  in  it  had  no  ihare, 
But  that  them- foully  ftol'ft  the  curs  from  SNYDBRS. 

I  do  not  blame  thy  borrowing  a  hint ; 

For,  to  be  plain,  there's  nothing  in't — 
The  man  who  fcorns  to  do  it  is  a  log: 

An  eye,  an  ear,  a  tail,  anofe, 

Were  modefty,  one  might  fuppofe; 
But,  z — dsl  thou  muftnot  fmuggle  the  whole  dbg# 

O  GAINSBOROUGH,  Nature  'plaineth  fore, 

That  thou  haft  kick'd  her  out  of  door, 

Who  in  her  bounteous  gifts  hath  been  fo  free, 

To  cull  fuch  genius  out  for  thee ! 

Lo !  all  thy  efforts  without  her  are  vain ! 

Go  find  her,  kifs  her,  and  be  friends  again. 

Speak,  Mufe,  who  form'd  that  matchlefs  head. 
The  Ccrnifh  Boy,f  in  tin-mines  bred ; 
Whofe  native  genius,  like  his  diamonds  (hone 
Jn  fecret,  till  chance  gave  him  to  the  fun? 
'Tis  JACKSON'S  portrait — put  the  laurel  on  it, 
Whiift  to  that  tuneful  fwain  I  pour  a  fonnet. 


SONNET, 

To  JACKSON,  of  EXETER, 

TfNCH  ANTING  harmonift  !  the  art  is  thine,, 
*-*  Unmatched,  to  pour  theibul-diflblvingair, 
That  feems  poor  weeping  VIRTUE'S  hymn  divine,. 
Soothing  the  wounded  bofom  of  DESPAIR! 

*  A  pifture  of  boys  fetting  dogs  to  fighl. 
f  Ofie. 
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O  fay,  what  minftrel  of  the  fky  hath  given 
To  fwell  the  dirge,  fo  IT  ufically  lorn  r 

Declare,  hath  dove- ey'd  FITY  left  her  heaven, 
And  lent  thy  happy  hand  her  lyre  to  mourn? 

So  fad,  thy  founds  of  hopelefs  hearts  complain, 
LOVE,  from  his  Cyprian  ifle  prepares  to  fly; 

He  haftes  to  Men  to  thy  tender  ftralrt, 

And  learn  from  thee'to  breathe  a  fweeter  figh. 


O  D  E      V. 

The  great  Peter,  by  a  bald  Pindaric  jump,  leapcth  from  Sonnet  19 
Gull-catching. 

T>  EADER,  doft  know  the  mod'e  of  catching  Gulls  ? 
•**  *•     If  not,  I  will  inform  thee — Take  a  board> 
And  place  a  nfh  upon  it  for  the  fools, 
A  fprat,  or  any  fi(h  by  Gulls  ador'd : 

Thofe  birds,  who  love  a  lofty  flight, 

And  fomctimes  bid  the  fun  good  niehtj 
Spying  the  glittering  bait  that  floats  below, 

Sans  certmonie,  down  they  rufli, 

(For  Gulls  have  got  no  manners)  on  they  puftij 
And  what's  the  pretty  confequence,  I  trow  ? 

They  ftrike  their  gentle  jobbernowls  of  lead 

Plump  on  the  board — then  lie  like  boobies  dead. 

Reader,  thou  need'ft  not  beat  thy  brains  about, 
To  make  fo  plain  an  application  out : — 
^here's  many  a  painting  puppy,  take  my  word, 
Who  knocks  his  filly  head  againft  a  board — 
That  might  have  help'd  the  State — made  a  good  jailor, 
A  nightman,  or  a  tolerable  taylor. 


ODE 


(    47    > 


ODE 


Peter  difcovereth  more  fcriptural  erudition  —  Grcnveth  farcaftic  on  the 
Exhibition  —  Giveth  a  wonderful  account  of  St.  Dennis  —  Blulheth 
for  the  honour  of  his  country  —  Talkcth  fenfibly  of  the  Due  dc 
Chartres  and  the  French  King. 


me  in  Sodom  out,"  (exclaim'd  the  Lord) 
"  Ten  gentlemen^  the  place  flian't  be  un-/ow»V—  • 
**  That  is,  I  will  not  burn  it  ev'ry  board  :"— 

The  dev'l  a  Gentleman  was  to  be  found  ! 
But  this  was  rather  hard,  fince  Heav'n  well  knew 
That  ev'ry  fellow  in  it  was  a  Jew. 

This  houfe  is  nearly  in  the  fame  condition- 

Scarce  are  good  things  amidthofe  wide  abodes.  — 

Find  me  ten  pictures  in  this  Exhibition, 

That  ought  not  to  be  d  —  n'd,  I'll  burn  my  Odes  ! 

And  then  the  world  will  be  in  fits  and  vapours, 

Julias  it  was  for  poor  Lord  MANSFIELD'S  papers.* 

St.  Dennis,'  when  his  head  was  taken  off, 
Hugg'd  it,  and  kifs'd  it  —  carried  it  a  mile  : 

This  was  a  pleafant  miracle  enough, 
That  maketh  many  an  unbeliever  fmile. 

*  'Sblood  !  'tis  a  lie!"  ye  roar.  —  Pray  do  not  fwear, 
Ye  may  believe  the  wondrous  tale  indeed  ! 

Speak,  hav'n'tyou  faid  thit  many  a  picture  here 
Was  really  done  by  folks  without  a  head  ? 

And  hav'n't  you  fworn  this  inftant,  with  furprife, 

That  he  who  hid  that  thing  had  neither  hands  jicr  eyes? 

*  To  ;he  irreparable  lofs  of  the  puKlic,  anj  the  great  la  v  expound-r, 
fcurnt!  burnt  in  Lord  George  Gordon's  religious  conflagration  —  Th€ 
rewfpaperj  howled  for  months  over  their  afhes.  —  Okfjcunfatisrjl. 

How 
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How  is  it  that  fuch  miferable  fluff 

The  walls  of  this  ftupendous  building  ftains? 
The  Council's  ears  with  pleafure  I  could  cuff; 

Mind  me — I  don't  fay  batter  out  their  brains. 
What  will  Duke  CHAR  IRES  fay  when  he  goes  home, 
And  tells  King  LEWIS  all  about  the  room? 

Why,  viewing  fuch  a  fet  of  red-hot  heads, 

Our  Exhibition  he  will  liken  hell  to; 
Then  to  the  Monarch,  who  both  writes  and  reads,       > 

Give  hand-bills  of  the  wondrous  Katterfelto;  " 
Swearing  th'  Academy  was  all  fo  flat, 
He'd  rather  fee  the  wizard  and  his  cat. 


ODE      VII. 

Peter  elegantly  and  happily  ctepifteth  his  great  Cowfin  of  Thebes—* 
Talketh  of  Fame — liorfewhippeth  the  painters  for  turning  their  oWn 
trumpeters. 

A  DESULTORY  way  o^  writing, 

•**•  A  hop  and  ftep  and  jump  mode  of  indicting, 
My  great  and  wife  relation,  Pindar,  boafled  ; 

Or,  (for  I  love  the  bard  to  flatter) 

By  jerks,  like  boar-pigs  making  water, 
Whatever  nrft  came  in  his  fconce,  *, 

Bounce,  out  it  flew,  like  bottled  ale,  at  once, 
A  cock,  a  bull,  a  whale,  a  foldier  roafted. 

What  fharks  we  mortals  are  for  fame  ! 

How  poacher-like  we  hunt  the  game  ! 
No  matter,  for  it,  how  we  play  the  fool—* 

And  yet,  'tis  pleafmg  our  own  laud  to  hear, 

And  really  very  natural  to  prefer 
One  grain  of  praife  to  pounds  of  ridicule. 

I've 
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tVe  loft  all  patience  with  the  trade — 

I  mean  the  painters — who  can't  (lay 
To  fee  their  works  by  criticifm  difplay'd^ 

And  hear  what  others  have  to  fay ; 
But  calling  FAME  a  vile  old  lazy  ftrumpet, 
Sound  their  own  praife  from  their  own  penny  *  trumpet, 

Amidft  the  hurly-burly  of  my  brain, 
Where  the  mad  Lyric  Mufe,  with  pain, 
Hammering  hard  verfe  her  ikill  employs, 
And  beats  a  tinman's  fliop  in  noife; 

Catching  wild  tropes  and  fimilies, 
That  hop  about  like  fnaarms  of  fleas — 
We've  kft  Sir  JOSHUA — Ah  !  that  charming  elf, 
I'm  griev'd  to  fay,  hath  this  year  loft  himfelf* 

Oh  !  RICHARD,  thy  St.  George  f  fo  brave, 

Wifdom  and  Prudence  could  not  fave 
From  being  foully  murder'd,  my  good  friend : 

Some  weep  to  fee  the  woeful  figure ; 

Whilft  others  laugh,  and  many  fnigger, 
As  if  their  mirth  would  never  have  an  end> 

Prithee  accept  th'  advice  I  give  with  forrow : 
Of  poor  St.  George  the  ufelefs  armour  borrow, 

To  guard  thy  own  poor  corpfe — don't  be  a  mule — 
Take  it — e'en  now  thou'j-t  like  a  .hedgehog,  ya/7/V, 
(RicH  ARD,  I  hope  in  God  thou  art  not  kill\d) 

By  the  (lire  fliafts  of  merc'lefs  ridicule. 

Pity  it  is !  'tis  true  'tis  pity  ! 
As  Shakefpeare  lamentably  lays. 

That  thou,  in.  this  obferving  city, 
Thus  run'ft  a  wh-r-ing  after  PR  A  is  j-  ; 
With^rprj'  dejircs  I  really'  think  thee  fraught ; 
But,  DICK-,  the  nymph,  focoy,  wi|J  not  be  caught. 

*  At  the  bcgimiing  of  the  Exhibition,  the  public  papers  fwnrmcd 
vith  thofc  fclf-adalatuis. 

f  Scr  Mr.  'Cefway's  pidure  of  Prudence,  ;\Vifdom,  and  Valour, 
arming  St.  Geot^ey 

VOL.  L  F  Yet 
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Yet,  for  thy  confolatiori,  mind  ! 

In  this  thy  wounded  pride  may  refuge  find- 
Think  of  the  Sage  who  wanted  a  fine />/«•<?; 

Who  went,  in  vain,  five  hundred  miles  at  leaft, 

On  LaYs,  a  fweet  fille- de-joie,  to  feaft — 
The  Miftrefs  ROBINSON  of  Greece. 

Prithee  give  up,  and  fave  thy  paints  and  oil, 
And  don't  whole  acres  of  good  canvas  fpoil : 

Thou'lt  fay,  "  Lord  !  many  hundreds  do  like  me. 
Lord  !  fo  have  fellows  robfrd — nay,  further, 
Hundreds  of  villains  have  committed  murther\ 

But,  RICHARD,  are  thefe  precedents  for  t/iee? 


ODE      VIII. 

Peter  groweth  ironically  facetious. 

"VTATURE's  a  coarfe,  a  vile,  daubing  jade— 
•*"^    I've  faid  it  often,  and  repeat  it- 
She  doth  not  underftand  her  trade— 

Artifts,  ne'er  mind  her  work,  I  hope  you'll  beat  it. 

Look  now,  for  heav'n's  fake,  at  her  ikies! 

What  are  they  > — Smoke,  for  certainty,  I  know ; 
From  chimney- tops,  behold  !  they  rife, 

Made  by  fome  fweating  cooks  below. 

Look  at  her  dirt  in  lanes,  from  whence  it  comes — 
From  hogs,  and  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  horfes'  burr  s— 
Then  tell  me,  DECENCY,  I  muft  requeft, 
Who'd  copy  fuch  a  dev'iifh  nafty  be  aft  ? 

Paint  by  the  yard — your  canvas  fpread, 

Broad  as  the  main  fail  of  a  man  of  war— 
Your  whale  fliall  eat  up  ev'ry  other  head, 
Ev'n  as  the  fun  licks  up  each  fneaking  liar  [ 

I  do 
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Tclo  aflure  you,  bulk  is  no  bad  trick  — 

By  bulky  things  both  men  and  maids  are  taken 

Mind,  too,  to  lay  the  paints  like  mortar  thick, 
And  make  your  picture  look  as  red  as  bacon-. 

All  folks  lovejize  ;  believe  my  rhyme  ; 

BURKE  fays,  'ITS  part  of 


A  Dutchman,  I  forget  his  name  —  VAN  GROUT, 
VAN  SLABBERCHOPS,  VAN  STINK,  VAX  SWAB 

No  matter,  though  I  cannot  make  it  out  — 
At  calling  names  1  never  was  a  dab  : 

This  Dutchman  then,  a  man  of  tafte, 

Holding  a  cheefe  that  weigh'd  a  hundred  pound, 

Thus,  like  a  burgornaftcr,  fpoke  with  judgment  va 
"  No  poet  like  my  broder  itcp  de  ground  : 

"  He  be  de  befteft  poet,  look  ! 

"  Dat  all  de  vorld  muft  pleafe  ; 
"  Vor  he  heb  vrite  von  book, 

"  So  big  as  all  dis  cheefe  !" 

• 

If  at  a  diftance  you  would  paint  a  pig, 
Make  out  each  fingie  bridle  on  his  back  : 

Or  if  your  meaner  fubjecl:  be  a  wig, 
Let  not  the  caxon  a  diftinclnefs  lack  ; 

Elfe,  all  the  lady  critics  will  fo  flare, 

And,  angry  vow,  "  'Tis  not  a  bit  like  hair!" 

Be^fmooth  as  glafs  —  like  DENNER,  finifh  high; 
^  Then  every  tongue  commends  ; 
For  people  judge  not  only  by  the  eye, 

But  feel  your  merit  by  their  finger  ends  ; 
Nay  !  clofely  nofing,  o'er  the  pidure  dwell, 
,  As  if  to  try  \\itgoodnefs  by  the/mell. 

CLAUDE'S  diftances  are  too  confus'd— 
One  floating  fcene  —  nothing  made  out  — 

For  wWch  he  ought  to  be  abus'd 
Whofe  works  have  been  fo  cry'd  about. 

F  2  Give 
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Give  me  the  pencil,  whofe  amazing  ftyle 
Makes  a  bird's  beak  appear  at  twenty  mile  ; 

And  to  my  view,  eyes,  legs,  and  claws  will  bring, 
With  ev'ry  feather  of  his  tail  and  wing. 

Make  all  your  trees  alike  ;  for  Nature's  wild— 
Fond  of  variety,  a  wayward  child. — 
To  blame  your  tafte  fome  blockheads  may  prefume 
But  mind  that  ev'ry  one  be  like  a  broom. 
Of  fteel  and  pureft  filver  form  your  water? , 
And  make  your  clouds  like  rocks  and  alligators. 

Whene'er  you  paint  the  moon,  if  you  are  willing. 
To  gain  applaufe — why  paint  her  like  a  fhilling  t 
Or  SOL'S  bright  orb — be  fure  to  make  him  glow 
Precifely  like  a  guinea,  or  a  Jo.* 
In  fhort,  to  get  your  pictures  prais'd  and  fold, 
Convert,  like  Midas,  every  thing  to  gold. 

I  fee,  at  excellence,  you'll  come  at  loft — 
Your  clouds  are  made  of  very  brilliant  fluff  j 

The  blues  on  China  mugs  are  now  furpafs'd, 
Your  fun-fets  yield  not  to  brick  walls,  nor  buff. 

In  flumps  of  trees  vour  art  fo  finely  thrives, 
They  really  look  like  golden-hafted  knives ! 
Go  on,  my  lads — Leave  Nature's  difmal  hue, 
And  fher  ere  long,  will  come  and  cop/jc«. 

*  A  Portugal  coin,  •vulgarly  called  a  Johannes. 


ODE 
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ODE    IX. 

The  fublimc  Peter  Peter  concludeth  in  a  fweat. 

npHUS  have  J  fmifh'd  for  this  time, 

'    My  Odes,  a  little  wild  and  rambling — 
-May  people  bite  like  gudgeons  at  my  rhyme  ! 

I  long  to  fee  them  fcrambling — 
Then  very  foon  I'll  give  'em  more  (God  willing;) 
JBut  this  is  full  fufficient  for  afliiiling** 
For  fuch  a  trifle,  fuck  a  heap  ! 
Indeed  I  fell  my  goods  too  cheap. 

Finim'd  !  a  difappointed  artift  cries, 
With  open  mouth  and  draining  eyes ; 

Gaping  for  praife,  like  a  young  crow  for  meat— 
41  Lord  !  why  you  have  not  mentioned  me  !" 
Mention  thee  / 

Thy  impudence  hath  put  me  in  a  fweat — 
What  rage  for  fame  attends  both  great  and  fmall ! 
Better  be  d— *n'd,  than  not  be  nam'd  at  ail ! 

*  Now  eightcen-pence,  with  additions. 
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LYRIC     ODES. 


ODE     I, 


The  divihe  Peter  giveth  an  account  of  a  conference  he  held  laft  year 
with  Satire,  who  advifeth  him  to  attack  fome  of  the  R.  A.*s,  to  tear 
Mr.  Weft's  worksjj  to  pieces,  abxife  Mr.  Gain  (borough,  fall  foul  of 
Mrs.  Cofway's  Sampfon,  and  give  a  gentle  ftroke  on  the  .back  of  Mr. 
Rigaud. — The  Poet's  gentle  anfwer  to  Satire — The  Ode  of  Kemon- 
ftr;mce  that  Peter  received  on  account  of  his  Lyrics — Satire's  reply— « 
Peter's  Refolution. 


**  XTOT,  not  this  year  the  lyric  PETER  fings — 

^    The  great  R.  A.'s  have  wifh'd  my  fong  to  ceafe^ 

"  I  will  not  pluck  a  feather  from  your  wings — 
"  So,  Sons  of  Canvas!  take  your  naps>  in  peace." 

Such  was  my  laft  year's  gracious  fpeech, 

Sweet  as  the  Kings  to  Commons  and  to  Peers, 

Always  with  fenfe  and  tropes  as  plum-cake  rich  ; 
A  lufcious  banquet  for  his  people's  ears  ! 

"  Not  write  !"  cry'd  SATIRE,  red  as  fire  with  rage— 

"  This  inftant  glorious  war  with  Dulnefs  wage ; 
"  Take,  take  my  fupple-jack, 
"  Flay  St.  Bartholomew  with  many  back  ! 

**  Flay  half  th'  Academic  imps  alive-! 

•*  Smoke,  fmoke  the  drones  of  that  ftupendous  hive. 

"  Begin  with  GEORGE'S  idol,  WEST; 
"  And  then  proceed  in  order  with  the  reft : 

"This 
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"  This  moment  knock  me  down  his  Mailer  Mofes,§ 
"  On  Sinai's  Mountain,  where  his  nofe  is 

"  Cock'cl  up  fo  pertiy  plump  againft  the  Lord, 

"  Upon  my  word, 

"  With  all'that  eafe  to  Him  who  rules  above, 
"  As  if  that  Heaven  and  he  were  hand  and  glove.'* 

"  Indeed,"  quoth  I,  "  the  piece  hath  points  of  merit, 
"  'Though  not  poflefs'd  throughout  of  equal  fpirit." 

"  What  !"  anfwer'd  SATIRE,  not  knock  Mofes  down  ! 

"  O  ftupid  Pfii  BR  !  what  the  devil  mean  ye? 
"  He  looks  a  dapper  barber  of  the  town,. 

With  paper  figu-board  out—  c  Shave  for  a  penny/ 


" 


'*  Obferve  the  faucy  Ifraelite  once  more  — 

"  Wears  he  the  countenance  that  fhould  adore  ? 

"  No  !  'tis  a  fon  of  lather—  a  rank  prig  ; 
"  Who,  'ftead  of  begging  of  the  LORD  the  law, 
*4  With  fober  looks,  and  reverential  awe, 

"  Seems  pertly  tripping  up  to  fetch  his  wig. 

"  With  all  the  thunder  bid  the  Mufe 

"  Fall  furious  on  the  group  of  Jews, 
**  Whofe  fhoulders  are  adorn'd  with  Chriftlan  faces  \ 

"  For  by  each  phiz,  (I  fpeak  without  a  gibe) 

*'  There's  not  an  Ifraelite  in  all  the  tribe  — 
**  Not  that  they  are  encumber'd  by  the  Graces. 

"  Strike  off  the  head  of  Jeremiah,* 

"  And  break  the  bones  of  old  Ifaiah  ;f 
•"  Down  with  the  duck-wing'd  Angels,!  that  abreaft 

"  Stretch  from  a  thing  call'd  cloud,  and  by  their  looks, 

"  Wear  more  the  vhTage  of  young  rooks 
"  Cawing  for  victuals  from  their  neft. 

§  Mofcs  receiving  the  Law  on  Mount  Sinai. 
-*  A  pifture  by  Mr.  Weft.  f  Another  pi<£lure  by  Weft. 

%  \$  the  Apotheofis,  a  pidure  by  Weft. 

"  Deal 
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«  Deal  GAINSBOROUGH  arlafh,  for  pride  fo  ftiff, 
"  Who  robs  us  of  fuch  pleasure  for  a  miff;* 
"  Whofe  pencil,  when  he  choofes,  can  be  chafte, 
"  Give  Nature's  form,  and  pleafe  the  eye  of  TASTE. 

"  Of  cuts  on  Sampfon  f  don't  be  fparing, 
*'  Between  two  garden-rollers  flaring, 

"  Shown  £>y  the  lovely  Dalilah  foul  play  ! 
"  To  atoms  tear  that  Frenchman's  J  trafli ; 
«  Then  bountifully  deal  the  lafh 

"  On  fuch  as  dar'd  to  dub  him  an  R.  A." 

Thus  SATIRE  to  the  gentle  Poet  cry'd  ; 

And  thus,  with  lamb- like  fweetnefs,  I  reply'd  :— 

"  Dear  SATIRE  !  pray  confult  my  life  and  eafe 
"  Were  I  to  write  whatever  you  defire, 
"  The  fat  would  all  be  fairly"  in  the  fire — 

"  R.  A.'s  furroimd  me  like  a  fwarm  of  bees, 
"  Or  like  a  flock  of  fmall  birds  round  a  fowl 
"  Of  folemn  fpeculation,  call'd  an  OWL." 

Quoth  I,  "  O  SATIRE,  I'm  a  fimple  youth, 

"  Muft  make  my  fortune,  therefore  not  fpeak  truth, 

"  Although  as  fterling  as  the  Holy  Bible  : 

"  Truth  makes  it  (MANSFIELD  fays)  tne  more  a  libel ! 

"  I  fhall  not  fleep  in  peace  within  my  hutch ; 

t"  Like  Doftor  Johnfon,§  I  have  faid  TOO  MUCH." 

*  This  extraordinary  and  celebrated  artift,  too-  petulantly'  infifting 
en  a  violation  of  a  law  of  the  Academy,  jn  order  to  cxliibit  a  picture  in, 
a  light  fuitable  to  his  wiflties,  feceded  from  the  Royal  Academy  on  the 
difappointment. 

f  A  picture  by  Mrs.  Cofway.  \  Rigaud. 

§  The  ftory  goes,  that  Sam,  before  his  political  con-verjion,  replied  to 
his  prefent  Majefty,  in  the  library  at  Buckingham-houfe,  on  being 
alkcd  by  the  Monarch,  why  he  did  not  write  more — «  Pleafc  your  Ma- 
"  jefty,  I  have  written  too  much"  So  candid  a  declaration,  of  which 
(he  fturdy  moral ift  did  not  beiieve-one  fylbblc,  procured  hi'n  a'penfion 
and  a  muzzle. 


When 
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When  Mount  Vefuvius  *  pour'd  his  flames,  ; 
And  frighten'd  all  the  Naples  dames, 
What  did  the  ladies  of  the  city  do  ? 
Why,  order'd  a  fat  Cardinal  to  go 

With  good  St.  Januarius's  head. 
And  fhake  it  at  the  Mountain,  'midft  his  riot, 
To  try  to  keep  the  bully  quiet : 

The  Parfon  went,  and  {hook  the  jowl,  and  fped ; 
Snug  was  the  word ;  the  flames  at  once  kept  houfe ; 
The  frighten'd  Mount  grew  mute  as  any  moufe. 

Thus,  mould  Lord  MANSFIELD  from  his  bench  agvee 
To  fhake  his  lion  mane-like  wig  at  me, 

And  bid  his  grim-look'd  myrmidons  aflail ; 
With  heads  Medufan,  and  with  hearts  of  bone, 
Lo  !  if  they  did  not  turn  me  into  ftone^ 

Yet  might  they  turn  my  limbs  into  a  jail. 

Read,  read  this  Ode,  juft  come  to  hand, 

Giving  the  Mufe  to  underfland 

That  cruelty  and  fcandal  fweli  her  fong, 

And 'that  'twere  better  far  {he  held  her  tongue. 


To  PETER  PINDAR,  ESQ. 

A  beautify!  Fable,  an  A  charmingly  told;  "but  unfortunately  the  roguIfK 
author  leaves  us  in  the  dark  with  refpecl  to  his  real  meaning  ;  that  is, 
whether  the  compliment  to  the  Lady  be  feiious  or  ironical. 

A    THOUSAND  frogs,  upon  a  fummer's  day, 
*^  Were  fporting  'midft  the  funny  ray, 
In  a  large  pool,  reflecting  every  face  ; — 

TheyJhow'd  their  gold-lac'd  clothes  with  pride, 

In  harmlefs  fallicrs,  frequent  vied, 
And  gambol'd  through  the  water  with  a  grace. 

*  See  Sir  William  Hamilton's  account. 

3  It 
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It  happen'd  that  a  band  of  boys, 

Obfervant  of  their  harmlefs  joys, 
Thoughtlefs,  refolv'c!  to  fpoil  their  happy  fport  : 

One  frenzy  fejz'd  both  great  and  fmali  ; 

On  the  poor  frogs  the  rogues  began  to  fall, 
Cleaning  to  fplafii  them,  not  to  do  them  hurt. 

l.o,  as  old  authors  fing,  '  the  ftones  'ganpour,* 

Indeed  an  Otaiieite  *  ihow'r  ! 
The  confequence  was  dreadful,  let  me  tail  ye  ; 

One's  eye  was  beat  out  of  his  head, 

This  limp'd  away,  that  lay  for  dead  ; 
Here  mourn'd  a  broken  t>ack,  and  there  a  belly. 

Araongft  the  fmitten,  it  was  found, 

Their  beauteous  Queen  receiv'd  a  wound  ; 

The  blow  gave  ev'ry  heart  a  figh, 

And  drew  a  tear  from  ev'ry  eye  : 
At  length  King  CROAK  got  up,  and  thus  begun: 
"  My  lads,  you  think  this  very  pretty  fun  ! 

"  Your  pebbles  round  us  fly  as  thick  as  hops  ; 

"  Have  warmly  complimented  all  our  chops  : 

"  To  you  I  guefs  that  thefe  are  pleafant  flones  ! 
*'  And  fo  they  might  bt  to  us  frogs, 
"  You  damn'd  young  good-for-nothing  dog", 

"  But  that  they  are  fo  hard,  they  break  our  bones." 

PETE'R  !    thou  mark'fl  the  meaning  of  this  fable- 
So  put  thy  I'egalus  into  the  ftable-; 
Nor  wanton,  thus  with  cruel  pride, 
Mad,  Jehu-like,  o'er  harmlefs  people  ride. 

To  drop  the  metaphor,  the  Fair,f 
Whofe  Works  thy  Mufe  forbore  to  (pare, 

Is  bleft  with  talents  ENVY  muft  approve  ; 

And  did  ft  thou  know  her  heart,  thou  fure  would'ft  lay, 
"  Perdition  catch  the  cruel  lay  !" 

Then  ftrike  thy  lyre  to  INNOCENCE  and  Lovr.. 


*  Sec  the  Otahcitc  Journals.  -j-  Mrs. 

Vox,,  i.  G  '  «  PoU, 
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"  Poh,  poll!"  cry'd  SATIRE,  with  a  fmile, 
"  Where  is  the  glorious  freedom  of  our  Ifle, 

"  If  not  permitted  to  call  names  ?" 
Methought  the  argument  had  weight : 
"  SATIRE,  quoth  I,  "  you're  very  right — *' 
So  once  more  forth  volcanic  PETER  flames ! 


ODE     II. 

The  Poet  corre&etli  the  Mxrfe's  warmth,  who  beginneth  with  little  lefs 
than  calling  names — Hinteth  at  fome  academic  giants — And  con- 
cludeth  with  a  pair  of  apt  and  elegant  iimilies. 

"  HpAGRAGS  and  bobtails  of  the  facred  brufli  I"—. 
For  Heaven's  4ake,    Mufe,  be  prudent : — Huih  ! 

hum!  hum! 

The  Ode  with  too  much  violence  begins : 
The  great  R.  A.'s,  fo  jealous  of  their  fame, 
Will  all  declare,  of  them  we  make  a  game  ; 
And  then,  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  our  fkins ! 

Think  what  a  formidable  phalanx,  Mufe, 
Strengthen'd  by  Meffieurs  GARVAY  and  RIGAUD, 

and  Co. 
How  dangerous  fuch  a  body  to  abufe  ! 

Then  there's  among  the  Academic  crew, 
A  MAN  *  that  made  the  Prefident  look  blue; 
Erandifh'd  his  weapon  with  a  whirlwind's  forces, 
Tore  by  the  roots  his  flourifhing  difcourfes ; 
And  fwore  his  own  fweet  Irifh  howl  could  pour 
A  half  a  dozen  fuch,  in  half  an  hour.    . 

'Be  prudent,  Mufe  !  once  more  I  pray- 
In  vain  I  preach  !  th'  advice  is  thrown  away  : 

#  Mr.  Barry. 
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Ev'n  now  yt  turn  your  nofe  up  with  a  fneer, 
And  cry — Lord  !  REYNOLDS  has  no  caufe  to  fear  : 
When  BARRY  dares  the  President  to  fly  on, 

?Tis  like  a  moufe,  that,  work'd  into  a  rage, 

Daring  moft  dreadful  war  to  wage, 
Nibbles  the  tail  of  the  Nemaean  lion ; 

Or  like  a  loufe,  of  mettle  full, 
Nurs'd  in  fome  giant's  Skull  t 
Becaufe  Goliah  Cerate  h'd  him  c^  he  fed, 
Employs  with  vehemence  his  angry  claws, 
.Ana  gaping,  grinning,  formidable  jaws, 
To  carry  of  the  GIANT'S  HEAD  ? 


ODE    III. 


The  Poet  addrefleth  SirWilliam  Chambers,  a  gentleman  of  conference 
in  the  election  of  R.  A.'s — He  accufcth  the  Knight  of  a  partial  and 
-ridicqlous  distribution  of  the  academic  honours — Threateneth  hioi 
with  rhyme — Advlfeth  a  reformation. 

ONE  minute,  gentle  IRONY,  retire — 
^^  Behold  !  I'm  graver  than  a  rhuftard-pot  • 
The  Mufe,  with  bile  as  hot  as  fire, 

Could  call/a?/,  $uppy,  blockhead,  and  "  what  not ;" 
As  brother  Horace  has  it — tumet  jtcur  : 
Nor  in  her  angry  progrefs  will  I  check  her. 

I'm  told,  that  Satan  has  been  long  at  work 

To  bring  th'  Academy  into  difgrace ; 
Oh  !  may  that  Member's  b-ck-de  feel  his  fork, 
Who  dares  to  violate  the  facred  place  ! 
Who  dares  the  devil  join 
111  fo  nefarious  a  defign  ? 
Yet,  Lo  !   what  dolts  the  honours  claim  !' 
I  leave  their  WORKS  to  tell  their  name. 

G  a  Th' 
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Th*  Academy  is  like  a  microfcope — 
For,  by  the  magnifying  power,  are  feen 

Objecls,  that  for  attention  ne'er  could  hope  ; 
.No  more,  alas  !  than  if  they  ne'er  had  been. 

So  rare  a  building,  and  fo  grac'd 

With  monuments  of  ancient  tafte, 
Statues  and  bufts,  .relievos  and  intaglios ; 

Forfut/j  poor  things  to  watch  the  treafure. 

Is  laughable  beyond  all  meafure— 
*Tis  juft  like  eunuchs  put  to  guard  feraglios. 

Think  not,  Sir  WILLIAM,  I'minjeft— 

By  Heaven  !   I  will  not  let  thee  reft  : 
Yet  thou  may'ft  blufter  like  bull-beef  fo  big ; 

And  of  thy  ovvn  importance  full, 

Exclaim,  "  Great  try,  and  little  wool  !" 
As  Satan  holla'd,  when  he  fliav'd  the  pig. 

Ye?,  thou  fhalt  feel  my  tomahawk  of  fatire, 
And  find  that  /calling  is  a  ferious  matter: 
Shock'd  at  th'  abufe,  how  rage  inflames  my  veins  I 
'  Who  can  help  fwearing  when  fuch  wights  he  foes 
Crept  to  th'  Academy  by  ways  and  means, 
Like  mites  and  fkippers  in  a  Chefhire  cheefe? 

irhnt  Icings  will  the  next  year's  choice  difclofe, 

The  Academic  lift  to  grace  ? 
Somejtiefetoxs  of  art,  I  do  fuppofe, 

That  ought"  to  b'lufii  to  ihovv  their  face. 

Sir  WILL  AM  !  tremble  at  the  Mufe's  tongue; 
ParnufTus  boafts  a  .formidable  throng  ! 
All  people  recollect  poor  Marfyas'  fate, 

Save  fuch  as  are  dead,  or  drunk,  or  faft  afleep  : 
Ape  Ho  tied  the  culprit  to  a  gate, 

And  fiay'd  him  as  a  butcher  flays  a  {beep. 
And  why  ! — Lord  !  not  as  hiftory  rehearfes, 
Bccaufe  he  fcorn'd  his.>;  but  his  vera  ; 
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In  vain,  like  a  poor  pillory'd  punk,  he  bawl'd  ! 

And  kick'd  and  writh'd,  and  faid  his  pray'rs,  and  fprawl'd! 

'Twas  all  in  vain — the  God  purfu'd  his  fport, 

And  pull'd  his  hide  off,  as  you'd  pull  yourjhirt! 

Then  bid  not  rage  the  Mule's  foul  inflame, 

Whofe  thundering  voice  damnation  makes,  otfame. 

You'll  afk  me,  p'rhap?,  "  Good  Mafter  PETER,  pray, 
*'  What  right  have  you  to  fpeak  !"  then  pertly  Irnile. 

I'll  tell  you,  Sir — My  pocket  help'd  to  pay 
For  building  that  expensive  pile, 

A  pile  that  credit  to  the  nation  gains, 

And  dotsfmall  honour  to  your  Worfhip's  brains. 

It  made  a  tax  on  candles  and  (hoe-leather, 

Of  monftrous  ufe  in  dirty  weather  : 

It  alfo  made  a  tax  on  butchers'  mops, 

So  fpread  its  influence  o'er  poetic  chops  \ 

A  moft  alarming  tax  to  ev'ry  poet, 

Whofe  poor  lank  greyhound  ribs  with  forrow  mow  it. 

Therefore,  Sir  Knight,  pray  mend  your  manners, 

And  don't  choofe  coblers,  blackfmiths,  tinkers,  tanners: 

Some  people  love  the  converfe  of  low  folks, 

To  gain  broad  grins  for  good-for-nothing  jokes.— 

Though  thai*)  'midft  dulnefs,  may 'ft  be  pleas'd  tojkiney 

REYNOLDS  fhall  ne'er  fit  cheek-by-jowl  with  SWINE. 


G  3  ODE 
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ODE      IV. 


The  Poet  again  payeth  his  refpecls  to  Sir  William  Chambers — Com- 
piaineth  of  his  illiberality  in  his  choice  of  R.  A'.s — Advifcth  him  to 
keep  company  with  Prudence  ;>  whom  he  defcribeth  moft  naturally — 
He  threateneth  the  Knight — Cowcludeth  with  a  beautiful  fimik.  . 


Mufe  is  in  the  fidgets—  can't  fit  ftill  — 
She  muft  have  t'other  talk  with  you,  Sir  WILL. 
Since  her  laft  Ode,  with  forrow  hath  fhe  heard 

You  want  not  men  with  heav'nly  genius  bleft, 
But  wifh  the  title  of  R.  A.  conferred 

On  fuch  as  catch  the  bugs  and  fpiders  beft  ; 
Wafh  off  the  larger  ftatues  beft  the  faces, 
And  clean  the  dirty  linen  of  the  GRACES  ; 
Scour  beft  the  fkins  of  the  young  marble  brats, 
Trap  mice,  and  clear  th'  Academy  from  rats. 


Yon  look  for  men  whofe  heads  are  rather 

Or,  drum-like,  better  form'd  for  found  than  fenfe; 
Pleas'd  with  the  fine  Arabian  to  difpenfe, 

You  want  the  big-borfd  dray-horfe  for  your  rublijh. 
' 

Raife  not  the  Mufe's  anger,  I  deflre  ; 

High-born,  fhe's  hotter  than  the  lightning's  fire, 

And  proud  !   (believe  the  Poet's  word) 

Proud  as  the  lady  of  a  new-made  lord  ; 

Proud  as,-  in  all  her  gorgeous  trappings  dreft, 

Fat  Lady  Mayorefs  at  a  city  feaft  ; 

Whofe  fpoufe  makes  wigs,  or  fome  fuch  glorious  thing, 

Shoes,  gloves,  hats,  nightcaps,  breeches,  for  the  King  ! 

PRUDENCE,  Sir  WILXIAM,  is  a  jewel  ; 
Is  clothes,  and  meat,  and  drink,  and  fuel  ! 
PRUDENCE  !  for  man  the  very  beft  of  wives, 
Whom  BAUDS  have  feldom  met  with  in  their  lives  ; 

I  Which 
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Which  certes  doth  account  for,  in  fome  meafure, 

Their  grievous  want  of  worldly  treafure, 

On  which  the  greateft  blockheads  make  their  brags ; 

And  fhoweth  why  we  fee,  inftead  of  lace, 

About  the  Poet's  back,  with  little  grace, 
Thofe  fluttering,  French-like  followers,  call'd  RAGS. 

PRUDENCE!  a  fweef,  obliging,  courtfying  lafs, 
Fit  through  this  hypocritic  world, to j>afs! 
Who  kept  at  firft  a  little  peddling  (hop,- 
Swept  her  own  room,  twirl'd  her  own  mop, 
Wafh'd  her  own  fmocks,  caught  her  cwn  fleas, 
And  rofe  to  farfle  and  fortune  by  degrees  ; 
Who,  when  ihe  enter'd  other  people's  houlj?s, 
Till  fpoke  to,  was  as  fiient  as  a  moufe  is ; 
And  of  opinions,  though  polTefs'd  a  ftore, 
She  left  them,  with  her  pattens,  at  the  door. 

Sir  WILLIAM,  you're  a  hound  !  and  hunting  FAME  : 

Undoubtedly  this  LADY  is  fair  game  : 

But,  Nimrod,  mind — my  Mufe  is  WHIPPER-IN! 

So  that  if  ever  you  difgrace, 

By  turning  cur,  your  noble  race, 
The  Lord  have  mercy  on  your  curfnip's  fkin  ! 


ODE      V. 

The  Poet  opcntth  hia  account  of  the  Exhibitors  nt  the  Academy — 
Praifcrh  Reynolds — Half  damneth  Mr.  Weft — Completely  damnelH 
Mr.  Wright  of  Derby. 

TV/IT  USE,  fing  the  wonders  of  the  prefent  year  : 
•^^  Declare  what  works  of  fteriing  worth  appear. 
REYNOLDS,  his  heads  divine,  as  ivfual,  gives, 
Where  Titian's  and  Corregio's  genius  lives ! 
Works  !  I'm  afraid,  like  beauty  of  rare  quality, 
Bom  loon  to  fade  !  *o?  fubjeft  to  mortality  ! 

WEST 
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WEST  moft  judiciously  my  counfel  takes, 
Paints  by  the  acre — witnefs  Parfon  PETER  :* 

For  garbs,  he  very  pretty  blankets  makes, 
Deferving  praifes  in  the  fweeteft  metre. 

The  flefli  of  Peter's  audience  is  not  good — 
Too  much  like  ivory,  and  ftone,  and  wood? 
Nor  of  the  figures  dare  I  praife  th'  exprejfion, 
With  fame  foils  thought  a  trifle  of  tranfgrejp'in. 

WEST,  your  Laft  Supper  is  a  hungry  piece  : 
Your  Tyburn  Saints  will  not  your  fame  increafe; 
With  looks  fo  thievim,  with  fuch  fkins  of  copper  1 
Were  they  for  fale,  as  Heaven's  my  judge, 
To  give  five  farthings  for  them  I  (houki  grudge, 
Nay,  ev'n  my  old  tobacco- ftopper. 

Candour  muft  own,  that  frequently  thy  paints 
Have  play'd  the  Devil  with  the  Saints  : 
For  me  !  I  fancy  them  like  doves  and  throftles  ! 
But  thou,  if  we  believe  thy  art, 
Enough  to  make  ns  pious  Chriftians  dart, 
Haft  very  fcurvy  notions  of  Apoftles. 

What  of  thy  f  landfcape  mall  I  fay, 

Holding  the  old  white  fovv,  and  fucking  litter  ? 
Curs'd  be  the  moment,  curs'd  the  day, 

Thou  gav'ft  theMufe  fueh  reafon  to  be  bitter  ? 
But  Mufe,  be  foft  towards  him — onlyjigh 
*'  More  damned  ftuff  was  never  feeri  with  eye-." 

Thou  really  doft  not  equal  Derby  WRIGHT,! 
The  Man  of  Night ! 


*  Peter  preaching,  by  Weft. 

•j-  A  moft  pitiable  performance  indeed. — It  may  be  fairly  culled  the. 
dotage  of  the  art. 

J   A  painter  of  moon-lights. — In  this  new  edition  of  the  Odes,  it  is 

but  juft  to  acknowledge,  that  the  author  has  feen  force  landfcapcs  of  a 
late  date,  by  this  aitift,  thai  do  hhn  great  credit. 

O'er 
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O'er  woollen  hills,  where  gold  and  filver  moons 

Now  mount  like  fixpences,  and  now  balloons; 

Where  fea-reflectioris,  nothing  nat'ral  tell  ye, 

So  much  like  fiddle  firings,  or  vermicelli ; 

Where  ev'ry  thing  exclaimeth,  how  fevere  ! 

"  What  ars  we  r"  and  "  what  bus'nefs  have  we  here  r" 


ODE      VI.    • 

The  Poet  addrefleth  Majcfty — Pleadeth  the  caufe  of  poor  ftarving  Poe 
try — He  acknowlcdgeth  in  a  former  Ode  the  kindncfles  of  Fame,  yet 
throweth  out  a  hint  to  his  Majcfty  that  his  finances  may  be  improved 
— He  relateth  a  marvellous  ilory  of  a  Jefuit — Rccommendeth  fomc- 
thing  fimilar  to  his  Sovereign. 

A  N'T  pleafe~your  Majefty,  I'm  overjoy'd 
To  find  your  Majefty  fo  fond  of  Painting ; 
I  wifh  her  fifter  POETRY  employ 'd-— 

Poor,  dear  neglected  girl !  with  hunger  fainting. 
Your  Royal  Grandfi re,  (truftme,  I'm  no  fibber) 
Was  vaftly  fond  of  Miller  COLLY  CJBBER. 

for  fubjefts,  how  his  Majefly  would  hunt ! 

And  if  a  battle  grac'd  the  Rhine,  or  Wefer, 
He'd  cry— "  Mine  poet  fal  mak  Ode  upon't!' 

Then  forth  there  came  a  flaming  Ode  to  C^SAK. 

Dj-ead  Sire,  pray  recolleft  a  bit — 

Some  glorious  action  of  your  life ; 
And  then  your  humble  poet's  wit, 

Sharp  as  a  razor,  or  a  new-ground  knife, 
Shall  mount  you  on  her  glorious  balloon  Odes, 
Like  Rome's  great  C\I:SAR,  to  th'  immortal  Gods.* 

A  Naples  Jefuit,  HISTORY  declares, 
On  115 ps  ot  paper  fcribbled  prayers, 

*  Divifum  Imped -urn.  cum  Jove,  Caefar  baler. 
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Which  fliew'd  of  wifdom  great  profundity ; 
Then  fold  them  to  the  countryfolks, 
To  give  their  turkeys,  hens,  and  ducks, 

To  bring  increafe  of  fowl- fecundity  : 

Itaufwer'd. — On  their  turkeys,  ducks,  and  hens^ 
The  country  people  all  were  full  of  brags-— 

Whofe  little  bums,  in  barns,  and  mows,  and  fens, 
Squat  down,  and  laid  like  conjuration  bugs, 

"  I  wifh  this  fage  experiment  were  try'd 
"  On  me"  cries  MUSE,  my  gentle  bride ; 
"  And  flips  of  paper  giv'n  me,  with  this  prayV— — 
*'  Pay  to  the  bearer  fifty  pounds  at  Jight."— 
"  My  fweet  prolific  pow'rs,  'twould  fo  delight  I 
"  I'd  breed  like  a  tame  rabbit  or  a  hare !" 
MUSE,  give  thine  idle  fupplication  o'er — 
And  know  that  AVARICE  is  always  poor. 


ODE      VII. 

The  following  Ode  was  written  juft  after  the  great  crafhes  and  falls  at 
Somcricc  Houie. — Peter  is  charmingly  ironical. 

OIR- WILLIA'M  !  cover'd  with  Chinefe  renown, 

^  Whofe  houfes*  are  no  fooner  up  than  <5fozu/z, 
Don't  heed  the  difcontented  Nation's  cry  : 

Thine  are  religious  houfes  ! — very  humble  ; 

Upon  their  faces  much  inclin'd  to  tumble ; 
So  meek)  they  cannot  keeps  their  heads  on  ///>//. 

I  know  the  foolifti  kingdom  all  runs  riot, 
Calling  aloud  for  Wy AT,  WYAT,  W VAT  1 

"••   I  take   it   for  granted,   that  the   houfcs  in  general  built  by  the 
KN  i  CHT,  arc  as  much  in  the  ftylc  of  gingerbread  as  Somerfct  Houfe. 

Who 
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Who  on  their  good  opinion  hourly  g'ainc. 

But  where  lies  WYAT'S  merit  ? — What  his  praife? 

Abroad  this  roving  man  fpent  half  his  days, 
Contemplating  of  ROME,  the  great  remains, 

This  WYAT'S  works  a  clajfic  tafte  combine, 
Who  ftudied  thus  the  ANCIENTS  o'er  and  o'er  : 

But,  lo  !   the  greater  reputation  thine, 
To  do  what  no  man  ever  did  before. 


ODE      VIII. 

Peter's  account  of  wonderful  Rcliques  in  .France,  with  thf  devotion 
paid  to  them — The  fenfible  application  to  Painters  and  Painting,  \fj 
way  of  fitnile. 

TN  FRANCE,  fome years  ago— fome  twenty-three, 
*  At  a  fam'd  church,  where  hundreds  daily  joftle, 
I  wifely  paid  a  pried  fix  fols  to  fee 
The  thumb  of  Thomas  the  Apoftle. 

Gaping  upon  Tom's  thumb,  with  me  in  wonder, 
The  rabble  rais'd  its  eyes,  like  ducks  in  thunder; 
Becaufe  in  virtues  it  was  vaflly  rich, 
Had  cur'd  pofTefs'd  of  devils,  and  the  itch; 
Work'd  various  wonders  on  a  fcabby  pate; 
Made  little  fucking  children  flrait, 

Though  crook'd  like  ram's-horns  by  the  rickets ; 
Made  people  fee,  though  blind  asrrioles  ; 
And  made  your  fad,  hyfteric  fouls, 
As  gay  as  grafshoppeVs  and  crickets ; 

Brought  nofes  back  again  to  faces, 

Long  ftol'n  by  Venus  and  her  Graces  ; 

And  eyes  to  fill  their  parent  fockets, 

Of  which  fad  Love  had  pick'd  their  pockets : 
Lo  !  had  the  Prieft  permitted,  with  their  kifles, 
The  mob  had  fmack'd  this  holy  thumb  to  pieets. 

Though, 
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Though,  Reader,  'twas  not  the  Apoftle's  thumb- 
But,  mum  I— 
It  play'd  as  well  of  miracles  the  trick, 
Although  a  painted  piece  of  rotten  itick  ! 

For  fix  fols  more,  behold  !  to  view,  was  bolted 
A  feather  of  the  Angel  Gabriel's  wing  ! 

Whether  'twas  pluck'd  by  force,  or  calmly  molted, 
No  holy  legends  tell,  nor  poets  fmg. 

Bi:t  IMS  it  Gabriel's  feather,  heav'nly  Mufes  ? 

It  was  not  Gabriel's  feather,  but  a  Goofe's  ! 

But  (lay !  from  truth  we  would  not  wifli  to  wander, 

For,  probably,  the  owner  was  a  Gander. 

Painters,  you  take  me  right : — -The  Mufe  fuppofes 

You  make  your  coitp-dc-txattre  dailies, 
Chriften  them  eyes,  and  cheeks,  and  lips,  and  nofes, 

Beard?,  chins,  and  whi/kers,  and  eye-laflies ; 
As  like,  p'rhaps,  as  a  horfe  is  like  a  Plum, 
Or  'forefaid  ftick,  St.  TOM  th'Apottle's  thumb. 

With  purer  eyes  the  Britifh  vulgar  fees ; 
We  are  no  Crawthumpers,  no  Devotees  : 
So  that,  whene'er  your  figures  are  mere  wood, 
Our  eves  will  never  deem  'em  flem  and  blood. 


ODE      IX. 

The  generous  Peter  fe'fateth  the  immortal  Raphael  from  the  obloqu' 
of  Mich?el  Angela— The  Poet  moralizeth — Tclleth  a  ftory  not  t 
the  credit  of  Michael  Angelo,  and  nobly  dcfcndeth  Raphael's  nam 
agalniV  his  invidious  attack — Concludcth  with  a  nioft  fa^c  obfcr(a 


TTOW  difficult  in  Artifts  to  allow 
•*^*-  To  brother  brufhmen  ev'n  a  grain  of  merit  \ 
Wifning  to  tear  the  laurels  from  their  brow, 
They  ihew  <a  fniv'ling,  diabolic  fpirit. 

81 
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So  Yis,  however  moralifts.  may  chatter! 
What's  worfe  ftill — nature  will  be  always  nature : 
We  can't  brew  Burgundy  from  four  fmall  beer, 
Nor  make  a  illken  purfe  of  a  few's  ear. 

Sweet  is  the  voice  of  PRAISE'! — from  eve  to  morn, 
From  blu  filing  morn  to  darkling  eve  again, 

My  Mufe  the  brows  of  MERIT  could  adorn, 
And,  lark -like,  fwell  the  panegyric  ft  rain. 

PRAISE,  like  the  balm  which  evening's  dewy  ftar 
Sheds  on  the  dropping  herb  and  fainting  flow'r, 

Lifts  modeft.  pining  MERIT  from  defpair, 
And  gives  her  clouded  eye  a  golden  hour. 

P-x  take  me  if  I  ever  read  the  ftory 

Of  MICHAEL  ANGELO,  without  fome  {"wearing: 
*Tis  fuch  a  (lice  cut  off  from  his  great  glory  : 

He  furely  had  been  brandy  ing  it,  or  beering  :  • 
That  is,  in  plainer  Englim,  he  was  drunk, 
And  CANDOUR  from  the  man  with  horror  flmmk. 

R  APHAEL  did  honour  to  the  Roman  fchool, 

Yet  MICHAEL  ANGELO  did  call  \\\m  fool. 

When  working  in  the  Vatican,  would  flare, 

Throw  down  his  brufn,  and  {ramp  and  fwear, 

If  e'er  a  porter  let  him  in — he'd  ftone  him  ; 

And,  if  he  RAPHAEL  caught,  moft  iu rely  bone  him. 

He  fvvore  the  world  was  a  rank  afs, 
To  pay  a  compliment  to  RAPHAEL'S^??^*; 
For  that  he  knew  the  felloxv  well  enough, 

And  that  his  paltry  metal  would  not  pafs. 

Such  was  the  language  of  this  falfe  Italian  • 
One  time  he  chriften'd  RAPHAEL  a  Pygmalion  ; 

Swore  that  his  madams  were  compos'd  of  ftone ; 
Swore  his  expreffions  were  like  owls  fo  tame, 
His  drawings,  like  the  lameft  cripple,  lamej 

That,  as  for  compofition,  he  had  none. 

VOL.  I.  H  Yount 
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Young  artifts !  thefe  aflertions  I  deny ; 
'Twas  vile  ill  manners — not  to  fay  a  lie  : 
RAPHAEL  did  real  excellence,  inherit ; 

And  if  you  ever  chance  to  paint  as  well, 

I  bond  fide  do  foretel, 
You'll  certainly  be  men  of  merit. 


O  D  E    X. 

The  goflipping  Peter  tclleth  a  ftrange  ftory,  and  true, 

Secmeth  to  .entertain  no  very  elevated  opinion  of  the  wifdom  .of 
Kings — Hinteth  at  the  narrow  efcape  of  Sir  Jolhua  Reynolds — Mr. 
Rani  fay's  riches — A  recommendation  of  flattery  as  a  fpeciiic  in  for- 
tune-making. 

VM  told,  and  I  believe  the  ftory, 

•*•    That  afam'd  Queen  of  Northern  brutes, 

A  GENTLEWOMAN  of  prodigious  glory, 

Whom  ev'ry  fort  of  epithet  well  fuits ; 
Whofe  hufband  dear,  jufl  happening  to  provoke  her, 
Was  (hov'd  to  Heaven  upon  a  red-hot  poker, 
Sent  to  a  certain  KING,  not  King  of  France— 

Defiring  by  Sir  JOSHU  A'S  hand  his  PHIZ — 

What  did  the  Royal  Quiz  ? 
Why,  damn'd  genteelly,  fat  to  Mr.  DANCE  !* 

Then  fent  it  to  the  Northern  Queen—, 

As  fweet  a  bit  of  wood  as  e'er  was  feen  ! 

And  therefore  moft  unlike  the  PRINCELY  HEAD— 

He  might  as  well  have  fent  a  pig  of  lead. 

*  The  true  reafon  that  induced  his  Majefty  to  fit  to  Mr.  Dance,  w.ii 
nothing  lefs  than  laudable  Royal  economy.  Mr.  Dance  charged  Fifty 
Pounds  for  a  picture — Sir  Jolhua  Reynolds'  price  was  fornewhat  more 
than  a  Hundred — a  very  great  difference  in  the  market-price  of  paint 
and  canvas ;  and,  let  me  fay,  juftifred  the  preference  given  to  the  roan 
who  worked  cheupeji. 

i  Down 
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Down  er'ry  throat  the  piece  was  cramm'd 

As  done  by  REYNOLDS,  and  deferv'dly  damn'd;- 

For  as  to  Mafler  DANCE'S  art, 

It  ne'er  was  worth  a  fingle  —  ! 
Reader,  I  BLUSH!— am  delicate  this  time!" 
So  let  thy  impudence  fuppiy  the  rhyme. 

Thank  God !  that  Mcnarchs  cannot  tafte  controuf, 
And  make. each  fubjecVs  poor,  fubmiffive  foui 
Admire  die  work  that  JUDGMENT  oft  cries  fie  on  : 
Kad- things  been  fo,  poor  REYNOLDS.WC  had  feen 
Painting  a  barber's  pole — an  alehoufe  queen, 
The  cat  and  gridiron,  or  the  old  red-lion  ! 
At  Plympton  *,  p'rluips,  for  ibnie  grave  Doctor  Slop, 
Painting  the  pots  and  bottles  of  the  fhop ; 
Or  in  the  Drama,  to  get  meat  to  munch, 
His  brufh  divine  had  piclur'd  fcenes  for  PUNCH  ! 

Whilft  WEST  was  whelping  'midft  his  paints, 
Mofes  and  Aaron,  and  all  fort  of  Saints ! 
Adams  and  Eves,  and  fnakes  and  apples, 
And  dtv'ls,  for  beautifying  certain  CHAPELS; 
But  REYNOLDS  is  no  favourite,  that's  the  matter ; 
He  has  not  learnt  the  noble  art — to  flatter. f 

Thrice  happy  times,  when  MONARCHS  find  them  hard 
things 

To  teach  us  what  to  view  with  admiration : 
And,  like  their  heads  on  halfpence  and  brafs  farthings, 

Make  their  opinions  current  through  the  nation ! 

I've  heard  that  RAMSAY, J  when  he  died, 
Left  juft  nine  rooms  well  ftuff ' d  with  Queens  and  Kings ; 
From  whence  all  nations  might  have  been  fupply'd, 
That  loiig'd  for  valuable  things. 

*  Sir  Joftiua's  native  fpot,  in  Devonfhirc. 

f  This  Ode  was  competed   before  Sir  Jolliua  was  dubbed   King's 
Painter.     Pofiibly  the  great  artift  dreamt  of  my  Beautiful  Lyric,  and 
gurfued  its  advice. 
,  J  Late  painter  to  his  Majefty. 

H  s  Viceroys, 
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Viceroys,  ambafladors,  and  plenipos, 
Bought  them  to  join  their  raree-fhows 

In  foreign  parts, 
And  mew  the  progrefs  of  the  Britifh  arts. 

Whether  they  purchas'd  by  the  pound  or  yard, 
I  cannot  tell,  becaufe  I  never  heard  ; 
But  this  I  know,  his  {hop  was  like  a  fair, 
And  dealt  moil:  largely  in  this  ROYAL  WARE. 

See  what  it  is  to  gain  a  Monarch's  fmile  ! 
And  haft  thou  mifs'd  it,  REYNOLDS,  all  this  while! 
How  ftupid !  pr'ythee,  feek  the  Courtier's  School, 
And  learn  to  manufacture  oil  of  fool. 

FLATTERY'S  the  turnpike-road  to  FORTUNE'S  door- 
TRTJTH  is  a  narrow  lane,  all  full  of  quags, 
Leading  to  broken  heads,  abufe,  and  rags, 

And  workhoufes — fad  refuge  for  the  poor  1 

FLATTERY'S  a  mountebank  fo  fpruce — gets  riches  \ 
TRUTH,  a  plain  Simon  Pure,  a  Quaker  Preacher, 
A  moral-member,  a  difgufting  teacher, 

That  never  got  a  fixpence  by  her  fpeeches  I 


ODE    XI. 

The  lofty  Peter  begiwneth  with  an  original  funile — Djfplayerh  a  deep 
knowledge  of  Homer,  and  modem  Duchefles  —  Concluded}  with  a 
prophecy  about  his  Sovereign. 

TDAINTERS  who  figure  in  the  Exhibition, 
•*•     Are  pretty  nearly  in  the  fame  condition 

With  cocks  on  Shrove-tide,  which  the  feafon  gathers ; 
Flung  at  by  ev'ry  lubber,  ev'ry  brat, 
PoJTefling  ftrength  enough  to  throw  a  bat, 

To  break  their  bones,  and  knock  about  their  feathers. 

This 


LYRIC  ODES,    FOR  M,DCC,LXXXV.  77 

This  little  difference,  however,  lies 

Between  the  painter  and  the  fowl,  I  find : 
The  artift  for  the  poft  of  danger  tries — 

The  fowl  is  faften'd  much  againft  his  mind\. 
Who  damns  his  fentence — would  annul  it — • 

Sue  out  his  habeas  corpus^  and,  inftead 

Of  being  beat  with,  bats  about  the  head, . 
Make  handfome  love  to  a  fmart  pullet. 

/ 

And  yet  the  painter  like  a  booby  groans, 
Who  court  the  very  bats  which  break  his  bones*. 

But  tu/io  from  fcandal  is  exempt  ? 

Who  does  not  meet,  at  times,  contempt  ? 

Great  JOVE,  the  God  of  Gods,  in  figures  rich, 
Oft  calPd  the  Queen  of  Heav'n-a  faucy  bitch ; 
Achilles*  cail'd  great  Agamemnon  hog,. 
An  impudent,  deceitful,  dirty  dog ! . 

Behold  our  lofty  DucJieffc-s  pull  caps,  • 
And  give  each  other's  reputation  raps, 

As  freely  as  the  drabs  of  Drury's  fchool* 
And  who,  pray,  knows  that  GEORGE  our  gracious  King^, 
(Said  by  his  courtiers  to  know  every  thing) 

May  not,  by  future  times,  be  cali'd  a  Foo  L  ?. 


ODE      XIL. 

The  Bard  fenlibly  reproveth  rhc  young  an  ifh  for  the  k  propcnfity  t» 
abufe  —  Moft  ftittily  compareth  them  to  horfe  -leeches,  garoe-cocks^  , 
and  curs. 


mean,  the  ranc'rous  jealoufies  that  fwell1 
x    In  fome  fad  artifts'  fouls,  ,1  do  defpife  : 
Jnftead  of  nobly  ftriving  to  excel  j 

You  ftrive  to  pick  out  one  the  other's  eyes, 


Vide  Homer. 

H  3  Ta> 
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To  be  a  PAINTER,  was  CORREGIO'S  glory; 

His  fpeech  iliouid  fiame  in  gold—"  So  NO  PITT'ORE." 

But  what,  if  truth  were  fpoke,  would  be  your  fpeeches? 
This — "  We're  a  fet  of  fame-fucking  horfe-leeches  ; 
"  Without  a  blufh,  the  pooreft  icandal  1  peaking— 
"  Like  cocks,  for  ever  at  each  other  beakitig; 
4i  As  if  the  globe  we  dwell  on  were  fo  fmail, 
"  There  really  was  not  room  enough  for  alL" 

Young  men  I — 

I  do  prefume  that  one  of  you  in  ten 

Has  kept  a  dog  or  two,  and  has  remark'd, 

That  when  you  have  been  comfortably  feeding, 
The  curs,  without  one  atom  of  court  breeding, 

With  watery  jaws,  have  wljnVd,  and  paw'd,  and  bark 'd  5 
Show'd  anxioufnefs  about  the  mutton  bone, 
And,  'Head  of  your  mouth,  wim'd  it  in  their  o;c»j 
And  if  you  gave  this  bone  to  one  or  t'other, 
Heav'ns,  what  a  fnarling,  quarrelling,  and  pother  I 
This,  probably,  has  touch'd  you  to  the  quick, 
And  made  you  teach  good  manners  by  a  kick  ; 
And  if  the  tumult  was  beyond  all  bearing, 
You  treated  them  with  fweet  emphatic  fwearing, 
An  eloquence  of  wond'rous  ufe  in  wars, 
Amongft  fea-captains  and  the  brave  jack-tars. 

Now  tell  me  honeftly — pray  don't  ye  find 
Somewhat  in  Chriftians  juit  of  the  fame  kind 

That  ye  experienc'd  in  the  curs, 

Cauling  your  anger  and  demurs? 
As,  for  example,  when  your  miftrefs,  FAME, 
"W  id  ling  to  celebrate  a  worthy  name, 
Takes  up  her  trump  to  give  the  juft  applaufe  ; 

How  have  you,  pupp\  -like,  paw'd,  wifli'd,  and  whin'd, 

And  growl'd,  and  curs'd,  and  fwore,  and  pin'd, 
And  long'd  to  tear  the  trumpet  from  her  jaws  I 
The  dogs  defer v'd  their  kicking  to  be  fure ; 
Butja«  /  O  fie,  boys !  go  and  fin  no  mere. 

•DC 
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ODE      XIII. 

The  compaflionatc  Peter  lameutc-ih  the  Jcj»th  of  Mr.  Hone,  an  R.  A 
•  —  Rccommcndcth  him  to  O&SvfOHf  the  groat  Patron  of  a  number  o 


HPHERE's  one  R.  A.  more  dead  !  ftiffis  poor  Hoxs  ! 
•*•     His  works  be  with  him  under  the  fame  (lone  ; 
I  think  the  facred  art  will  not  bemoan  'em  ; 
But,   Mufe  !  —  De  mortuls  nil  ni/i  bonum^ 
As  to  his  holt  a  trav'ller,  with  a  fneer, 
Said  of  his  dead  finall  beer. 

Go  then,  poor  Hone  !   and  join  a  numerous  train 
Sunk  in  OBLIVION'S  wide  pacific  ocean; 
And  may  its  whale-like  ftomach  feel  no  motion 

To  caft  thee,  like  a  JONAH,  up  again. 


ODE      XIV. 

The  Pcet  cxhibitcth   the  inconftancy  of  the  worlJ,  by  a  mo^l 
coinparifon  of  a  Hjck  of  ftarlin^s. 


ifts,  it  may  fo  fall  out, 
That  folks  (hall  make  a  grievous  rout  ; 
Follow  you,  praife  your  painting  to  the  Ikies; 
•    When,  probably,  a  ribbon,  (fie  upon  it!) 

A  feather,  or  a  tawdry  bonnet, 
Caught,  by  its  glare^  their  wonder-  fpying  eyes. 

Therefore,  don't  thence  fuppofe  that  ye  inherit 
Mountains  of  unexampled  merit  ; 
That  always  ye  (hall  be  purfu'd, 
And  like  a  wond'rous  beauty  woo'd. 
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Grea*is.the  world's  inconftancy,  God  knows  I — 
Fame,  likve  the  ocean,  ebbs,  as  well  as  floiu5.\. 
Next  year  the  million  pitches  on  a  ruff, 
A  balloon  cap,  a  fhavvl,  a  muff;. 
For yeu,  no  longer  cares  a  fmgle  rufh, 
Folio w'mgfome  other  brother  of  the  bmfli.. 

To  raife  to  nobler  flights  the  Mufe's  wing, . 

kfimile's,  a  very  pretty  thing ; 

To  whofe  fweet  aid  I'm  oft  a  humble  debtor, 

T'illuftrate  with  more  force  the  thing  I  mean;- 

And  if  ths  fertile  be  neat  and  clean, 
Tant  mieux — that  is — -fo  much  fhe  better. 

Therefore,  young  folks,  as  there's  a  great  deal  in't, , 
Accept  one  juft  imported  from  the  mint. 

You've  feen  a  flock  of  ftarlings,  to  be  fure, 
A  hundred  thoufand  in  a  mefs,  or  more ; 
Who  fortunately  having  found 
A  lump  of  horfe-litter  upon  the  ground, 

Down  drops  the  chattering  cloud  upon  the  dung ; 
Then,  Lord,  what  doings  !  Heav'ns,  what  admiration  ! ! 
What  joy,  what  tranfport  'midft  the  fpeckled  nation ! 

How  bufy  ev'ry  beak,  and  ev'ry  tongue  ! 
All  la-lking,  gabbling,  but  none  lift'ning, 
Jufl  like  a  group  of  goflips  at  a  chrift'ning  : 
Let  but  a  cowdab  mow  its  grafs-green  face, 
They're  up,  without  fo  much  as  faying  grace ; 
And  lo  !  the  biify  flock  around  it  pitches  ; , 

Juft  as  upon  the  lump  before, 

They  gabble,  wonder,  and  adore  ! 
And  equal  brother  MARTYN'S-*  fpeeches. . 
Thefe  flarlings  mow  the  world,  with  great  propriety, . 
Mad  as  March  hares,  or  curlews  for  VARIETY* 

*  A  muck- admired  fprnker  in  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  who  ntm^ 
WAS  bapiifced  the  Starting  Martyn, 


OPE 
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ODE      XV. 

The  Great  P&er  dcfpifeth  Frenchmen. 

I  BEG  it  as  a  favour,  my  young  folks, 
Ye  will  not  copy,  monkey-like,  the  French, 
Whofe  pi&ures,  ju'ftly,  are  all  landing  jokes, 

Whether  they  represent  a  man  or  wench. 
If  Moniiejr  paints  a  man  of  faftripn, 

Making  an  obeifanct  well-bred, 
The  gentleman's  a  ram-cat  in  a  pafiion, 

Flis  back  all  crumpled  o'er  his  head  : 
Or,  if  he  paints  a  wretch  upon  the  wheel, 

And  bone-breaking's  no  trifling  thing,  G-d  knows  ( 
Amidft  his  pains  the  fellow's  fo  genteel! 

He  feels  with  fuch  decorum  all  the  blows. 
Or  if  a  culprit's  going  to  the  devil, 
Which  fome  folks  alfo  deem  a  ferious  evil, 

So  dtgage  you  fee  the  man  advance  ! 
His  arms,  hands,  moulders,  turn'd-out  toes,  .- 
Mad ona -lifted  eyes,  and  cock'd-up  nofe, 

Proclaim  the  pretty  puppy  in  a  dance, 
I've  feen  a  deeping  VENUS,  I  declare, 
With  hands  and  legs  ftretch'd  out  withyatfl  an  air  ! 
Her  neck  and  head  fo  twilled  on  one  fhoulder, 
With  fuch  a  hcavnly  fmile,  that  each  beholder 
Would  fwear,  (difdaining  DANCING'S  vulgar  track) 
The  Dame  was  walking  minuets  on  her  back  / 
E'en  an  old  woman  yielding  up  her  breath 

By  means  of  cholic,  {tone,  or  gravel, 
How  fmirkingly  me  feels  the  pangs  of  death ! 

With  what  a  grace  her  foul  prepares  to  travel ! 

A  Frenchman's  angel  is  an  OPERA  PUNK  ; 
His  Virgin  Marys,  milliners  half  drunk; 
Our  bfeft  Redeemer,  a  rank  petit-ma,:tre% 
lii  every  attitude  and  feature  $ 

;The 
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The  humble  Jofeph,  fo  genteelly  made, 
Poor  gentleman — as  if  above  his  trade, 
And  only  fit  to  compliment  his  wife — 
So  delicate  !  as  if  he  fcarcely  knew 
Oak  from  deal  board — a  gimlet  from  a  fcrew^ 
And  never  made  a  MOUSE-TRAP  in  his  life. 

Think  not  I  wantonly  the  French  attack — 

I  never  will  put  MERIT  on  the  rack  : 

No  ! — yet,  I  own,  I  hate  the  fhrugging  dogs— - 

I've  liv'd  amongft  them,  eat  their  frogs, 

And  vomited  them  up,  thank  God,  again ; 

So  that  I'm  able  now  to  fay, 

I  carried  nought  of  theirs  away, 
Which  otherwise  had  made  the  puppies 


ODE      XVI. 

The  conceited  Peter  turocth  an  arrant  Egotift—- Mentioned  a  number 
of  fine  folks — This  minute  condcraneth  Will  Whitehead's  verfes ;  and 
the  next,  excu'priteth  the  Laureat,  by  clapping  the  right  faddle  on  the 
tight  horfe. 

O  giant  more  rejoiceth  fu  his  courfe, 

Not  Count  O'KELLY  in  a  winning  horfe ; 
Not  Miftrefs  HOB  ART*  to  preferve  a  box, 
Not  GEORGE  the  THIRD  to  triumph  o'er  CHARLES  Fox;, 
Not  Spain's  ijcij'e  Monarch  to  bombard  Algiers— 
Not  pillodes  obeying  LAW*S  ftern  voice, 

Can  more  rejoice 

To  hold  KITT  ATKINSON'S  two  ears; 
Not  more  rejoiceth  patriotic  PITT, 
By  patriotic  grocers  to  be  fed  j 

*  Thecont=ft  between  Mrr.  Hohart  and  Lady  Salifhury,  with  their 
Jecondi^  about  a  box  »c  rhe  Op,?ra,  ii  a  fubj?8  for  the'moit  jublimc 
Egic  I 

Not 
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'Not  Mother  WINDSOR*  in  a  nice  young  Tit, 

Nor  gaping  Deans,  to  catch  a  Billiop  dead ; 
Not  more  reformed  JOHN  WILKES,  to  court  the  Crownf 
Nor  SKINNER  in  his  Aidermanic  gown, 

Nor  Common-Councilmen  on  turtle  feeding ; 
Not  more  rejoice  old  envious  maids,  fo  dale, 
To  hear  of  weeping  Beauty  a  fad  tale, 

And  tell  the  world  a  reigning  toafl  is  breeding-** 
Than  I,  the  Poet,  in  a  lucky  Ode, 

That  catches  at  a  hop  the  Cynic  grace  ; 

Kills  by  a  laugh  its  grave  Bubonic  face ; 
And  tears,  in  fpite  of  him,  his  jaws  abroad. 

And  are  there  fuch  grave  Dons  that  read  my  rhimes  ? 

All  gracious  Heav'n  forgive  their  crimes  ! 

Oh  !  be  their  lot  to  have  -wife-talking  wives ; 
And  if  in  reading  they  delight, 
To  read,  ye  Gods  !  from  morn  to  night, 

WILL  WHITEHEAD'S*  Birth-day  Sonnets  all  their  lives^ 

P'rhaps,  reader,  thou'rt  a  tinker,  or  a  tanner, 

And  mendeft  kettles  in  a  pretty  manner ; 

Or  tanned  hides  of  bulls,  and  cows,  and  calves : 

But  if  the  faucepan  or  the  kettle, 

Originally  be  bad  metal, 

Thou'lt  fay,  "  It  only  can  be  done  by  halves ;" 
Or  if  by  nature  bad  the  bullocks'  fkins, 
*  They'll  make  vile  fhoes  and  boots  for  people's  fhins." 

Then  wherefore  do  I  thus  abufe 

WILL  WHITE  HE  AD'S  hard-driv'n  Mufe  ? 

*  A  pricftefs  of  the  Cyprian  Goddefs. 

f  This  Ode  was  written  before  a  late  Laureat  refigned  his  earthly  crown 

for  a  heavenly  one.     May  Mr.  Tom  Wharton  be  more  fuccefsful  in 

his  courtly  adulations,  and  not  verify  the  Latin  adage — Ex  nifclc,1  nikil 

Jit;  which  is  rtius  elegantly  tranflated,  <  There  is  no  making  a  velvet 

purfeof  a  few's  ear.' 

Who 
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Who  merits  rather  PITY'S  tendered  figh  : 
-  For  what  the  Devil  can  he  do, 

When  forc'd  to  praife — the  Lord  kntius  tufa 
Verfe  -muft  be  dull  on  fubjedls  fo  damn'd  dry. 


ODE      XVIL 

The  claflic  Peter  advjfcth  Painters  to  cultivate  tafte— -Lafheth  fome  of 
the  ignorant — Accufeth  Painters  of  an  affcdVion  for  vulgarity,  wliora 
he  horfewhippeth — Rccommendeth  a  charming  fubjecT: — Telleth  the 
fccret  of  his  love,  and  givcth  a  die-away  fonnet  of  former  days— - 
Pcffccuteth  Tenicr's  devils,  but  applaudeth  the  execution. 

"pAINTERS,  improve  your  education ; 
f    That  furely  ftands  in  need  of  reformation. 
I've  heard  that  fome  can  neither  write  nor  read, 
Which  does  no  honour  to  the  liand  or  head. 

Many,  I  know,  would  rather  paint  a  bear, 

Or  monkey  playing  his  quaint  tricks, 
Than  fome  fweet  damfcl  whom  all  hearts  revere, 

Whofe  charms  the  eye  of  admiration  fix — 
Would  rather  fee  a  flump  with  flrength  expreft, 
Than  all  the  fnowy  fulnefs  of  her  breaft ; 
Or  lip,  that  Innocence  fo  f\veetly  moves ; 
Or  fmile,  the  fond  Ely  (aim  of  the  LOVES. 
This  brings  thofe  days  to  mem'ry,  when  my  tongue 
To  CYNTHIA'S  beauty  pour'dmy  foul  infong; 
When,  tm  the  margin  of  the  murm'ring  dream, 
My  fancy  frequent  form'd  the  golden  dream 
Of  CYNTHIA'S  grace — of  CYNTHIA'S  fmiles  divine, 
And  made  thofe  fmiles  and  peerlefs  beauty  mine. 

It  brings  to  mem'ry,  too,  thofe  difmal  times, 

When  nought  my  fighs  avail'd,  and  nought  my  rhymes ; 

When  at  the  filent,  folemn  clofe  of  day, 

My  penfive  fleps  would  court  the  darkling  grove, 
To  hear,  in  Philomela's  lonely  lay, 

The  fainting  echoes  of  my  lucklefs  love  ; 
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Till  night's  increafing  fhades  around  me  ftole, 
Arid  mingled  with  the  gloom  that  wrapp'd  my  foul. 

Reader— Doft  choofea  founet  of  thofe  days? 
Take  it;  and  fay  not  I'm  a  foe  to  PRAISED 


To    CYNTHIA. 

0  thou  !  whofe  love-infpiring  air 
Delights,  yet  gives  a  thoufand  woes; 

My  day  declines  in  dark  defpair, 
And  night  has  loft  her  fweet  repofe. 

Yet  who,  alas !  like  me  was  bleft, 

To  others  e'er  thy  charms  were  known  ; 

When  Fancy  told  my  raptur'd  breaft, 
That  Cynthia  fmif'd  on  me  alone  ? 

Nymph  of  my  foul  !  forgive  my  fighs : 
Forgive  the  jealous  fires  I  fee^ ; 

Nor  blame  the  trembling  wretch,  who  dies, 
When  others  to  thy  beauties  kneel. 

Lo  '  theirs  is  every7  winning  art, 

With  Fortune's  gifts,  unknown  to  me! 

1  only  boaft  a  fimple  heart, 

In  love  with  INNOCENCE  and  TH-EE-. 


Build  not,  alas"!  your  popularity 
On  that  beaft's  back  yclep'd   Vulgarity  ; 
A.  heart  that  many  a  booby  takes  a  pride  in  ; 
A  beaft  beneath  the  noble  PETER'S  riding. 

How  fhould  the  man  with  pppetite  unchsfte, 

Stuffing  OR  carrion  dead,  his  hound-like  paunch, 

Judge  of  an  ortolan's  delicious  tafte, 
Or  feel  the  -flavour  of  a  dainty  haunch  t 
'.  I'  Or, 
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Or,  wont  with  bitter  purl  to  wet  his  clay, 
How  fhould  he  judge  of  Claret  or  Tokay  ? 

TENDER'S  devils,  witches,   monkeys,  toads, 
That  make  me  fhudder  whilft  I  pen  thefe  Odes, 

Moft  truly  painted,  to  be  fure,  you'll  find  : 
How  greater  far  the  excellence,  to  paint 
Withheaven-direfted  eye,  the  charming  SAINT, 

And  mark  th'  emotions  of  her  angel-mind ! 
Envy  not  fuck  as  have  in  dirt  furpaft  ye; 
'Tis  very,  very  eafy  to  be  nafty  1 


ODE      XVIII. 

The  moralizing  Bard  expofeth  the  xtnfairnefs  of  mankind  in  the  article 
of  laughing — Defcanterh  upon  wit — Difclaimeth  pretenfion  to  it — 
Maketh  love  to  Candour,  and  moiieftly  conducieth. 

TTOW  dearly  mortals  love  to  laugh  and  grin  ! 
•"  Juft  as  they  love  to  fluff  themfelves  to  -chin 
With  other  people's  meat — good  faving  fenfe ! 
Becaufe  at  other  folks'  ex  pence  ; 

But  turn  the  laugh  on  them — how  chang'd  their  notes  ! 
"  O  damn  'em  !  this  is  ferious — cut  their  throats  !" 

WIT,  fays  an  author  that  I  do  not  know, 

Is  like  TIME'S  fcvthe — cuts  down  both  friend  and  foe ; 

Ready  each  objecl:.  tiger-  like,  to  leap  on  1 

"  Lore! !  what  a  butcher  this  fame  WIT  !  thank  God  ! 

(«  (A  critic  cries)  in  Matter  PINDAR'S  Ode, 
u  Wefpy  th'  effect  of  no  fuch  dangerous  weapon." 

No,  Sir — 'tis  dove-ey'd  CANDOUR's-charms 

I  woo  to  thefe  defirjng  arms; 

She  is  my  GODDESS  ;  to  her  mr'me  I  bend  : 

2 
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NYM?H  of  the  voice  that  beats  the  morning  lark, 
Sweet  as  the  dulcet  note  of  either  PARK,* 
Be  thou  my  foft  companion  and  my  friend. 

Thy  lovely  hand  my  Pegafus  mall  guide, 

And  teach  thy  modeft  pupil  how  to  ride: 

Thus  mail  I  hurt  not  any  group  compofers, 

From  SARAH  BEN  WELL'S  brufh,  to  MARY  MozER's.f 


ODE      XIX.    . 

The  judicious  Peter  givcth  mort  wholefome  advice  to  landfcape 
painters. 

\T7HATE'ER  your  wifh,  in  landfcape  to  excel, 

*  *        London's  the  very  place  to  mar  it  j 
Believe  the  oracles  I  tell, 

There's  very  little  landfcape  in  a  garret.. 
Whate'er  the  flocks  of  fleas  you  keep, 
JTis  badly  copying  them  for  goats  and  fheep  ; 
And  if  you'll  take  the  Poet's  honeft  word, 
A  bug  mull  make  a  miferable  bird. 

A  rum-light  in  a  bottle's  neck,  or  flick, 

111  reprefents  the  glorious  ORB  of  MORN; 

Nay,  though  it  were  a  candle  with  a  wick, 
'Twould  be  a  reprefentative  forlorn. 

I  think,  too,  that  a  man  would  be  a  fool,. 
For  trees,  to  copy  legs  of  a  joint  flool ; 

Or  ev'n  by  them  to  reprefent  a  flump  : 
Alfo  by  broomflicks — which,  though  well  he  rig; 
Each  with  an  old  fox-colour'd  wig, 

Mufl  make  a  very  poor  autumnal  clump. 

*  Two  brothers  of  diftinguifhed  merit  on  the  Oboe. 
•f-  The  laft  of  thofe  Ladies,  un  R    A.  by  means  of  a  fulUinf  pi£tur; 
of  a  phte  of  Goofeberries — the  other  in  hopes   of  Academic   honours, 
through  an  equal  degree  of  merit. 

I  *  You'll 
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You'll  fay,  "  Yet  _/#<•//  cnes^  oft  a  perfon  fees 

In  many  an  artift's  trees  ; 

And  in  fome  paintings,  we  have  all  beheld, 

Green  bays  hath  furely  fat  for  a  green  field  ; 

Bolfters  for  mountains,  hills,  and  w  heater!  mows  ; 

Cats,  for  ram  -goats  ;  and  cuts,  for  bulls  and  cows.'' 

All  this,  my  lads,  1  freely  grant  ; 

.But  better  things  from  YOU, 

As  SHAKESPEARE  fays,  "(a  Bard  I  much  approve.) 

"  Lift,  lift,  Oh  !  lift."  if  thou  doft  PAINTING  love. 

CLAUDE  painted  in  the  open  air  ! 

Therefore  to  Wales  at  once  repair  ; 

Where  fcenes  of  true  magnificence  you'll  find  : 
Betides  this  greai  advantage  —  if  in  debt, 
You'll  have  with  creditors  no  t£te-a-tete  : 

So  leave  the  bull-dog  bailiffs  all  behind  ; 
Who,  hunt  you  with  what  noife  they  may, 
Muft  hunt  for  needles  in  a  ftack  of  hay. 


ODE      XX. 

The  poet  hinteth  to  Artifts  the  value  of  Time. 

rPHE  man  condemn'd  on  Tyburn -tree  to  fwing, 
A    Deems  fuch  a  fhow,  a  very  dullifh.  thing ; 
He'd  rather  zfpeflator  be,  I  ween, 
Than  the  fad  aflor  in  the  fcene. 

He  blames  the  LAW'S  too  rigid  refolution  : 
If  with  a  beef-fteak-  ftomach — in  his  prime, 
Lord,  w^th  what  reverence  he  looks  on  Time ! 

And,  moft  of  all — the  hour  of  execution  ! 
Arid  as  the  cart  do^h  to  the  tree  advance, 
How  wond'rous  willing  to  poftpone  the  Dance  f 

Believe 
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Believe  me,  Time's  of  monftrous  ufe  ; 

But,  ah  !  how  fubjeft  to  abufe  ! 
ft  feems  that  with  him,  folks  were  often  cloyed  : 

1  do  pronounce  it,  Time's  a  public  good, 

Juft  like  a  youthful  beauty — to  be  -zuooV, 
Made  much  of,  and  be  properly  enjoy 'd. 

Time's  fand  is  wonderfully  fmall ; 

It  flips  between  the  fingers  in  a  hurry  : 
Therefore,  on  each  young  artift  let  me  call, 

To  prize  it  as  an  Indian  does  his  Curry  ;* 
Whether  his  next  rare  Exhibition  be 
Amidft  the  great  R.  A.'s — or  on  a  Tree. 


ODE      XXL 

The  unfortunate  Peter  lamcnteth  the  lofs  of  an  important  Ode,  by  r; 
— He  prayeth  devoutly  for  the  rats. 

JJIATUS  maxime  deflendus  ! 

I've  loft  an  ODE  of  charming  praife ; 
From  like  misfortune,  Heav'n  defend  us ! 

The  fweeteft  of  my  'Lyric  lays ! 
Where  many  an  youthful: artift  'fh one  with  fomer. 
Like  his  own  pictures  in  a  fine  gilt  frame. 

Perdition  catch  the  roguifh  rats ! 

Their  trembling  limbs  mall  fill  the  maws  of  cats, 

Were  I  to  be  their  ible  advifer  : 

Vermin  !   like  trunk- makers,  kings,  paftry-cooks, 

Dealing  in  legions  of  delightful  books^ 
Yet,  with  the  learning,  not  a  whit  the  wifer. 
Thank  G — d  !  the  Ode  unto  MYSELF  they  fpar'd  :. 
And,  lo  !  the  labour  of  the  lucky  Bard. 


'    An  univerfal  food  in  the  Eaft  Indies. 


ODE 
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ODE      XXII. 


To    MYSELF. 

The  exalted  Peter  wifheth  to  make  the  gaping  world  acquainted  with 
the  place  of  his  nativity  ;  but  before  he  can  get  an  anfwer  from  him" 
felf)  he  moft  Jublimely  burfteth  forth  into  an  addreft  to  Mevagizsy 
and  Moufehohf  two  fi/hing-towns  in  Cornwall — The  firft  celebrated 
for  pilchards,  the  laft  for  giving  birth  to  Dolly  Fentreath — The  Poet 
praiferh  the  Honourable  Daines  Barrington,  and  pilchards — Forget tc.th 
the  place  of  his  nativity  ;  and,  like  his  great  anceftor  of  T/iet-c.;r 
leaveth  his  readers  in  the  dark. 


O 


THOU  1  whofe  daring  works  fublime 
Defy  the  rudeft  rage  of  TIME, 
Say  ! — for  the  world  is  with  conjecture  dizzy, 
Did  Moufehole  give  thee  birth,  or  JaFevagizsy  ? 


HAIL,  Mevagizxy  !  with  fuch  wonders  fraught ! 

Where  boats,  and  men,  and  ftinks,  and  trade,  are 

ftirring ; 
Where  pilchards  come  in  myriads  to  be  caught ; 

Pilchard  !  a  thoufand  times  as  good  as  herring, 

PJchard !  the  idol  of  the  Popiili  nation  ! 
Hail,  little  inftrument  of  vaft  falvation  \ 
Pilchard,  I  ween,  a  moft  foul-faving  fiih, 

On  which  the  Catholics  in  Lent  are  cramm'd  j    \ 
Who  had  they  not,  poor  fouls,  this  lucky  difli, 

Would  feed  on  ilefn,  and  therefore  all  be  damn'cL 

Pilchards !  whofe  bodies  yield  the  fragrant  oil, 
And  make  the  London  lamps  at  midnight  fmile  ; 
Which  lamps,  wide  fpreading  falutary  light, 
Beam  on  the  wandering  BEAUTIES  of  the  night, 

And 
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And  fliow  each  gentle  youth  their  cheeks'  deep  rofes, 
And  tell  him  whether  they  have  eyes  and  nofes. 

Hail,  MovJeJiole  !  birth-place  of  old  DOLL  PENTREATH,* 
The  laft  who  jabber'd  Cornifh — fo  fays  DAINES, 

Who,  bat-like,  haunted  ruins,  lane  and  heath, 
With  \Vili-o'- Wifp,  to  brighten  up  his  brains. 

DAINES!  who  a  thoufand  miles,  unwearied,  trots 

For  bones,  brafs  farthings,  afhes,  and  old  pots : 

Ranfacks  the  mouldy  manfions  of  the  dead, 
To  prove  that  men  in  days  ofjyore, 
Eyes,  ears,  and  nofes,  like  us  Moderns,  wore ; 

And  travell'd  juft  like  us  too,  with  a  head! 


ODE     XXIII. 

Peter  concludeth  his  Odes  —  Seemeth  hungry:  —  Expoftiriateth  with  the 

Reader. 


Southern  to  John  Dry  den  went  one  day, 
•*•    To  buy  a  head  and  tail-piece  for  his  play  : 
"  Thomas,"    quoth   John,    "  I've  fold  my  goods  too 

cheap  ; 
"  So,  if  you  pleafe,  my  price  fhall  take  a  leap.5' 


*  A  very  old  woman  of  Moufehole,  fuppofed  (fa^fely  however)  to- 
have  been  the  loft  who  fpoke  the  Cornifh  language.  The  honourable  an-  v 
tiquarian,  Daines  Barrington,  Efq.  journeyed,  fome  years  fmce,  from 
London  to  the  Land's-end,  to  converfe  with  this  wrinkled,  yet  delici 
ous  morceau.  He  entered  Moufehole  in  a  kind  of  triumph  ;  and,  peep 
ing  into  her  hut,  exclaimed,  with  all  the  fire  of  an  enraptured  lover,  in 
the  language  of  the  famous  Greek  Philofopher — «  EUREKA  !"  The 
couple  kitted ;  Doll  foon  after  gabbled',  Daines  liftened  with  admiration  ; 
committed  her  fpeeches  to  paper,  not  venturing  totruft  his  memory  with 
jo  tHucti  trfafure.  The  tranfacYion  was  announced  to  the  Society  ;  the 
Journals  mn&tricked  with  their  dialogues ;  the  old  Lady's  pi<£Uire  was 
ordered  to  be  taken  by  the  moft  eminent  artift,  and  the  Honourable 
Member  to  be  publicly  thanked  for  the  D/fwery .' 

O  Reader, 
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O  Reader,  look  me  gravely  in  the  face; 

Speak,  is  not  that  with  me  and  thee  the  cafe  r 

For  this  Year's  Odes  Lcharge  thee  half-a-crown ; 

So,  without  grumbling,  put  thy  money  down  : 

For  things  are  defperately  ris'n,  good  Lord  ! 

Fifli,  flefh,  coals,  candles,  window-lights,  and  board. 

Why  fliould  not  charming  Poetry  then  rife, 

That  comes  fo  dev'lifh  far  too — from 

And  lo  !  the  verfes  that  adorn  this  page, 

Beam,  comet-like,  alas !  but  once  an  age. 


FARE- 


FAREWELL    ODES, 


FOR 


THE  YEAR  M,DCC,LXXXV1. 


— Ridcntum  dicere  vcrum 

Quid  vctat  ?~— —  HORAT. 


FAREWELL    ODES. 


ODE     I, 

Peter  talk eth  of  resigning  the  Laurcatfhip — He  propheSeth  the  triumph 
of  the  Artifts  on.  his  resignation — TheArtifts  alfo  prophefy  to  Peter's 
di  fad  vantage — Peter's  laft  comforts,  ihould  their  prophecy  be 
fulfilled. 

TDETER,  like  fam'd  Chriftiana,  Queen  of  Sweden, 
-**     Who  thought  a  wicked  court  was  not  an  Eden, 
This  year,  refigns  the  laurel  crown  for  ever ! 

What  all  the  fam'd  ACADEMICIANS  wifli ; 

No  more  on  painted  fowl,  and  flefh,  and  fim, 
He  fhows  the  world  his  curving  (kill  fo  clever  : 
Brafs,  iron,  woodwork,  ftone,  in  peace  mall  reft — 
44  Thank  God!"  exclaim  the  works  of  Mifter  WEST. 

44  Thank  God!"    the  works  of  LOUTHERBOURG   ex 
claim — 

Fcr  guns  of  critics,  no  ignoble  game — 
"  No  longer  now  afraid  of  rhyming  praters, 
44  Shall  we  be  chrift'ned  tea-boards,  .varnifh'd  waiters: 
"  No  verfe  fhali  iwear  that  ours  are  paile-board  rocks, 
"  Our  trees,  brafs  wigs ;  and  mops,  our  fleecy  flocks." 

"  Thank  Heav'n  !"  exclaims  RIGAUD,    with  fparkling 

eyes, 

*'  Then  fliall  my  pictures  in  importance  rife, 
44  And  fill  each  gaping  mouth  and  eye  with  wonder." 
Monti eur  Rigaud, 
It  may  be  lo, 
To  think  thy  ftars  have  made  fo  flrange  a  blunder, 

That 
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That  bred  to  paint,  the  genius  of  a  glazier : 
That  fpoil'd,  to  make  a  dauber,  a  good  brazier. 
None  but  thy  partial  tongue  (believe  my  lays) 
Can  dare  Hand  forth  the  herald  of  thy  praife  :       ' 
Could  FAME  applaud,  whofe  voice  my  verfe  reveres, 
JUSTICE  fhould  break  her  trump  about  her  ears. 

"  Thank  Heav'n!"  cries  Mifter  GARY  Y;  and  «  Thank 
"  God!" 

Cries  Mifter  COPLEY,  "  that  this  Man  of  Ode, 

44  No  more,  Barbarian-like,  fhall  o'er  us  ride : 
44  No  more  like  beads,  in  nafty  order  fining, 
"  And  round  the  waift  of  this  vile  Mohawk  hung, 

44  Shall  academic  fcalps  indulge  his  pride. 

u  No  more  hung  up  in  this  dread  fellow's  rhyme, 
44  Which  he  moft  impudently  calhju&lime, 

44  Shall  we,  poor,  inoffenfive  fouls, 

44  Appear  ju ft  like  fo  many  moles, 
"  Trapp'd  in  an  orchard,  garden,  or  a  field  ; 

44  Which  mole-catchers  impend  on  trees, 

44  To  fliew  their  titles  to  their  fees, 
44  Like  Doctors,  paid  too  often  for  the  kilFd." 

Pleas'd  that  no  more  my  verfes  fhall  annoy  ; 

Glad  that  my  blifter  Odes  fhall  ceafe  their  flinging ; 
Each  wooden  figure's  mouth  expands  with  joy  ; 

Hark  !  how  they  all  break  forth  in  finging  ! 

In  boaftful  founds  the  grinning  ARTISTS  cry, 
44  Lo  !   PETER'S  hour  of  infolence  is  o'er  : 

4C  His  Mufe  is  dead — his  lyric  pump  is  dry —          . 
44  His  Odes,    like  ftinking  fifh,    not  worth  a  groat  a 
fcore  : 

44  Art  thou,  then,  weak,  like  us,  thou  marling  friiv'ller  ? 

44  Art  thou  like  one  of  us,  thou  lyric  driv'ller  ? 

44  Our  Kings  and  Queens  in  glory  now  fhall  lie, 
44  Each  unmoiefted  deeping  in  his  frame ; 

*4  Our  ponds,  our  lakes,  our  oceans,  earth,  and  fky, 
44  No  longer,  fcouteci,  fhall  be  put  to  fhame : 

44  No 
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u  No  poet's  rage  fliall  root  our  flumps  and  ftumpling?, 
"  And  fwear  our  clouds  are  flying  apple-dumplings : 
"  Fame  fliall  proclaim  how  well  our  plum-trees  bud, 
'*  And  found  the  merits  of  our  marie  and  mud. 

'*  Our  oaks,  our  brufliwocxf,  and  our  lofty  elms, 
"  No  jingling  tyrant's  wicked  rage  o'erwhelms, 

"  Now  this  vile  FELLER  is  bid  low  : 
"  In  peace  ihall  our  Hone  hedges  deep, 
"  Our  huts,  our  barns,  our  pig?,  and  flieep, 

44  And  wild  fowl,  from  the  eagle  to  the  crow." 

"  They  who  (hall  fee  this  PETER  in  the  flreel, 
u  With  fearlefs  eye  his  front  fliall  meet, 

"  And  cry,  "  Is  this  the  man  of  keen  remark  ? 
*'  Is  this  the"  blade  r"  {hall  be  their  taunting  {peech. — 
*'  A  dog  !  who  dar'd  to  fnap  each  argil's  breech, 

"  Nay,  bite  Academicians  like  a  ihark  ? 

"  He  whofe  broad  cleaver  cbopp'd  the  fons  of  paiut, 
"  Crufli'd  like  a  marrow-bone  each  lovely  faint ; 

"  Spar'd  not  the  very  clothes  about  their  backs ; 
'*  The  little  duck-wing'd  cherubims  abus'cl, 
**  Tliat  could  not  more  inhumanly  be  us'd, 

"  Poor  lambkins  !  had  they  fali'n  among  the  BLACKS ; 
*'  H%  once  fo  furious,  foon  fliall  want  relief, 
44  Stak'd  through  the  body,  like  a  paltry,  thief. . 

* 
<£  Ho\v  art  thou  fali'n,  O  Cherokee!"  they  cry; 

"  How  art  thou  fali'n!"  the  joyful  roofs  relonnd; 

*'  Hell  fliall  thy  body,  for  a  rogue,  furrcnmd  ; 
"  And  there,  for  ever  roafting,  may'it  thou  lie: 
"  Like  Dives,  may'ft  thou  ftretcb  in  fires  along, 
"  Refus'd  one  drop  of  beer  to  cool  thy  tongue.'' 

Ye  goodly  gentlemen,  reprefs  your  }  til, 
Your  hearty  willies  for  my  foul  rellrain  ; 

For  if  our  \-jo,-t.<  can  pMt  \YS  into  h-'l, 
A7//^/Sirs  ^  we  ceriuiiUy  fliail  meet  again. 

VOL.  I.  K  ODE 
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O    D    E      II. 

A  raoft  pleafanl  hiftory  of  the  Academic  Dinner — Peter  pitiefh  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  Duke  of  Orleans,  Duke  Fitzjames,  Count  Lauzun, 
Lords  Caermarthen  and  Befborough,  &c.  and  praifes  Mr.  Weltjie — : 
Exculpateth  the  Prefident — Condemneth  Sir  \V.  Chambers  and  th<? 
Committee  for  their  bsd  management— Peter  talketh  of  vifiting  tht 
French  King  and  the  Duke  of  Orleans. 

*\T7HENE'ER  ACADEMICIANS  run  aflray, 

*  *     Suck  mould  the  moral  PETER'S  fong  reclaim  ; 
Of  paint,  this  Ode  (hall  nothing  fing  or  fay  ; 

.My  eagle  fatire  darts  at  different  game; 
Againft  decorum,  I  abhor  a  {inner; 
And  therefore  lalh  the  Academic  dinner. 

Th*  ACADEMY,  though  marvelloufly  poor, 

.Can  once  a  year  afford  to  eat : 
By  means  of  kind  donations  at  the  door, 

The  members  make  a  comfortable  treat  : 
Like  gipfies  in  a  barn,  around  their  king, 
That  annual  meet,  to  eat,  and  dance,  and  fing. 

A  feaft  was  made  of  flefh,  fifh,  tarts,  creams,  jellies, 
To  fuit  the  various  qualities  of  bellies  : 
Mine  grumbled  to  be  aik'd,  and  be  delighted ; 
But  wicked  PETER'S  paunch  was  not  invited. 

Yet  though  no  meflage  waited  on  the  BARD, 

With  compliments  from  A.cadernic  names, 
The  PRINCE  of  WALES  receiv'da  civil  card, 

His  Grace  of  ORLEANS  too,  and  Duke  FITZJAMES; 
Count  de  LAUZUN,  and  Count  Con* LAN, 
A  near  relation  to  the  man 
In  whofe  poor  iides  old  HAWXE  once  fix'd  his  claws, 

Were  welcom'd  by  the  ACADEMIC  LORDS, 

Either  by  writing  or  by  words, 
To  come  and  try  the  vigour  of  their  jaws. 

Unfortu- 
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Unfortunately  for  the  modeft  DUKES, 

The  nimble  artifts,  all  with  greyhound  looks, 

Fell  on  the  meat,  with  teeth  prodigious  able  ; 
Seiz'd,  of  the  Synagogue,  the  higheft  places, 
And  left  the  poor  forlorn,  their  GALLIC  GRACES, 

To  nibble  at  the  bottom  .of  the  table  ! 

There  fat,  too,  the  fvveet  limpering  Lord  C  A  ER  MART  HEN, 
As  one  of  the  Canaille,  not  wortli  a  farthing  ! 
But  what  can  titles,  Virtues,  at  a  feaft, 
Where  glory  waits  upon  the  greateit  beaft  ? 

To  fee  a  ftone-cutter  and  mafon 

High  mounted  o'er  fine  men  of  quality, 
By  no  means  can  our  annals  blazon 

For  feats  of  courtly  hofpitality. 
I've  heard,  however,  one  or  two  were  tanners  ? 
Granted — it  doth  not  much  improve  their  manners. 

They  probably,  in  anfwer,  may  declare, 

They  thought  the  feaft  juft  like  a  hunt ; 
In  which,  as  foon  as  ever  ftarts  the  hare, 

Each  Nimrod  tries  to  be  the  firft  upon't : 
As  he's  the  greateft,  'mid ft  the  howling  fufs, 
Who  firft  can  triumph  o'er  poor  dying  PUSS. 

PETERS  *  moft  juftly  rais'd  his  eyes  of  wonder, 
And  wanted  decently  to  give  them  grace  ; 

But  bent  on  ven'fon  and  on  turbot-plunder, 

A  clattering  peal  of  knives  and  forks  took  place : 

Spoons,,  plates,  and  di flies,  rattling  round  the  tabl<^, 

Produc'd  a  new  edition  of  old  Babel. 

They  had  no  ftomach,  o'er  a  grace,  to  nod, 
Nor  time  enough  to  offer  thanks  to  GOD  : 
That  might  Redone,  they  wifely  knew, 
When  they  had  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

*  A  clergyman,  and  one  of  the  Academicians. 

K  *  His 
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His  HIGHNESS  entering  fomewhat  rather  late, 
Could  fcarcely  find  a  knife,  or  fork,  or  plate  : 
Kut  not  one  fingle  maiden  difli, 
Poor  gentleman  !  of  flefh  or  fifh. 

Moft  woefully  the  paftry  had  been  paw'd, 
And  trembling  jellies  barbaroufly  claw'd  : 
In.fhort,  my  gentle  readers  to  amaze, 
His  HIGHNESS  pick'd  the  bones  of  the  R.  A.'s. 

O  WELTJIE,*  had  thy  lofty  form  been  there, 

And  fesn  thy  PRINCE  fo  ferv'd  with^fcrap  and'flop, 

Thou  furely  wouldft  have  brought  him  better  fare— 
A  warm  beaf-fteak,  perchance,  or  mutton-chop. 

Thou  would  ft  have  faid,  "  De  P&ENCE  of  WALES,  ly 

Got; 

"  Do  too  mvjtt  honour  to  be  to  der  feaft  ; 
**  Vere  he  can't  Jieb  von  beet  of  meat  dat*s  hot ; 
"  But  treated  vid  de  boms  Jhujl  like  a  beaft. 

41  De  PRENCE,  he  vas  too  great  to  Jheet  and  eat 
**  De  bones  and  leafing s  cf  de  meat  ; 
"  And  munjh  vat  dirty  low-lifd  rogues  refufe, 
44  By  Get  !  not  ft  tj  I'j.'^e  dc  PRENCE'S  ./#!?<?  j." 

Great  BESBOROUGH'S  Earl,  too,  came  off  fecond  beft, 
Hiy  murmuring  ftomach  had  not  half  a  feaft ; 

And  therefore:  it  was  natural  to  mutter  : 
To  rev^ify  the  fault,  with  joylefs  look's, 
His  Lordflrip  bore  bis  belly  off  to  BROOKES, 

To  fill  the  grumbler  up  with  bread  and  butter. 

S'rs !  thofe  manoeuvres  were  extremely  coarfe  ; 

This  really  was  the  elfcnce  of  ill-breeding  : 
No.  for  your  fouls  could  you  have 'treated  worfe, 

Bumb-bailiffs,  by  this  dog-like  mode  of  feeding. 

*-Thc  Prince's  German  cook. 

Grant, 
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Grant,  you  eciips'd  a  pack  of  hounds,  with  glee 
Purfuing,  in  full  cry,  the  fainting  game  ; 

Surpafs'd  them,  too,  in  gobbling  down  the  prey; 
Still,  great  R.  A.'s,  I  tell  you,  'twas  a  (hame: 

Grant,  each  of  you  the  wond'rous  man  excelled,        ,iA. 

Who  beat  a  butcher's  dog  in  eating  tripe  4 
And  that  each  paunch  with  guttling  was  io  fwell'd, 

Not  one  bit  more  could  pafs  your  fwallow-pipex? 

Grant,  that  you  dar'd  fuch  (luffing  feats  difplay, 
That  not  a  foul  of  you  could  walk  away  : 
Still,  'midft  the  triumphs  of  your  gobbling  fame, 
I  tell  you,  great  R.  A.'s,  it  was  a  lhame. 

jf 
Grant,  you  were  greas'd  up  to  the  nofe  and  «yes, 

Your  cheeks  all  mining  like  a  lantern's  horn, 
With  tearing  hams  and  fowls,  and  giWet  pies, 

And  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  pigeons  newly  bora ; 
Though  great,  in  your  opinion,  be  your  fame, 
I  tell  you,  great  R.  A.'s,  it  was  a  fhame. 

This,  let  me  own — the  candour-loving  Mufe 
Moft  willingly  Sir  JOSHUA  can  excufe, 

Who  tries  the  nation's  glory  to  increafe; 
Whofe  genius  rare  is  very  feldom  nodding, 
But  .deep  on  painting  fubjects  plodding, 

To  rival  Italy  and  Greece. 

But  pray,  Sir  WILLIAM,*  what  have  you  to  fay  > 
No  fuch  impediment  is  in. your  way  ; 

Genius  can't  hurtjw*r  etiquette  attention  ; 
And  Meffieurs  TYLER,  WILTON,  and  RIGAUD*, 
Have  you  a  genius  i  to  impede  yon  ?: — No  ! 

Nor  many  a  one  betides  that  I  could  mention. ; 

- 

This  year  .(God  willing)  I  (hall  vifit  France, 

And  taflc  of  Louis,  grand  lVIonarqi>e  !  the  prog: 
His  Grace  of  ORLEANS,  fo  kind,  perchance, 

May  aft.  me  to  his  houfe  to  pick  a  frog  ; 

*H 

*  Sir  W.  Cham'-crs. 

K3  And 
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And  yet,  what  right  have  /  to  viiit  there  ? 
Wbo  fee  a  Prince  fo  vilely  treated  here. 

Ye  Royal  Artifb,  at  your  future  feafts, 

I  fear  you'll  make  their  GRACES  downright  Daniek: 
And  as  the  PROPHET  din'd  arnongft  wild  beads, 

The  Dukes  may  join  your  pointers  and  your  fparjiels. 


ODE    III. 

x 

Peter  giveth  fage  advice  to  mercenary  artifts,  and  telleth  a  moft  dele&able 
flory  of  a  country  bumpkin  and  a  peripatetic  ra^or-fellcr. 

T^ORBEAR,  my  friends^  to  facrifice  your  fame 
•*•    ;To  fordid  gain,  unlefs  that  you  are  ftarving  : 
J  own  that  hunger  will  indulgence  claim 
For  hard  ftoae  heads  and  landicape  carving. 

In  order  to  make  hafte  to  fell  and  eat> 
For  there  is  certainly  a  charm  in  .meat : 
Aud  in  rebellious  tones  will  ftormchs  fpeak, 
That  have  not  tailed  victuals  for  a  week. 

But  yet  there  are  a  mercenary  crew, 
Who  value  fame  no  more  than  an  old  fhoe ; 
Provided  for^their  daubs  they  get  a  fale  ; 
Juil  like  the  man—but  ftay~]''il  tell  the  tale. 

A  fellow  in  a  market  town, 

Moft  rnufical,, cry 'd  razors  up  and  down, 

And  offered,  twelve  for  eighteen- pence  ; 
Which  certainly  feem'd1  wond'rous  cheap, 
And  for  the  money,  quite  a  heap, 

A&evjry  man  would  buy,  with  cadi  and  fenfe. 

A  country  Bumpkin  the  great  offer  heard  : 

Poor  Hodge,  who  fuffer'd  by  a  broad  black  beard, 

That 
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That  feem'd  a  {hoe-brufli  iluck  beneath  his  nofe  : 
With  cheerfulnefs  the  eighteen  -pence  he  paid, 
And  proudly  to  himfelf,  in  vvhifpers,  faid, 

u  This  rafcal  dole  the  razors,  I  fuppofe. 

"  No  matter  if  the  fellow  be  a  knave, 
44  Provided  that  the  razors  JJiave  ; 

*'  It  certainly  will  be  a  monftrous  prize." 
So  home  the  tlown,  with  good  his  fortune  Went, 
Smiling  in  heart  and  foul  content, 

And  quickly  foap'd  himfeif  to  ears  and  eyes. 

Being  well  lather'd  from  a  diftx.or  tub, 
Hodge  now  began  with  grinning  pain  to  grub, 

Juft  like  a  hedger  cutting  furze  : 
'Twas  a  vile  razor!—  then  the  reft  he  try'd  — 
All  were  impoftors  —  "  Ah,"  Hodge  figh'd  ! 

"  I  wifh  my  eighteen-pence  within  my  purfe." 

In  vain  to  chafe  his  beard,  and  bring  the  graces, 

He  cut,  and  dug,-and  wince'd,  arid  ftamp'd,  andfwore; 

Brought  blood,  and  danc'd,  blafphem'd,  and  made  wry 

faces^ 
And  curs'd  each  razor's  bp^y  o'er  and  o'er. 


His  muzzle^  .form'd  of 

Firm  as  a  Foxite,  \vou^d  not  iofe,  its  niff  : 

So  kept  it  —  laughing  at  the  fteel  and  fuds  : 
Hodge,  in  a  paflion,  ftretch'd  his  angry  jaws, 
Vowing  the  direft  vengeance,  w,ith..clench'd  claws, 

On  the  vile  CHEAT  that  fold  the  goods. 
44  Razors  !   a  damn'd,)  confounded  dcg, 
"  Not  fit  to  fcrape  a  hog  !" 

Hodge  fought  the  fellow  —  found  him—  and  begun: 
'*  P'rhaps,  Rafter  Razor-rogue,  to  you  'tis  fun, 

"  That  people  flay  themfelves  our  of  their  lives  : 
44  You  rafcal  !  for  an  hour  have  i  been  grubbing, 
*4  Giving  my  crying  whifkers  here  a  fcrubbing, 

44  With  razors  juft;like  oyfter-knives. 

w  Sirrah! 
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**  Sirrah  !  I  tell  you,  you're  a  knave, 
"  To  cry  up  razors  that  can't  flaw" 

w  Friend,"  quoth  the  razor-man,  "  I'm  not  a  knave : 
'*  As  for  the  razors  you  have  bought, 
**  Upon  my  foul  I  never  thought 
"  That  they  would  Jkave^ 

**  Not  think  they'd  Jkave  /"  quoth  Hodge,  with  won- 

d'ring  eyes, 
And  voice  not  much  unlike  an  Indian  yell ; 

"  What  were  they  made  for  then,  you  dog?'*  he  cries* 
"*  Made  I"  quoth  the  fellow,  with  a  fmile— "  to/ell.*' 


ODE      IV. 

Peter  oWerveth  the  Lex  Ta/ionis. 

• 

*\XJTEST  tells  the  world  that  PETER  cannot  rhyme  : 

PBTE-*  declares  .point   blank  that   WEST  -can't 
faint. 

WEST  fwears  I've  not  an  atom  of  Jullime  : 
1  fwear  he  hath  no  notion  of  a  faint ; 

And  that  his  crofs-wing'd  cherubims  are  fowls,  ' 
Baptiz'd  by-  naturalifts,  ow/s  ; 
Half  of  the  meek  apoftles,  gangs  of  robbers; 
His  angels,  fets  of  brazen-headed  lubbers. 


The  Holy  Scripture  fays,  «  All'flefh  is  grafs;"— 
V/ith;Mifter  WkST,  all  flefh  is  brick  and  brafs ; 
Except  his  horfe-flefh,  that  1  fairly  own, 
Is  chie.fly  of  die  choiceft  Portland  ftone. 

I've  laid,  too,  that  this  artift's  faces 
Ne'er  paid  a  vifit  to  the  GRACES  ; 

that 
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That  on  ExpTejjton,  he  can  never  brag  : 
Yet  for  this  article  hath  he  been  ftudying  ; 
But  in  it  never  could  furpafs  a  pudding—  - 

No,  gentle  reader,  nor  a 


I  dare  not  fay  that  Mifter  WEST 

Cannot  found  criticifm  impart: 
I'm  told  the  man  with  technicals  is  bleft, 

That  he  can  talk  a  deal  upon  the  art  : 
Yes,  he  can  talk,  I  do  not  doubt  it— 
"  About  it,  goddefa,  and  about  ir  !" 

Thus,  then,  is  Mifter  WEST  deferving  praife, 
And  let  my  juftice  the  fair  laud  afford  ; 

For,  lo  !  this  far-fam'd  artift  cuts  both  ways  ; 
Exactly  like  the  Angel  GABRIEL'S  fword  : 

The  beauties  of  the  art  his  converfe  fliows  ; 

His  canvafs,  almoft  ev'ry  thing  that's  bad  ! 
Thus  at  th'  Academy,  we  mud  fuppofe, 

A  man  more  ufeful  never  could  be  bad  ; 
Who  in  himfelf,  a  hoft,  fo  much  can  do  ; 
Who  is  both  precept  and  example  too. 


ODE      V, 


Great  advice  is  given  to  gsntfaw  astfWs-rTQ  Mr-  W«l>b  and  Mr.  H. 

VValp  ->le  particularly  —  Peter  Paevve:i>  \vundei  ful  knowledge  in  the  art 
of  painting  —  AnimaJverteth  on  the  Squire  of  StrawUrryrhill. 

i  . 

A  STRONOMERS  ihould  treat  of  fbrs  and  comets  ; 
*^  Doftors  of  '  ajjafxti'da  and  vomits, 
And  apoplexies,  thofe  light  troops  of  Death, 
That  ufe  no  ceremony  with  our  breath  ; 
Ague  and  dropfy,  jaundice  and  catarrh^ 
The  grim-look  tyrant's  heavy  horfe  of  war. 

Farriers 
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Farriers  fhould  write  on  farcys  and  the  glanders ; 

Bug-doclors  only  upon  bed-difovders ; 
Farmers,  on  land,  ploughs,  pigs,  ducks,  geefe, and  ganders; 

Nightmen  alone,  on  aromatic  ordures. 

The  artifts  ihould  on  painting  folely  write ; 

Like  David,  then  they  may  "  good  things  indite,'* 

But  when  the  inob  of  gentlemen 

Defert  their  province,  and  take  up  the  pen, 

The  Lord  have  mercy  on  the  f.rt  1 

Their  crow-quills  can  no  light  impart. 

This  verfe  be  thine,  Squire  Webb  * — it  is  thy  due : 
And  Miller  HORACE  WALPoLE,f  what  think  you  ? 


*  Author  of  a  Treatife  on  Painting,  who  feems  to  difplay  a  greater 
parade  of  erudition  than  real  knowledge  in  the  art. 

f  A  gentlemen  9nce  rrf->ected  in  the  literary  world  ;  an  amateur,  but 
by  no  means  a  connoiffcur  in  painting,  and  a  whoiefale  dealer  in 
flummery  to  people  of  wor/bip.  When  Mr.  H.  Walpole  penned  his 
flattering  advert ilcmcnt,^  he  ihou'd  hare  confidered  that  the  province 
of  an  hiftorian  is  impartial  truth.  Let  us  fee  how  he  has  acquitted 
himfeif.  —  "  Poftcrity  (writcth  Mr.  W.)  appreciates  impartially  the 
"  works  of  the  dead.  To  pofterity  he  leaves  the  continuation  of  thefe 
«  volumes;  and  recommends  to  the  lovers  of  arts  the  induftry  of  Mr. 
t(  Vertue,  who  preferved  notices  of  all  his  cotemporai  ies,  as  he  had 
"  collected  of  paft  ages,  and  thence  gave  birth  to  this  work.  In  that 
"  fupplement  will  not  be  forgotten  the  wonderful  progrefs,  in.mini.i- 
"  ture,  of  Lady  Lucan,  who  has  arrived  at  copying  the  moft  exquifite 
"  works  of  Ifaac  and  Peter  Oliver,  Hofkins,  and  Cooper, 'with  a  ge- 
"  nius  that  almoft  depreciates  thofe  matters,  when  we  confider  th.it 
"  th«y  fpent  their  lives  in  attaining  perfection  ;  and  who,  (baring 
«  above  their  modeft  timidity,  has  transferred  the  vigour  of  Raphael 
'*  to  her  copies  in  water-colours.  There  will  be  recorded  the  living 
"  etchings  of  Mr.  H.  Bunkiry,  the  fecond  Hogarth,  the  firft  imitator 
"  who  ever  fully  equalled  his  original ;  and  who,  like  Hogarth,  has 
u  more  humour  when  he  invents,  than  when  Vie  illuftrates — probably 
"  becaufe  genius  can  draw  from  the  fources  of  nature  with  more  fpiric 
"  than  from  the  ideas  of  another.  Has  any  painter  ever  executed  a 
"  fcene,  a  character  of  Shakefpeare,  that  approached  the  prototype  fo 
"  near  as  Shakefpeare  himfeif  attained  to  nature  ?  Yet  is  there  a 

J   Vide  Anecdotes  ef  PaftifiKg,   Vol.  IV,  Page  9. 

«  pcncii 
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Ho  RACE,  thou  haft  fome  trifling  tafte  and  fenfe ; 
Then  don't,  of  folly,  be  lit  fuch  expencei 

Do 

*<  pencil  in  a  living  hand  as  capable  of  pronouncing  the  paflions  as  our 
"  unequalled  poet ;  a  pencil  not  only  infpired  by  his  infight  into  na 
ff  ture,  but  by  the  graces  and  tafte  of  Grecian  artifts.  But  it  is  not 
«  fair  to  excite  the  curjoliry  of  the  public,  when  both  the  rank,  and 
«  baihful  merit  of  the  pofieflbr,  and  a  too  rare  exertion  of  fuperior 
«  talents,  confine  the  proofs  to  a  narrow  circle.  Whoever  has  feen, 
«  the  drawings,  and  bas-reliefs,  defigned  and  executed  by  Lady  Diana 
"  Beauclcrc,  is  fenfible  that  thefe  imperfect  encomiums  are  far  fhort 
«  of  the  excellence  of  her  works.  Her  portrait  of  'he  Duchefs  of 
«  Devonlhire,  in  feveral  hands,  confirms  the  truth  of  part  of  thefe 
«  aflertions.  The  nymph- like  fimplicity  of  the  figure  is  equal  to  what 
"  a  Grecian  ftatuary  would  have  formed  for  a  dryad  or  a  goddefs  of  a 
«*  river.  Bartolotzi's  print  of  her  two  daughters,  after  the  drawing 
*<  of  the  fame  lady,  is  another  f pec i men  of  her  fingular  genius  and 
«*  tafte.  The  gay  and  fportive  innocence  of  the  younger  daughter, 
*«  and  the  demure  application  of  the  elder,  are  as  charadteriftically 
«  contrafted  as  Milton's  Allegro  and  Penferofo.  A  third  female  ge- 
"  nius  is  Mrs.  Darner,  daughter  of  General  Conway,  in  a  walk  more 
«  difficult  and  far  more  uncommon  than  painting.  The  annals  of 
"  ftatuary  record  few  artifts  of  the  fair  fex,  and  not  one  that  I  recol- 
"  left  of  any  celebrity.  Mrs.  Darner's  bufts  from  the  life  are  not 
"  inferior  to  the  antique ;  and  their's,  we  are  fure,  were  not  more 
«'  like.  Her  ihock  dog,  large  as  life,  and  only  not  alive,  hns  a 
11  loofenefs  and  foftnefs  in  the  curls  that  feemed  impofllble  to  terra- 
«  cotta  :  it  rivals  the  marble  one  of  Bernini  in  the  royal  collection. 
"  As  the  ancients  have  left  us  but  five  animals  of  equal  merit  with 
41  their  human  figures,  namely,  the  Barberini  goat,  the  Tufcan  boar, 
«'  the  Mattei  eagle,  the  eagle  of  Strawberry -hill,  and  Mr.  Jenning's, 
«  now  Mr.  Duncombe's,  dog,  the  talent  of  Mrs.  Damcr  muft  appear 
"  in  the  moft  diftinguUhed  light.  Aided  by  fome  inftructions  from 
"  that  maftcrly  ftatuary  Mr.  Bacon,  me  has  attempted  and  executed 
^  a  buft  in  marble.  Cerncchi,  from  whom  firft  <he  received  four  or 
"  five  Ic-fTons,  has  given  a  whole  figure  of  her  as  the  Mufe  of  Sculpture, 
'«  in  which  he  has  happily  preferved  the  graceful  lightnefs  of  her  form 
"  and  air." — Such  is  the  praife  !  and/A^  the  cfyefts  of  it  ! 

But  we  have  another  crow  to  pull  wit^i  Mr.  W.  (I  beg  his  pardon, 
the  Earl  of  Orford)  before  we  part.     Speaking  of  Vandyke's  marriage 

to  a  daughter  of  Lord  Gowry,  he  thus  exprcflcs  himfclf:  "Towards 

11  the  end  of  his  (Vandyke's)   life,  the  King  bcftowcd  on  him  for  a 

"  wife,  Mary,  the  daughter  of  the   unfortunate  Lord  Gowry,  which 

«'  if  meaned  as  a  fignal  honour,  might  be  calculated  too  to  dcprefi  five 

u  difgraccd  family,  by  connc&ir^  them  with  the  McoJ  cf  a  fainter. 

<i  Such 
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Do  not  to  Lady  Luc  AN  *  pay  fuch  court ; 
Her  better  knowledge  will  not  thank  thee  for't. 
Ah !  don't  endeavour  thus  to  dupe  her, 
By  fw earing  that  (lie  equals  CoopER.f 

So  grofs  the  flattery,  faith  !  it  feems  to  (how 
That  verily  thou  d'ofl  not  know 

The  pow'rs  requir'd  for  copying  a 
And  thofe  for  copying  Darrre  Nature : 
Alas  !  a  much  more  arduous  matter  ! 

So  don't  expofe  thy  (elf,  but  mind  my  ftricrure. 

Thou'lt  fay  it  was  mere  compliment; 
That  nothing  eife  was  thy  intent, 

Although  it  might  difgrace  a  boy  at  fchool : 
I  grant  the  facl,  and  think  that  no  man 
Says  or  writes  fiilier  things  to  woman  ; 

But  ftill  'tis  making  each  of  you  a  fool. 

Yet,  HORACE,  think  not  that  I  write 
,    Through  fpite; 

Think  not  I  read  thy  works  with  jealous  pain  ; 
Lord,  no  !  although  no  favourite  with  me, 
Thou  mayjl  \s?  fomething  of  a  bel  cfprlt : 

Let  me  not  damn  the  windmill  of  thy  brain  ; 
It  is  a  pretty  and  ingenious  mill, 
Juft  fit  to  grind  forfeit  round  Strawberry. hill ! 

Such  is  the  liberal  fp'r.  it  of  the  hiftorian  of  Strawberry -hill  !  fuck  is 
the  r<  flexion  from  the  pen  of  a  man  who  prctenJs  to  Ulrtioft  an  adora 
tion  for  the  Michael  An^elos,  the  Raphael  s,  the  Corregins,  the  Titian?, 
the  Reynoldfcs ;  a  reflection  that  d;ues  mention  the  vanity  of  ft  le,  and 
the  tiivinity  of  genixt,  in  the  fame  fentence  ;  the  trumpery  prefent  of 
Ki-!g*y  and  the  greatc-ft  gift  of  the  sJlmighfy- 

*  A  lady  of  fomc  ingenuity  in  the  miniature  department. 
^   A  famous  miniature- painter  in  the  time  of  Cromwell. 


ODE 
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ODE      VI. 

Fetcr  ftill  continucth  to  give  great  advice,  and  to  exhibit  deep  refle&ion 
—  He  telleth  a  miraculous  ftory;, 

'T'HERE  is  a  ktuick  in  doing  many  a  thing, 
•*•    Which  labour  cannot  to  perfeclion  bring  : 
Therefore,  however  great  in  your  own  eyes, 
Pray  do  not  hints  from  other  "folks,  defpife. 


fomething  great,  at  times,  may  ftumble, 
And  confequentiy  be  a  good  advifer; 
On  which,  for  ever,  your  wife  men  may  fumble, 
And  never  be  a  whit  the  wifer. 

Yes  !  I  advife  you,  for  there's  wifdom  in't, 
Never  to  rife  fuperior  to  a  hint  : 

The  genius  of  each  man  with  keennefs  view  ; 
A.  f  park,  from  this  or  that  man,  caught, 
IVlay  kindle,  quick  as  thought, 

A  glorious  bonfire  up,  i 


A  queftion  of  you,  let  me  beg — 

Of  fam'd  Columbus  and  his  egg,     . 
Pray,  have  you  heard  ? — "  Yes."— Oh,  then  if  you  pleafe, 
I'll  give  you  the  two  Pilgrims  and  the  Peas. 

THE  PILGRIMS  AND  THE  PEAS. 

A    TRUE    STORY. 

A  BRACE  of  finners  for  no  good, 

Were  order'd  to  the  Virgin  Mary's  fhritie, 

i  Who  at  Loretto  dwelt  in  wax,  ftone,  wood, 

And,  in  a  curl'd  white  wig,  look'd  wond'rous  fine. 

Fifty  long  miles  had  thofe  fad  rogues  to  travel, 
With  fomething  in  their  flioes  much  worfe  than  gravel ; 
VOL.  L  L  I  In 
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In  fliort,  their  toes,  fo  gentle  to  amufe, 
The  prieft  had  order'd  peas  into  their  ftioes : 

A  noftrum  famous  in  old  Popifh  times 
For  purifying  fouls  that  fturik  with  crimes ; 

A  fort  of  apoftolic  fait, 

That  Popifh  parfons  for  its  powers  exalt 
For  keeping  fouls  of  finners  fweet, 
Juit  as  our  kitchin  fait  keeps  meat. 

The  knaves  fet  off  on  the  fame  day, 
Peas  in  their  fhoes,  to  go  and  pray ; 

But  very  diff  'rent  was  their  fpeed,  I  wot  5 
One  of  the  finners  gallop'd  on, 
Light  as  a  bullet  from  a  gun  ; 

The  other  Irmp'd  as  if  he  had  been  (hot. 

ONE  faw  the  VIRGIN  foon — peccavi <:ry'd— 

Had  his  foul  whitewafiVd  all  fo  clever  : 
When  home  agrjn  he  nimbly  hied ; 

Made  fit,  with  faints  above,  to  live  for  ever. 

lu  coming  back,  however,  let  me  fay, 

He  met  his  brother  rogue  about  half  way ; 

Hobbling,  with  out-ftretch'd  bum  and  bending  knees ; 

Damning  the  fouls  and  bodies  of  the  peas  s 

His  eyes  in  tears,  his  checks  and  brows  in  fweat, 

Deep  fympathizing  with  his  groaning  feet. 

*'  How  now!"  the  light-toed,  whitewau^d  pilgrim  broke; 

"  You  lazy  lubber  V— 

"  Oddscurfe  it!"  cried  the  t'other,  "  ''tis  no  jok(^~ 
**  My  feet,  once  hard  as  any  rock, 
"  Are  now  as  foft  as  blubber. 

*;  Excufe  me,  Virgin  Mary,  that  I  fVear ; 
"  As  for  Loretto,  I  (hall  not  get  there : 
"  Nol  to  the  dev'l  my  finful  foul  muft  go  ; 
*'  For  damme  if  I  ha'n't  lofl  ev'ry  toe. 

**  But, 
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&<  But,  brother  finrier,  do  explain 
"  How  'tis  that  you  are  not  in  pain  ; 

"  What  POW'R  hath  work'd  a  wonder  for  your  toes ; 
**  Whilft  /,  jiiil  like  a  fnail,  am  crawling, 
*'  Now  fwearing,  now  on  Saints  devoutly  bawling, 

"  Whilft  not  a.  rafcal  comes  to  eafe  my  woes  ? 

"  How  is't  thatj'OK  can  like  a  greyhound  ^, 

"  Merry,  as  if  that  nought  had  happened,  burn  ye  !" 
"  Why,"  cry'd  the  other,  grinning,  "  you  muft  knpwr 
"  T^hat  juft  before  I  ventur'd  on  my  journey, 
"  To  walk  a  little  more  at  eafe, 
"  I  took  the  liberty  to  boil  my  peas." 


ODE      VII, 

Peter  grinneth  delicioufly  at  the  blind  idolatry  of  the  prefent  age  for  the 
ancient  matters ;  and  alfo  at  the  illiberally  of  artifts  of  the  prefent- 
day,,  towards  each  orhen 

XTOtlNG  men,  be  cautious  of  each  critic  word 
•*•     That,  blafphemous,  may  much  offence  afford ; 

I  mean,  that  wounds  an  ancient  matter's  fame  j 
At  Titian,.  Guido,  Julio,  Veronefe, 
Your  lengthening  phiz  let  admiration  feize, 

And  throw  up  both  your,  eyes  at  Raphael's  name. 

> 

Ev'n  by  a  print-mop  mould  you  chance  to  pafs. 
Adore  their  effigy  infide  the  glafs : 

Juft  as,  with  Papifts,  the  religious  care  is, 
In  churches,  lanes,  to  bend  their  marrowbones 
To  bees- wax  faints,  bons-dieux  of  liones, 

Arid  beech,  or  deal,  or  wainfcot  Virgin  Marys.. 

Whate'er  their  errors,  they  no  more  remain ; 
For  TIME,  like  fullers' 'earth,  takes  out  each  ftain ; 
Nay  more — on  faults  that  modern  works  would  tarnijftr 
Tj/nE.fpreads  a  facred  coat  of  varntth. 

L  8*.  Spars 
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Spare  not  on  brother  artifts'  backs  the  lafh ; 
Put  a  good  wire  in't — let  it  fla/h  ; 

Since  ev'ry  'ftroke  with  int'relt  is  repaid  : 
For,  though  he  cannot  kill  the  man  outright, 
Yet,  by  this  effort  of  your  rival  fpite, 

Fifty  to  one  if  ye  don't  fpoii  his  trade. 
His  ruins  may  be  feathers  for  your  nefl  ;— 
The  maxim's  not  s;nifs — probatum  eft. 


ODE      VIII. 


The  Poet  inquireth  into  the  ftate  of  the  Exhibition — Lafheth  Father 
Time  for  making  great  geniufes,  and  defttoying  them — Praifeth  Rey 
nolds — Fatacieth  a  very  curious  dialogue  between  King  Alexander  and 
the  D<er,  the  fubjed  of  Mr.  Weft's  pidure — Turneth  to  Mr.  Weft's 
Refurredtion. 

*\XZ"ELL,  Mufe  !  what  is  there  in  the  Exhibition  ? 
*  *       How  thrive  the  beauties  of  the  graphic  art? 
Whofe  racing  genius  feerns  in  belt  condition 
For  GLORY'S  plate  to  (tart? 

Say  what  fly  rogues  old  Fame  cajole  ? 
Speak,  who  hath  brib'd  her  trumpet,  or  who  ftole? 
For  much  is  prais'd  that  ought  in  fires  to  mourn  j     j 
Nay,  what  would  ev'n  difgrace  a  fire  to  burn. 
/ 

What  artilts  boaft  a  work  fublime, 
That  mocks  the  teeth  of  raging  TIME  ? 

Old  fool !  who,  after  he  hath  form'd  with  pains 

A  genius  rare, 

To  make  folks  (tare, 
Knocks  out  his  brains : 

Like  children,  dolls  creating  with  high  brag?, 
Then  tearing  all  their  handy-works  to  rags. 

Lo! 
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Lo !  REYNOLDS  fhines  with  undiminim'd  ray  ! 
Keeps,  like  the  bird  of  Jove,  his  diftant  way  : 
Yet,  fimple  portrait  ftrikes  too  oft  our  eyes ; 
Whiltt  HIST'JIY,  anxious  for  his  pencil,  fighs. 

We  don't  deftre  to  fee  on  canvas  live, 

The  copy  of  a  jowl  of  lead  ; 
When  for  th'  original  we  would  not  give 

A  fmall  pin's  head. 

This  year,  of  picture,  Mifter  WEST 

Is  quite  a  Patagonian  maker  : 
He  knows  that  lulk  is  not  a  jeft  ; 

So  gives  us  painting  by  the  acre- 

But,  ah  !  this  ARTIST'S  brufli  can  never  brag; 
Upon  KINQ  ALEXANDER  and  the  STAG; 

For,  as  they  play'd  at  loggerheads  a  rubber, 
We  furely  ought  to  fee  a  handfome  battle 
Between  the  MONARCH  and  the  PIECE  of  CATTLE.? 

Whereas  each  keeps  his  diflance,  like  a  lubber* 

His  MAJESTY,  upon  his  breech  laid  low, 
Seems  preaching  to  his  horned  foe ; 
Obferving  what  a  very  wicked  tiling, 
To  hurt  the  facred  perfon  of  a  Ki  N  G  r 

And  feems,  about  his  bufinefs,  to  intreat  Kinr 

To  march,  for  fear  the  hounds  fliould  cat  him. 

Tiie  STAG  appears  to  fay,  in  plaintive  note, 
"  I  own,  KING  ALEXANDER,  rny  offence  r 
"  True  !  I've  not  fhow'd  my  loyalty,  nor  fenfe  \. 

"  So  bid  your  huntfmen  come  and 'cut  my  throat." 

The  cavalry,  adorn 'd  with  fair  ftone  bodies, 

Seem  on  the  dialogue  with  wonder  flaring ;  * 

And  on  their  flinty  backs,  a  fet  of  i.odJies, 

Not  One  brafs  farthing  for  their  MASTER  caring^ 

L  Behold ! 
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Behold  !  one  fellow  lifts  his  mighty  fpear 
To  fave  the  owner  of  the  Scottifti  crown ; 

Which,  harmlefs  hanging  o?er  the  gaping  deer, 
Seems  iiY  no  mighty  hurry  to  come  down. 

Another,  on  a  pegafus,  comes  fiying  ! 

His  phiz,  his  errand  much  belying ; 

For  if  he  means  to  ba/fe  the  beafr.  ib  cruel, 

God  knows,  'tis  with  a  fece  of  water-gruel.     - 

So  then,  fweet  Mufe,  the  pi&ure  boafts  no  merit — - 
As  fiat  as  difh -water,  or  dead  fmall  beer— 
Or,  what  the  mark  is  tolerably  near, 

As  heads  of  aldermen,  devoid  of  fpirit. 

Well,  then  !  turn  round — view  t'other  fide  the  room, 
And  fee  his  SAVIOUR  mounting  from  the  tomb  : 
Is  this  piece,  too,  with  painting  fins  fo  cramm'd, 
Bdrn  to  increafe  the  number  of  the  damrfd  ? 

My  fentiments  by  no  means  I  refufe— • 

Was  our  REDEEMER  like  that  wretched  thing,- 

I  do  not  wonder  that  the  cunning  JEWS 
Scorn'd  to  acknowledge  him  for  KIN  at 


ODE      IX. 

Peter  moralifeth,  and  giveth  good  advice. 

and  JEALOUSY,  that  pair  of  devils, 
*-*  StuiF'd,  Kke  PANDORA'S  boxy  with  wondrous 
I  hate,  abhor,  abominate,  deteft  : 
Like  CIRCE,  turning  man  into  a  beaft. 

Beneath  their  cankering  breath  no  bud  can  blow  ; 
Their  black'ning  pow^r  yefembles  foiut  in  corn, 
Which  kills  the  rifing  ears  that  (hould  adorn? 

And  bid  the  vales  with  golden  plenty  glow, 


Ye 
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Yet,  fierce  in  yonder  dome  each  demon  reigns ; 
Their  poifon  fv/elis  too  many  an  artift*s  veins ; 
Draws  from  each  labouring  heart  the  fearful  figh, 
And  cafts  a  fudden  gloom  on  ev'ry  eye. 

BRUSHMEN  !  accept  the  coimfel  PETER  fends, 
Who  fcorns  th'  acquaintance  of  this  brace  of  fiends 

Should  any,  with  uncommon  talents,  tow'r  j 
To  any,  is  fuperior  fcience  given ; 

Oh,  let  the  weaker  feel  their  happier  pow'r, 
Like  plants  that  triumph  in  the  dews  of  Heav'n  1 

Be  pleased,  like  REYNOLDS,  to  direct  the  blind  j 
Who  aids  the  feeble  fault'ring  feet  of  youth  : 

Unfolds  the  ample  volume  of  his  mind, 

With  genius  flor'd,  and  NATURE'S  fimple  truth  t 

Who,  though  a  SUN,  refembles  not  his  brother  ; 

Whofe  beams  fofull  of  jealonfy  confpire, 
Whene'er  admitted  to  the  room,  to-  fmother 

The  humble  kitchen,  or  the  parlour  fire. 


ODE      X. 

Peter  fpeaketh  jiguratively — Accommodateth    himfelf    to  vulgar  rea* 
ders- — Laiheth  pretenders  to  fame — Concludeth  merrily. 

A   MODEST  love  of  praife  I  do  not  blame; 
•**•  But  I  abhor  a  rape  on  Miflrefs  FAME. 
Although  the  Lady  is  exceeding  chafte,, 
Young  forward  bullies  feize  her  round  the  waifl ; 

Swear,  nokns  volens^  that  flie  mail  be  kifs'd  ; 
And  though  flie  vows  fhe  does  not  like  'em, 
Nay,  threatens,  for  their  impudence,  to  ftrike  'em, 

The  faucy  rafcals  ftill  perfift. 

Reader  !  of  images,  here's  no  con fu (I on ; 
Thou  therefore- underftand'ft  the  Bard's  allufion; 

But 
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Bui  poflibly  thou  haft  a  thickim  head  ; 

And  therefore  no  vaft  quantity  of  brain : 
Why  then,  my  precious  PIG  OF  LEAD, 

'Tis  neceflary  to  explain. 

Some  artifts,  if  I  may  fo  call  'em, 

So  ignorant  (the  foul  fiend  maul  'em  !) 

Mere  driv'lers  in  the  charming  art, 

Are  vaftly  fond  of  being  prais'd  ; 

Wifh  to  the  ftars,  like  Blarichard,  to  be  rais'd  r 
And  rais'd  they  mould  be,  reader — from  a  cart. 

If  difappointed  hi  fbme  STENTOR'S  tongue, 
Upon  themfefoes  they  pour  forth  profe  or  long ; 

Or  buy  it  in  fome  venal  paper, 

And  then  heroically  vapour. 

What  prigs  to  immortality  afpire^ 

Who  Hick  their  tram  around  the  room  ! 

Tram  meriting  a  very  diff'rent  doom — 
I  mean  the  warmer  regions  of  the^fire  ! 

Heaven  knows,  that  I  am  anger'd  to  the  foul, 
To  find  fome  blockheads  of  their  works  fo  vain  ; 

So  proud  to  fee  them  hanging  cheek  by  jowl 

With  Kr,*  whofe  pow'rs  the  Art's  high  fame  fuftain, 

To  wond'rous  merit  their  pretenfion, 

On  fuch  vicinity  fufpenjion, 

Brings  to  my  mind  a  not  unpleafant  fiory, 

Which,  gentle  readers,  let  me  lay  before  ye : 

A  fhabby  fellow  chanc'd,  one  day,  to  meet 
The  Britim  Ros.cius  in  the  ftreet, 

GARRICK,  on  whom  our  nation  juftly  brags ; 
The  fellow  hugg'd  him  with  a  kind  embrace  : 
"  Good  Sir,  I  do  not  recollect  your  face," 

Quoth  Grarick — "  No  !"  replied  the  man  of  rags — 

*  The  Prefident. 

"  The 
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"  The  boards  of  Drury  you  and  I  have  trod 
"  Full  many  a  time  together,  I  am  fure." — 

"  When?"  with  an  oath,  cry'd  GAR  RICK — "for  by  G— 
"  I  never  faw  that  face  of  your's  before  ! 

'*  What  characters,  I  pray, 

"  Did  you  and  /  together  play  ?" 

"  Lord  !"  quoth  the  fellow,  "  think  not  that  I  mock  : 
"  When  you  play  'd  HAMLET,  Sir,  /play'dthe  COCK."* 


ODE       XL 

Peter  talketh  fenftbJy  and  knowingly — Recommendeth  it  to  Artifts  t® 
prefer  pictures  for  their  merit — Difcovereth  mufical  knowledge,  ;md 
Jhoweth,  that  he  not  only  hath  kept  company  with  Fid-/rn,  but 
Fiddle-Wtf&rj — He  fatiiizeth  the  Pyt«^o-Cogaofcenti — Piaifcch  his 
ingenious  neighbour,  Sir  Jofhua. 

T>  E  not  impos'd  on  by  a  name ; 
•*-*     But  bid  your  eye  the  picture's  merit  trace : 
POUSSIN  at  times  in  outlines  may  be  lame, 
And  GUIDO'S  angels  deflitute  of  grace. 

Yet,  lo  !   a  picture  of  feme  famous  fchool : 

A  warranted  old  daub  of  reputation, 
Where  charming  PAINTING'S  almoit  ev'ry  rule 

Hath  fu  tier 'd  almoft  ev'ry  violation, 
Oft  hath  been  gaz'd  at,  by  devouring  eyes, 
Where  NATURE,  bauHh'd  from  the  picture  fighs. 

So  fome  old  DUCHESS,  as  a  badger  gray, 

Her  li lags  by  TIME,  fure  DENTIST,  ihatch'd  away, 

Witjj  long,  lank,  flannel  cheeks  ; 
Where  AGE,  in  ev'ry  wrinkled  feature, 
Un to  the  poor,  weak,  ihaking  creature, 

Of  death,  unwelcome  tidings  fpeakb; 
Draws  from  the  gaping  mob  the  envying  look, 
fccaufe  her  huiband  chanc'd  to  be  a  DUKE. 

*  In  the  Ghoil  Scci.c. 

How 
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How  many  pafteboard  rocks,   and.  iron  feas  j 
How  many  torrents  wild,  of  ftill  ftone  water  ; 

How  many  brooms,  and  broornfticks  meant  for  trees, 
Becaufe  the  fancy 'd  labours  of  SALVATOR,W 

Whofe  pencil,  too,  moft  grofsly  may  have  blunder'd  ; 

Have  brought  the  bleft  poflefTor  many  a  hundred  ? 

Thus  prove  a  crowd,  a  SrAiNER,f  or  AMATI;£ 

No  matter  for  the  fiddlers  found  ; 
The  fortunate  POSSESSOR  mall  not  bate  ye 

A  doit,  of  fifty,  nay  a  hundred  pound :, 
And  though  what's  vulgarly  baptiz'd  a  repr 
Shall  in  a  hundred  pounds  be  deemU  dog  cheap. 

It  tickles  one  exceffively  to  hear 

Wife  prating  pedants  the  old  matters  praifej; 
Damning  by  wholefale,  with  farcaftic  fneeiy 

The  wretched  works  of  modem  days  ; 
Making  at  living  wights  fuch.  fatal  pufhes, 
As  though  not  good  enough  to  wipe:  their  brushes. 

And  yet  on  each  wife  cognofcente  afs, 

Who  fliall  for  hours  on  paint  and  fculpture  din  ye^. 
A  perfon,  with  facility,  may  pafs 

RIGA.UD  for  RAPHAEL — BAGON  for  BERNINI  ; 
Or,  little  as  an  OVEN  to  VESUVIUS! 
WILL  TYLER  for  PALLADIO  or  VITRUVIUS  ! 

One  would  imagine,  by  the  madd'ning  fools 
Who  talk  of  nothing  but  the  ancient  fchools, 

And  vilify  the  works  of  modern  brains, 
They  think  poor  Mother  NATURE'S  art  is  fjied, 
That  now  fhe  cannot  make  a  head, 

Who  took  with  old  Italian  nobs  fuch  pains  ; 
Nay,  turn'd  a  driv'kr,  that  her  pow'r  fo  funk  is, 
Tame  foul !  fhe  nothing  now  can  make  but  monkey t. 

*  Salrator  Rofa.  f  A  German  Fiddle«maker. 

t  A  maker  of;  fidcl«,  called  Cremoaas. 

«  Look 
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w  Look  at  your  fav'rite  REYNOLDS,"  is  their  drain; 

"  Allow'd  by  all,  the  firfi  in  EUROPE'S  eye; 
*'  One  atom  of  repute  can  REYNOLDS  gain, 

"  When  TITIAN,  RUBENS,  and  VANDYKE,  are  nigh? 
"  Say,  what  can  REYNOLDS  near  CORREGIO'S  line?'* 
Blinckards,  permit  me  to  inform  ye—JJiine  ! 


ODE      XII. 

Peter  increafeth  in  wifdom,  and  advifeth  wifely — S^emcth  angry  at  the 
illiberally  of  Nature  in  the  affair  of  his  good  acquaintance  the  Lord 
High  Chancellor  of  England,  and  Mr.  Pepper  Arden. — Peter  treateth 
his  readers  with  love-verfes  of  paft  times. 

jOOPY  not  NATURE'S  form  too  clofely, 

^"/  Whene'er  (he  treats  the  original  too  grofsly ; 

For  when  (lie  gives  deformity  for  grace^ 

Pray  have  a  little  mercy  on  the  face. 

Indeed  'twould  be  but  charity  to  flatter 

Some  dreadful  works  of  feeming  drunken  Nature. 

As  for  example ;  Let  us  now  fuppofe 

THURLOW'S  blac  kfcowl,  and  PEPPER  ARDEN'S  nofe: 

But  when  your  pencil's  powers  are  bid  to  trace 

The  fmiles  of  DEVONSHIRE— DUNCANNON'S  grace; 

To  bid  the  blufh  of  beauteous  CAMPBELL*  rile, 

And  wake  the  radiance  of  AUGUST A'sf  eyes, 

-(Gad!   Mufe,  thou  art  beginning  to  grow  loyal) 

And  paint  the  graces  of  the  PRINCESS  ROYAL  ; 

Try  all  your  art— and  when  your  toils  are  done, 

You  fhow  a  flinify  meteor  for  a  Sun. 

Or  fliould  your  fkill  attempt  kef  face  and  air, 
Who  fiYd  my  heart,  and  fix'd  iny  roving  eye, 

The  LOVES,  who  robb'd  a  world  to  make  her  fair, 
Would  quickly  triumph,  and  your  art  defy. 


*  Lady  Charlotte; 

^  Second  daughter  c|  the  King. 


Sweet 
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Sweet  NYMPH  !— but,  reader,  take  the  fong 

Which  CYNTHIA'S  charms  alone,  infpir'd; 
That  left  of  yore  the  poet's  tongue, 
When  LOVE  his  raptur'd  fancy  fir'd. 


SONG. 

FROM  her,  alas  !  whofe  fmile  was  love, 
I  wander  to  fome  lonely  cell  : 

My  figh  too  weak  the  maid  to  move, 
I  bid  the  flatterer  HOPE,  farewell. 

Be  all  her  Siren  arts  forgot. 

That  fill'd  my  bofom  with  alarms : 

Ah  !  let  her  crime,  a  little  fpot, 
Be  loft  amidft  a  world  of  charms. 

As  on  I  wander  flow,  my  fighs 

Atev'ry  ftep  for  CYNTHIA  mourn  : 

My  anxious  heart  within  me  dies, 

And  finking,  whifpers,  "  Oh !  return." 

Deluded  heart !  thy  folly  know, 
Nor  fondly  nurfe  the  fatal  flame: 

By  abfence  thou  (halt  lofe  thy  woe  ; 
And  only  fatter  at  her  name. 


Readers !  I  own  the  fong  of  love  is  fweet ; 

Moft  pleafing  to  the  foul  of  gentle  PETER  : 
Your  eyes,  then,  with  another  let  me  treat, 

Yes,  gentle  Sirs,  and,  in  the  fame  fweet  metre. 

SONG     TO    DELIA. 

SAY,  lonely  MAID,  with  down-caft  eye, 

Oh  DELIA  !  fay,  with  cheek's  fo  pale, 
What  gives  thy  heart  the  lengthened  figh, 

That  tells  the  world  a  mournful  talc  ? 

O  tell 
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Thy  tears  that  thus  each  other  chace, 

Eefpeak  a  bofom  fwell'd  with  woe ; 
Thy  fighs,  a  ftorm  that  wrecks  thy  peace, 

Which  fouls  like  thine  {lioulcl  never  know. 

O  tell  me,  doth  fome  favour'd  youth, 

With  virtue  tir'd,  thy  beauty  flight; 
And  leave  thofe  thrones  of  love  and  truth, 

That  lip,  and  bofom  of  delight  ? 
f 
Perhaps  to  nymphs  of  other  fhades, 

He  feigns  the  foft,  impaiTion'd  tear;     r 
'With  fighs  their  eafy  faith  invades, 

That  treach'rous  won  thy  witlefs  ear. 

Let  not  thofc  MAIDS  thy  envy  move, 

For  whom  his  heart  may  feem  to  pine ; 
That  HEART  will  ne'er  be  bleft  by  love, 

Whofe  guilt  could  force  a  pang  from  thine, - 


ODE 

Pious   Peter  acknowledgeth  great  obligations  to  the  Reverend 

Martin  Luther — Yet  lamenteth  the  effefts  of  this  Parfoa's  reformation 
on  Painting. 

WE  PROTESTANTS  owe  much  to  MARTIN  LUTHER, 
Who  found  to  Heav'n  a  fkorter  way  and  fmoother ; 
And  fliall  not  foon  repay  the  obligation  : 
MARTIN  againft  the  Papiils  got  the  laugh ; 
WHO,  as  the  butchers  bleed  and  bang  a  calf 
To  whitenefs — bled  and  bang'd  unto  falvation  .• 

As  if  fuch  drubbings  could  expel  their  fins  ; 

As  if  that  Pow'r,  whofe  works  with  awe  we  view, 
Grac'd  all  our  backs  with  fets  of  comely  fldns, 

Then  order'd  us  to  beat  them  black  and  blue, 

VOL.  I.  M  WeH 
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"Well  then  !  we  mu'ft  confefs  for  certain, 
That  much  we  owe  to  brother  MARTIN, 

Who  alter'd,  for  the  better,  our  religion  : 
Yet,  by  it,  glorious  PAINTING  much  did  lofe^ 

Was  pluck'd,  poor  GODDESS.!  likeagoofe; 

Or,  for  the  rhyme-fake,  like  a  jiigeon. 

Mad  at  the  WHORE  OF  BABYLON,  and  BULX, 
Down  from  the  churches  men  began  to  pull 
Pi&ures,  that  long  had  held  a  lofty  ftation  ; 
Piftures  of  SAINTS,  of  pious  reputation, 

For  curing,  by  a  miracle,  the  ills 
That  now  fo  ftubborn  yield  not  to  devotions, 
'But  unto  blifters,  bolufles,  and  potions, 

That  make  fuch  handfome  'pothecaries  bills.  - 

Down  tumbled  ANTHONY  who  preachM  to  Sprats  ; 
And  Hjs*  who  held  difcourfes  with  a  HOG, 
That,  grunting  after  him,  fo  us'd  to  jog, 

Came  down  -by  favour  of  long  fticks  and  bats. 

The  SAINTS  who  grinn'd  on  fpits,  like  ven'fon  roafling; 

Broiling  on  gridir'ns  ;  baking  in  an  oven  ^ 
Or  on  a  fork,  like  cheefe  of  -Chemire,  toafting  ; 

Or  kick'd  to  death,  by  Satan's  hoof  fo  cloven  ; 
All  humbled  to  the  ground  were  forc'd  to  fall, 
Spits,  forks,  and  gridir'ns,  ovens,  dev'l  and  all. 

Ev'n  Saints  of  poor  Old  England's  breeding, 
Jn  wonders,  many  foreign  ones,  exceecfing, 

Our  hot  REFORMERS  did  as  roughly  handle: 
In  troth,  poor  harmlefs  fouls  !  they  met  no  quarter, 
But  down  were  tumbled,  MIRACLE  and  MARTYR.; 

Put  up  in  lots,  .and  fold  by  inch  of  candle. 


we  been  Papifts  —  Lord  !  we  ftili  had  feen 
Devils  and  Devils  mates,  young  pimping  liars  . 

Tempting  the  bhifhing  NUNS  of  frail  fifteen, 
With  gangs  of  ogling,  rofy,  wanton  FRIARS.: 

*  Commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Pig  Anthony. 

Which 
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Which  NUNS,  fo  pure,  no  love- fpeech  could  cajole; 
Who  flared  the  body,,  to  prefcrve  the  foul. 

Then  had  we  feen  St.  DENNIS  with  his  head 
Frefti  in  his  hand,  and,  with  affe&ion,  killing ; 

As  if  the  nob,  that  from  his  fhoulders  fled, 

By  knife  or  broad-fword,  never  had  been  miffing  r 

Then  had  we  £en,  upon  their  friendly  coating, 

SAINTS  on  the  waves,  like  gulls  and  wigeonsr  floating, 

I've  feen  a1  SAINT  on  board  a  (hip,. 

To  whom,  for  a  fair  wind,  the  Papifts  pray, 
Well  flogg'd  from  ftem  to  ftern,  by  birch  and  whipr 

Poor  wooden  fellow  !  twenty  times  a  day  : 

PullM  by  the  nofe,  and  kick'd — call'd  lubber,  owlr 
To  make  him  turn  a  wind,  to  fair  from  foul ! 
And  oft  thefe  things  have  brought  a  profp'rous  gale, 
When  pray'rs  and  curfes  have  been  found  to  fail. 
This,  had  we  Papifts  been,  had  grac'd  our  churches,- 
Saints,  feamen,  nofe-pulling,  kicks,  whips,  and  birches,. 


ODE      XIV. 

Peter  attacketh  the  R.  A.'sV 

X7"E  ROYAL  SIRS,  before  I  bid  adieu, 
•••      Let  me  inform  you,  fame  deferve  my  praife; 
But  truft  me,  gentle  'Squires,  ye  are  but  few 
Whofe  names  would  not  difgrace  my  lays  ; 
You'll  fay,  with  grinning,  flwrp,  farcaftic  face, 
"  We  muft  be  bad  indeed,  if  that's  the  cafe." 
Why,  if  the  truth  I  muft  declare, 
So,  gentle  'Squires,  you  really  are  I 

I'm  greatly  pleas'd,  I  muft  allow,. 

To  fee  the  foreigners  beat  hollow  ; 
Who  ftole  into  that  dome  the  Lord  knows  how ; 

(I  hope  to  God  no  more  will  follow  :) 
Ma 
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Who,  curs'd  with  a  poor  fniv'ling  fpirit, 
Were  never  known  to  vote  for  Merit  ;— 

Poor  narrow-minded  imps, 
Hanging  together  juft  like  ihrimps. 
J  own,  (fo  little  they  have  merited) 

That  from  yon  noble  dome, 

Made  almoft  an  Italian  and  French  home, 
I  Ions  to  fee  the  vermin  ferreted. 


e> 


Yet  where's  the  houfe,  however  watch'd  by  cats, 
That  can  get  rid  of  all  its  rats  ? 
Or,  if  a  prettier  fimile  may  pleafe, 
Where  is  the  bed  that  hath  not  fleas  ? 
Or  if  a  prettier  Jiill — what  London  rugs 
Have  not  at  times  been  vifited  by  bugs,  f 


ODE      XV. 

Peter  taketh  leave — Difplayeth  wonderful  learning — Seemeth  forty  t« 
part  with  his  Reader: — Adminiftereth  crumbs  of  coinfort. 

A/T  Y  deareft  readers !  'tis  with  grief  I  tell, 
-*"VJ-  That  now,  for  ever,  I  muft  bid  farewell ! 

Glad,  if  an  ode  of  mine,  with  grins,  can  treat  ye, 

Valete : 
And  if  you  like  the  Lyric  PETER'S  oddity 

Plaudite. 

Rich  as  a  Jew  am  I  in  Latlan  lore — 
So,  claflic  readers,  take  a  fentence  more :  - 
Pulchrum  eft  monftrari  digito,  et  dicier  hie  eft  / 
Says  JUVEN  AL,  who  lov'd  a  bit  of  fame : 
In  Englim — Ah  !  'tis  fweet  among  the  thickeft 
To  be  found  out,  and  pointed  at  by  name. 

*  to 
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To  hear  the  Jlirlnking  GREAT  exclaim,  "  That's  PETER, 

"  Who  makes  much  immortality  by  metre; 

"  Who  nobly  dares  indulge  the  tuneful  whim, 

"  And  cares  no  more  for  KINGS  than  KINGS  for  him  /" 

Yet  one  word  more  before  we  part : 

Should  any  take  it  grievoufly  to  heart ; 

Look  melancholy,  pale,  and  wan,  and  thin, 

Like  a  poor  pullet  that  hath  eat  a  pin  j 

Put  on  a  poor  defponding  face,  and  pine, 

Becatife  that  PETER  the  Divine 

Reiblves  to  give  up  Painting  Odes : 

By  all  the  rhyming  GoddelTes  and  Gods, 

I  here,  upon  a  poet's  word,  proteil, 

That  if  it  is  the  world's  requeft 

That  I  again  in  Lyrics  fhould  appear; 
Lo  !  rather  than  be  guilty  of  the  fin 
Of  lofirig  GEORGE  the  THIRD,  e/rc  SUBJECT'S  Jkin^ 

My  LYRIC  BAGPIPE  (hall  be  tun'd  next  year, 
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LOUSIAD, 


HEROI-COMIC    POEM 


CANTO      I. 


Trima  Syracofio  dignata  eft  ludere  verfu 

Noftra,  nee  erubuit  fylvas  habitare  Thalia  ; 

Cum  canercm  regcs  et  praelia,  Cynthius  aurem 

Veilit  et  admonuit  VlRClL* 

I,  who  fo  lately  in  my  Lyric  lays 
Sung  to  the  praife  and  glory  of  R.  A.'s  ; 
And  fweetly  tun'd  to  Love  the  melting  line, 
With  Ovid's  art,  and  Sappho's  warmth  divine  j 
Said,  (nobly  daring  !)  "  Mufe,  exalt  thy  wings, 
«  Love  and  the  Sons  of  Canvas  quit  for  Kings." 
Apollo,  laughing  at  my  powers  of  fong, 
Cry'd,  ««  Peter  Pindar,  prithee  hold  thy  tongue.'* 
But  I,  like  Poets,  felf-fufficient  grown, 
Reply'd,  «  Apollo,  prithee  hold  thy  own" 


TO  THE  READER. 


GENTLE    READER, 

IT  is  neceflary  to  inform  thee,  that  his  Majefty  a&ualty 
difcovered,  fome  time  ago,  as  he  fat  at  table,  a  Lous  K 
on  his  plate.     The  emotion  occafioned  by  the  unexpected 
appearance  of  fuck  a  gueil  can  be  better  imagined  than 
defcribed. 

An  edicT:  was,  in  confequence,  parted  for  (having  the 
Cooks,  Scullions,  &c.  and  the  unfortunate  LOUS&  con* 
detuned  to  die,  » 

•'':.  Such  is  the  foundation  of  the  LovsiAtf. — With  what 
degree  of  merit  the  Poem  is  executed,  the  ««criticai  as  well 
as  critical" Keader  will  decide. 

The  ingenious  AUTHOR,  who  ought  to  be  allowed  to 
know  fomewhat  of  the  matter,  hath  been  heard  privately 
to  declare,  that,  in  hts  opinion,  the  Patrachomyom-jchia 
of  Homer,  the  Secchia  Rapita  of  Taflbni,  the  Lutrin  of 
Boileau,  the  Difpenfary  of  Garth,  and  the  Rape  of  the 
Lock  of  Pope,  are  not  to  be  compared  to  it ;  and  to  ex 
claim  at  the  fame  time,  with  all  the  modeft  aflurance  of 
an  author — 

C<"dire,  fcriptorcs  Roman]  ;  redite,  Grail- 
Nil  ovtura  in  tcrris,  L*v/W#,  melius. 

Which,  for  the  fake  of  the  mere  Englifh  Reader,  is  thus 
beautifully  tran dated : 

Roman  and  Grecian  Authors,  great  and  .. 
The  Author  of  the  Loufiad  beats  you  all. 


THE 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

THE  Proemium — Description  of  the  LOUSE'S  Fall — Hiftory 
of  his  Wife  and  Family — A  wonderfully  fublime  Simile  of 
a  Cow — Difcovery  of  the  LOUSE  by  his  Majefly — The1 
King's  Horror  and  Aftonifhment  on  feeing  him — equal-to1 
that  he  felt  at  Mr.  Fox's  Attempt  on  Prerogative — at  Mr. 
BURKE'S  dreadful  Defalcation  of  the  Royal  Table — equalj 
to  that  his  Majefty  felt  in  a -tumble  from  hishorfe — equak 
to  the  Horrors  of  disappointed  Venifon  Eaters — of  a  Ser 
jeant  at  Law— of  a  Country  Girl — of  a  Petit-Maitre  ia~ 
Jilted  by  a  Chimney-fweeper-— of  the  Devil  when- 
pinched 'by  St.  DUNSTAN'S  red-hot  tongs — of  Lady 
WORSI.EY — of  SAM  HOUSE  the  Patriot — of  BILLY 
RAMUS — of  KYN  ASTON,  the  'Squire  of  Leatbcrbead — 06 
the  perjured  CHRISTOPHER  ATKINSON— oi  the  Prince, 
of  ASTURIAS— of  the  King  of  SPAIN — of  Dr.  JOHNSON 
and  Dr.  WILSON — DefSription  of  his  Majefry's  Heart- 
in  oft  naturally  and  wittily  compared  to  a  Dumpling — His? 
Majefty's  Speech  to  the  Queen — Her  Majefty's  moft  gra-u 
cio\is  and  ftiort  A-nfwer — The  fhort  Speech  of  the  beautij-' 
ful  PrincefTes — His  Majefty's  rough  Rejoinder — The  Fear 
that  came  on  the  Queen  and  her  Children — beautiful 
Apoftrophe  to  the  Princeffes — the  King's  Speech  to  tha- 
Pages — The  Kin  gun-able  to  eat — 1  he  Queen  able — The1 
Kingls  Orders  about  the  LOUSE — Description  of  DIXOK. 
the  Cook  Major — his  Speech — A  Speech  of  the  Cooks- 
Fine  Simile  of-  Bubble  and  Squeak  ;  thought  moie  fub 
lime  than  that  of  HOMKR'S- Black  Pudding — Speech  of  a 
Scullibn — of  a  Scull  ion's  Mate — of  a  Turnbrocne — Noble - 
Comparifoiiof  a  Tartar  Monarch  atverhehath  dined — A' 
long  and  wile  Speech  of  a  Yeoman -of  the  Kitchen — The- 
Cook's  Approbation  of  the  Yeoman's  Speech — Grand 
Simile  of  a  Barn  and  its  Lodgers  fet  on  fire  by  Lightning 
i-rThe  concluding  Speech  ef  the  Cook  Major* 


THE 

L  O  U  S  I  A  D, 

CANTO  THE  FIRST, 


*TpHE  LOUSE  I  fing,  who,  from  fome  head  unknown, 

Yet  born  and  educated  near  a  throne, 
Dropp'd  down — (fo  will'd  the  dread  decree  of  Fate !) 
With  legs  wide  fprawling  on  the  Monarch's  plate : 
Far  from  the  raptures  of  a  wife's  embrace  ; 
Far  from  the  gambols  of  a  tender  race, 
Whole  little  feet  he  taught  with  care  to  tread 
"  Amidfi:  the  wide  dominions  of  the  head; 
Led  them  to  daily  food  with  fond  delight, 
And  taught  the  tiny  wand'rers  where  to  bite ; 
To  hide,  to  run,  advance,  or  turn  their  tails, 
When  hoftile  combs  attack'd,  or  vengeful  nails : 
Far  from  thofe  pleafmg  fcenes  ordain'd  to  roam, 
Like  wife  Ulyfies,  from  his  native  home ; 
Yet,  iike  that  fage,  though  forc'd  to  roam  and  mourn,' 
Like  him,  alas  !   not  fated  to' return'! 
Who,  full  of  rags  and  glory,  faw  his  boy* 
And  wife  f  again,  and  dog  £  that  dy'd  for  joy. 
Down  dropp'd  the  luckJefs  LOUSE,  with  fear  appall'd, 
And  wept  his  wife  and  children  as  he  fprawl'd. 
Thus,  on  a  promontory's  mifty  brow, 
The  POE*T'S  eye,  with  forrow,  faw  a  cow 
,  Take  leave  abrupt  of  bullocks,  goats,  and  fheep, 
JBy  tumbling  headlong  down  the  dizzy  fteep ; 

•*  Telemachus.  f   Penelope. 

£  Arguj,  for  whofe  lufiory,  fee  the  Odvfley 
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No  more  to  reign  a  queen  amongft  the  cattle, 
And  urge  her  rival  beau s,  the  bulls,  to  battle; 
She  fell,*  rememb'nng  ev'ry  roaring  lover. 
With  all  her  wild  courants  in  fields  of  clover. 
Now  on  his  legs,  amidft  a  thoufand  woes, 
The  LOUSE,  with  judge-like  gravity,  arofe; 
He  wanted  not  a  motive  to  entreat  him, 
Befide  the  horror  that  the  King  might  eat  him  : 
The  dread  of  gafping  on  the  fatal  fork, 
Stuck  with  a  piece  of  mutton,  beef,  or  pork, 
Or  drowning  'midft  the  fauce  indifmal  dumps, 
Was  full  enough  to  make  him  ftir  his  ftumps. 
Vain  hope  of  Healing  unperceiv'd  away  ! 
He  might  as  well  have  tarried  where  he  lay. 
Seen  was  the  LOUSE,  as  with  the  Royal  brood 
Our  hungry  King  amus'd  himfelf  with  food  ; 
Which  proves  (though  fcarce  believ'd  by  one  in  ten) 
That  Kings  have  appetites  like  common  men  ; 
And  that,  like  London  Aldermen  and  Mayor, 

Kings  feed  on  folids  lefs  refin'd  than  air. 

Paint,  heav'nly  Mufe,  the  look,  the  very  look, 

That  of  the  Sov 'reign's  face  pofleflion  took, 

Wrhen  firft  he  faw  the  LOUSE,  in  folemn  ftate, 

Grave  as  a  Spaniard,,  march  acrofs  the  plate  ! 

Yet,  could  a  LOUSE  a  Britifii  King furprife, 

And  like  a  pair  of  faucers  flretch  his  eyes? 

The  little  tenant  of  a  mortal  head, 

Shake  the  great  RULER  of  three  realms  with  dread  ? 

Good  Lord  !   (as  fomebody  fublimely  fings) 

What  great  effe6ts  arife  from  little  things  ! 

As  many  a  loving  fwain  and  nymph  can  tell, 

Who,  following  Nature's  law,  have  lov'd  too  well! 

Not  with  more  horror  did  his  eyes  behold 
,Charles  Fox,  that  cunning  enemy  of  old, 
When  Triumph  hung  upon  his  plotting  brains, 
And  dear  PREROGATIVE  was  juil  in  chains : 

*  — —  Moricns  dukes  reminifutur  Ar^os.  ViRC. 

*  Not* 
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Not  with  more  horror  did  his- eye-balls  work 
Convulfive  on  the  patriotic  Burke, 
When  guilty  of  economy,  the  crime  ! 
Edmund  wide  wander'd  from  the  true  fultimt% 
And,  cat-like,  watchful  of  the  flefh  and  fifh, 
Cribb'd  from  the  royal  table  many  a  difh  ; 
Saw  ev'ry  flice  of  bread  and  butter  cut, 
Each  apple  told,  and  mmrber'd ev'ry  nut; 
And  gaug'd  (compos'd  upon  no  fneaking  fcale) 
The  Monarch's  belly  like  a  cafk  of  ale  ; 
Convinc'd  that,  in  his  fcheme  of  ftate-falvation,1 
To  ftarve  *  the  Palace,  was  to  fave  the  Nation  : 
Not  more  aghaft  he  look'd,  when,  'midft  the  courfe^ 
He  tumbled,  in  a  flag-chafe,  from- his  horfe, 
Where  all  the  Nobles  deem'd  their  Monarch 
But  luckily  he  pitch'd  upon  his  head. 

Not  VENISON  EATERS  at  the  vanlfh'd  fat, 
With  ftomachs  wider  than  a  Quakers  hat : 
Not  with  more  horror  Mifter  Serjeant  PLI  A::  T 
Looks  down  upon  an  empty-handed  cjfbnt : 
Not  with  more  horror  flares  the  rural  Maid, 
By  hopes,  by  fortune-tellers,  dreams,  betray 'd, 
,  Who  fees  her  ticket  a"  dire  blank  arife, 
Too  fondly  thought  the  twenty  thoufand  prize, 
With  which  the  fimple  damfel  meant,  no  doubt, 
To  blefs  her  faithful  fav'rite,  Colin  Clout. 

Not  with  more  horror  (hires  each  lengthened  feature^ 
Of  Ion ie  fine,  fluttering,  mincing  fct'it'-ntajtrf^  > 
When  of  a  wanton  chimney  Sweeping  wag 
The  beau's  white  veftment  feels  the  footy  bag  : 

*  His  Majcfly  Was  really  reduced  fome  time  ("nice  to  a  moft  rnortify- 
;  ing  dilemma.  The  apples  at  dinner  having  been,  by  a  too  great  lifccra- 
hty  to  the  Royal  children,  expended;  the  King*  ordered  a  f apply,  but 
\vas  infun-nrJ  thar  the  Board  of  Green  Cloth  woultf  pofitively  allow  no 
more.  Enraged  at  the  .unexpected  and  unroyal  di (appointment,  he  fu- 
tioufly  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  took  out  fix » pence,  fc^t  a 
i'jr  rwo  p-nnywonh  of  pippins,  and  received  the  wn 

VOL.  I.   '  N 
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Not  with  more  horror  did  the  Devil  look, 
When  Dunftan  by  the  nofe  the  daemon  took, 
(As  gravely  fey  our  legendary  fongs) 
And  led  him  with  a  pair  of  red-hot  tongs  : 
Not  Lady  Worfley,  chafle  as  many  a  nun, 
Look'd  with  more  horror  at  Sir  Richard's  fun, 
When,  rais'd  on  high  to  view  her  naked  charms, 
He  held  the  peeping  Captain  in  his  arms  : 
Like  David,  that  moft  am'rous  little  dragon, 
Ogling  fweet  Bethfheba  without  a  rag  on : 

Not  more  the  great  Sam  Houfe  *  with  horror  Itar'd, 
By  mob  affronted  to  the  very  beard : 
Whofe  impudence  (enough  to  damn  a  jail) 
Snatch'd  from  his  waving  hand  his  fox's  tail,   • 
And  fluff  'd  it,  'midft  his  thunders  of  applaufe, 
Full  in  the  centre  of  Sam's  gaping  jaws, 
That,  forcing  down  his  patriotic  throat, 
Of  "  Fox  and  Freedom  1"  ftopp'd  the  glorious  note. 

Not  with  more  horror  Billy  Ramus  f  flar'd, 
When  Puff,;}:  the  Prince's  hair-drefler  appear'd 
Amidft  their  eating  room,  with  dread  defign, 
To  Jit  with  PAGES,  and  with  PAGES  dine  ! 

*  In  Weftminfter  Hail,  where  \\iefenfe  (the  author  was  juft  about  to 
fay  nonfenfej  of  the  people  was  to  be  taken  on  an  election, 

•f-  Billy  Ramus — emphatically  and  conftantly  called  by  his  Majefty 
Billy  Ramus  ;  one  of  the  pages  who  fhaves  the  Sovereign  airs  his  ihirts, 
reads  to  him,  wiitesjbr  him,  and  colle&s  anecdotes. 

*  ,Puff,  his  Royal  Highnefs's  hair-drefler,   who  attending   him  at 
Windfor,  the  Prince,  with  his  ufual  good-nature,  ordered  him  to  dine 
•with  the  Pages.     The  pride  of  the  Pages  immediately  took  fire,  and  a 
petition  was  difpatched  to  the  King  and  Prince,  to  be  relieved  from  the 
diftrefsful  circumftance  of  dining  with  a  hair-drejTcr.     The  petition  was 
treated  with  the  proper  contempt,  and  the  Pages  commanded  to  receive  Mr, 
Puff  into  their  mefs,  or  quit  the  table.     With  unfpeakable  mortification 
Mr.  Ramus  and  his  brethren  fubmittcd;    but,  like  the  poor  Gentoos  who 
lofe  their'  Ctifi,  have  not  held  up  their  heaasyfor*?, 

Not 
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.  Not  with  more  horror  Glofters  Duchef>  ftar'd, 
When  (bleft  in  metaphor  !)  the  King  declar'd, 
That  not  of  all  her  mongrel  breed,  one  whelp 
Should  in  the  Royal  kennel  ever  yelp. 

Not  more  that  man  fo  fweet,  fo  unprepar'd, 
The  gentle  fquire  of  Leatherhead,*  was  fcar'd, 
When,  after  prayers  fo  good,  and  rare  a  fermon  ; 
He  found  his  front  attack'd  by  fierce  Mifs  Vernon  j 
Who  meant  (Thaieftris-like,  difdaining  fear  !) 
To  pour  her  foot  in  thunder  on  his  rear  : 
Who,  in  GOD'S  houfe,f  without  one  train  of  grace, 
Spit,  like  a  vixen,  in  his  Worfhip's  face  ; 
Then  (hook  her  nails,  as  fharp  as  taylor's  (hears, 
That  itch'd  to  fcrape  acquaintance  with  his  ears. 

Not  Atkinfon  }  with  ftronger  terror  darted 
(Somewhat  afraid,  perchance,  of  being  carted) 
When  JUSTICE,  a  fly  dame,  one  day  thought  fit 
To  pay  her  ferious  compliments  to  Kit ; 
A(k'd  him  a  few  (hort  queftions  about  corn, 
And  whifper'd,  me  believ'd  Jie  was  forfworn  ; 
Then  hinted,  that  he  probably  would  find, 
That  though  (he  fometimes  wink'd,  fiie  was  not  blind. 

Not  more  ASTURIAS'  Princefs  §  look'd  affright, 
At  breakfaft,  when  her  fpoufe,  the  unpolite, 

*  Kynafton  is  the  name  of  the  gentleman  aflailed  by  the  furious 
Maid  of  Honour,  for  difapprobadon  of  the  lady  as  an  acquaintance  for 
his  wife. 

f  Verily  hi  the  Houfc  of  the  Lord,  on  the  Lord's  Day,  in  the  year 
of  our  Lordj  178;,  in  the  village  of  Leatherhead,  in  the  county  of 
Surry,  did  this  profane  falival  afTault  take  place  on  the  phiz  of  'Squire 
Kynafton,  to  the  difyrace  ef  his  family,  the  wonder  of  the  parfon,  the 
horror  of  the  clerk,  aud  che  ftupefa£tion  of  the  congregation. 

|  Mr.  Chriftopher  Atkinfon's  airing  on  the  pillory  is  fufficiently 
known  to  the  puLiiic. 

§  This  quarrel  between  the  Prince  of  Afturias  and  his  Princef?,  with 
the  interference  of  the  Spaniih  Monarch,  as  ciefcribed  here,  is  not  a  poetic 
fiction;  but  an  abfolute  fa&,  that  happened  not  many  months  ago. 

N  2  HurM 
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Hurl'd,  madly  heedlefs  both  of  time  and  place, 

A  cup  of  boiling  coffee  in  her  face ; 

Becaufe  tne  fair  one  eat  a  butter'd  roll, 

On  which  the  felfifli  Prince  had  fix'd  his  foul : 

Not  more  aftonim'd  look'd  that  Prince  to  find 

His  royal  father  to  his  face  unkind ; 

Who, ,  to  the  canfe  of  injur'd  beauty  won, 

Seiz'd  on  the  proud  probofcis  of  his  fon, 

(Juil  like  a  tiger  of  the  Lybian  {hade, 

Whole  furious  ,claws  the  helplefs  deer  invade)' 

And  led  him,  till  that  fon  its  durance  freed, 

By  afking  pardon  for  the  brutal  deed  ; 

Led  him  thrice  round  the  room  (the  flory  goes) 

Who  follow 'd  with  great  gravity  his  nofe, 

Refolv'd  at  firft  (for  Spaniards  are  ftiff  fluff) 

To  afk  no  pardon,  though  the  fnout  came  off : 

Not  more  aftonifh'd  look'd  the  Spanifli  King,*' 

Whene'er  he  mifs'd  a  fnipe  upon  the  wing : 

Not  more  aftonim'd  look'd  that  King  of  Spain, 

To  fee  his  gun-boats  blazing  on  the  main  : 

Not  Do6ror  Johnfoii  more,  to  bear  the  tale 

Of  vile  Piozzi's  marrying  Miftrefs  T'hrale ; 

Nor  Doctor  Wilfon,  child  of  am 'rous  folly, 

When  young  Mac  Clyiter  bore  off  Kate  Macaulay.f 

What  dire  emotions  fliook  the  Monarch's  foul ! 
Juft  like  two  billiard  balls  his  eyes  'gan  roll ; 
Wfyilft  anger  all  his  Royal  heart  poflefs'dr 
That,  fweilmg,  wildly  bump'd  againft  his  breaft  j 
Bounc'd  at  his  ribs  with  all  its  might  fo  flout, 
As  refolutely  bent  on  jumping  out, 
T'  avenge,  with  all-its  pow'rs,  the  dire  difgrace, 
And  nobly  fpit  in  the  offender's  face. 

*  His  Moft  Catholic  Majeity's  Jhooting  merits  are  univerfally  ac 
knowledged.  Though  far  advanced  in  years,  he  is  ftill  the  admiration  of 
his  fubjcifU,  and  the  envy  of  his  brother  Kings,  as  a  Shot  ;  and  it  is 
well  kopwn,  that  even  on  thofe  days  when  the  Royal  .Robes  are  obliged 
to  be  worn,  his  breeches  pockets  are  IturTed  with  gun  flints,  fcievvs, 
hammers,  and  other  implements  necefiary  to  the  dertru&ion  of  fuipcs, 
partridges,  ;inj  wild  pigs. 

f  The  fair  Hifteriao. 

Tims 
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Thus  a  large  dumpling  to  its  cell  confin'd, 

(A  very  apt  allufion,  to  my  mind) 

Lies  fnug,  until  the  water  waxeth  hot, 

Then  buftles  'midft  the  tempeft  of  the  pof  : 

In  vain  !  —  the  lid  keeps  down  the  child  of  dough, 

That  bouncing,  tumbling,  fvveating,  rolls  below. 

44  What's  that  !  what's  that  \»  th'  aftonifh'd  Monarch 

cries, 

(Lifting  to  pitying  Heav'n  his  piteous  eyes) 
"  What  monfter's  that,  that's  got  into  the  houfe  ? 
44  Look,  look,  look,  Charly  !  is  not  that  a  knife?" 
The  Queen  look'd  "down,  'and  faid,     "  Mine,  Gote  ! 

44  good  la!" 

And  with  a  fmile  the  grey-back'd  STRANGER  few, 
Each  PrinceTs  ftrain'd  her  lovely  neck  to  fee, 
And,  with  another  fmile,  exclaim'd,  u  Good  me  I"  —  • 
44  Mine  Gote  1  Good  me  \  is  that  all  you  can  fay  ?" 
(Our  gracious  Monarch  cry'd,  with  huge  difmay.) 
44  What  !  what  !  a  filly  vacant  fmile  take  place 
44  Upon  your  Majefty's  and  children's  face, 
44  Whilft  that  vile  LOUSE  (foon,  foon  to  be  unjointed  f) 
44  Affronts  the  prefence  of  the  LORD'S  ANOINTED  1" 


Daftvd,  as  if  tax'd  with  Hell's  moft  deadly 
The  Queen  and  Princefles  drew  in  their  chins, 
Look'd  prim,  and  gave  each  exclamation  o'er, 
And,  very  prudent,  *  words  fpake  never  more/ 
Sweet  Maids  !  the  beauteous  boaft  of  BRITAIN'S  Ifle> 
Speak  —  were  thofe  petrlefs  lips  forbid  to  fmile  ? 
Lips  \  that  the  foul  of  limple  NATURE  moves  — 
Form'd  by  the  bounteous  hands  of  all  the  LOVES  ! 
Lips  of  delight  I  unftain'd  by  SATIRE'S  gall  L 
Lips  \  that  I  never  kifs'd  —  and  never  flialL 

Now,  to  each  trembling  Page,  a  poor  nrute  motile, 
T\\e  pious  MONARCH  cried,  "  Is  thisj^r  Loufe  ?" 
4<  Ah  !  Sire,"  (reply'd  each  Page  with  pig-like  whine) 
4<  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  it  is  not  mine." 
44  Not  thine?"'  (the  ha%  Monarch  cried  agen) 
J*  What?  what?  what/  what?  what?   who  the  deruVs, 
a  tiiea  ?" 

N  \  IN  aw 
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Now  at  this  fad  event  the  SOVEREIGN,  fore, 
Unhappy,  could  not  eat  a  mouthful  more : 
His  wifer  Queen,  her  gracious  ftomach  fhidying, 
Stuck  mofl  devoutly  to  the  beef  arid  pudding  ; 
For  Germans  are  a  very  hearty  fort, 
Whether  begot  in  Hog-fly es  or  a  Court ; 
Who  bear  (which  fhews  their  hearts  are  not  of  Hone) 
The  ills,  of  others  better  than  their  own. 

Grim  TERROR  feiz'd  the  fouls  of  all  the  Pages, 
Of  different  fizes,  and  of  different  ages  ; 
Frighten'd  about  their  penfions  or  their  bones, 
They  on  each  other  gap'd  like  Jacob's  fons  ! 

Now  to  a  PAGE,  but  which  we  can't  determine, 
The  growling  Monarch  gave  the  plate  and  vermin  : 
"  Watch  well  that  blackguard  animal,"  he  cries, 
*'  lhatfoon  or  late,  to  glut  my  vengeance,  dies  ! 
"  Watch,  like  a  cat,  that  vile  marauding  LOUSE, 
"  Or  George  mall  play  the  devil  in  the  houfe. 
44  Some  fpirit  whifpers,  that  to  cooks  I  owe 
**  The  precious  vifitor  that  crawls  below  ; 
"  Yes,  yes !  the  whifp'ring  Spirit  tells  me  true,    • 
44  And  loon  mail  vengeance' all  their  locks  purfue. 
**  Cooks,  fcourers,  fcullions  too,  with  tails  of  pig,- 
*'  Shall  lofe  their  coxcomb  curls,  and  wear  a  wig." 
Thus  roar'd  the  King — not  Hercules  fo  big; 
And  all  the  Palace  echp'd— • "  Wear  a  wig  !" 

FEAR,  like  an  ague,  ilruck  the  pale-nos'd  Cooks, 
And  dafli'd  the  beef  and  mutton  from  their  looks; 
Whilft  from  each  cheek  the  rofe  withdrew  its  red, 
And  PITY  blubber'd  o'e*  each  menac'd  head. 

Bi  t  lo  !  the  great  COOK-MAJOR  *  comes  I  his  eyes 
Fierce  as  the  rtdd'ning  flame  that-roafts  and  fries ; 
His  cheeks  like  bladders,  with  high  paflion  glowing, 
Or  like  a  fat  JD latch  trumpeter's  when  blowing. 

*  Eixcn, 

A  nean 
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A  neat  white  apron  his  huge  corpfe  embrac'd, 
Ty'd  by  two  comely  firings  about  his  waifl  : 
An  apron  that  he  purchas'd  with  his  riches, 
To  guard  from  hoftile  greafe  his  velvet  breeches— 
An  apron  that,  in  Monmouth  Street  high  hung, 
Oft  to  the  winds  with  fweet  deportment  fwung. 

"  Ye  fons  of  dripping,  on  your  Major  look  !" 
(In  founds  of  deep-ton'd  thunder,  cry'd  the  Cook) 
*'  By  this  white  apron,  that  no  more  can  hope 
**  To  join  the  piece  in  Mifter  Inkle's  fhop  ; 
"  That  oft  hath  held  the  bcft  of  Palace  meat, 
"  Arid  .from  this  forehead  wip'd  the  briny  fweat ; 
4C  I  fwear  this  head  difdains  to  lofe  its  locks ; 
"  And  thofe  that  do  not,  tell  them  they  are  Blocks  ; 
"  Whofe  head,  my  Cooks,  fuch  vile  difgrace  endures? 
"  Will  it  be  youn,  or  yours,  or  yours,  or  yours  ? 
"  Ten  thoufctnd  crawlers  in  that  head  be  hatch^},   , 
"  For  ever  itching,  but  be  never  fcratch'd  ! 
"  Then  may  thc'charming  perquilite  of  greafe 
"  The  mammon  of  your  pocket  ne'er  increafe  ;^~ 
t{  Greafe  !  that  fo  irequeiitjy  hath  brought  you  coin, 
"  From  veal,  pork,  mutton,  and  the  great  SIR  LOIN. 
"  O  brothers  of  the  fpit,  be  firm  as  rocks : 
u  Lo  !  to  no  King  on  earth,  I  yield  thefe  locks. 
"  Few  are  my  hairs  behind,  by  age  endear'dl— • 
(i  But,  few  or,  many,  they  ftiail  not  be  fhear'd. 

"  Sooner  fliall  Madam  Schwellenberg,*  the  jade, 
"  Yield  up  her  fav'rite  perquifites  of  trade; 
"  Give  >ip  her  facred  Majefty's  old  gowns, 
"  Caps,  petticoats,  and  aprons,  without  frowns ; 
'*  She  !  who  for  ever  Ihidies  mifthief — She  ! 
<;  Who  fjon  \vill  be  as  bufy  as  a  bee, 
"  To  get  the  liberty  of  locks  enilav'd, 
"  And  ev'ry  harmlefs  cook  and  fclillion  fhav'c— * 
l\  She,  if  by  chance  a  Brltijk  Servant  Mikl, 
6<  By  fome  iniinuating  tongue  betray^, 

*  Miflrefs  cf  the  Robes  to  her  Majefty. 

«  Indw'd 
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"  Induc'd  the  fair  forbidden  fruit  to  tafte, 

*  Grows,  lucklefs,  fomewhat  bigger  in  the  waifr ; 

"  Rants,  ftorms,  fwears,  turns  the  penitent  to, door, 

*'  Grac'd  with  the  pretty  names  of  B — ch  and  W , 

"  To  range  a  proftitute  upon  the  Town, 

"  Or,  if  the  weeping  wretch  think  better,  drown  :-— 

"  But,  if  a  GERMAN  Spider- brufher  fails, 

"  Whofe  nofe  grows  fharper,  and  whofe  fhape  tells  tales ; 

*'  Hufli'd  is  th'  affair — the  Queen  and  She,  good  dame, 

"  Both  club  their  wits  to  hide  the  growing  fhame ; 

*l  To  wed  her,  get  fome  fool — I  mean  feme  wife  man  ; 

"  Then  dub  the  prudent  cuckold  an  Excifeman — 

"  She !  who  hath  got  more  infolence  and  pride, 

"  God  mend  her  heart !  than  half  the  world  befide  : 

"  She  !  who,  of  guttling  fond,  fluffs  down  more  meat, 

"  Heav'n  help  her  ftomach  !  than  ten  men  can  eat ! 

*'  Ten  men  !  aye,  more  than  ten — the  hungry  hag  ! 

"  Why,  zounds  !  the  woman's  ftomach's  like  a  bag: 

"  She  !  who  will  fwell  the  uproar  of  the  houfe, 

"  And  tell  the  King  damn'd  lies  about  the  loufe ; 

"  When  probably  that  loufe  (a  vile  old  trull !) 

"  Was  born  and  noujrUh'd  in  her  own  gray  fcull. 

"  Sooner  the  room  lhall  buxom  NANNY  *  quit, 
"  Where  oft  flie  charms  her  matter  with  her  wit ; 
"  Tells  tales*  of  ev'ry  body,  ev'ry  thing, 
*'  From  honeft  courtiers  to  the  thieves  who  fwing— 
"  Waits  on  her  Sov'reign  while  he  reads  difpatches, 
"  And  wifely  winds  up  date  affairs  or  watches. 

'*  Sooner  the  PRINCE  (may  Heav'n  his  income  mend !} 
"  Shall  quit  his  bottle,  miftrefs,  or  his  friend  ^ 
.*'  Laugh  at  the  drop  on  MISERY'S  languid  eye, 
*4  And  hear  her  finking  voice  without  a  figh  ; 
44  Break  for  the  wealth  of  realms  his  facred  word,     - 
"  And  let  the  world  write  ctnuard  on  his  fword  : 


*  Buxom  Nanny-*-a  female  fervant  of -the  Palace,  who  conflantty 
sttends  the  King  when  he  reads  difpatches. 

Sooner 
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<c  Sooner  fhall  ham  from  fowl  and  turkey  part, 

•*  And  fluffing  leave  a  calf's  or  bullock's  heart  : 

"  Sooner  fliall  toafted  cheefe  take  leave  of  muftard, 

"  And  from  the  codlin  tart  be  torn  the  cuftard  : 

14  Sooner  thefe  hands  the  glorious  haunch  fliall  ipoil, 

'*  And  all  our  melted  butter  turn  to  oil : 

44  Sooner  our  pious  KING,  with  pious  face, 

"  Sit  down  to  dinner  without  faying  grace  ; 

14  And  ev'ry  night  falvation  pray'rs  put  forth, 

44  For  Portland,  Fox,  Burke,  Sheridan,  and  North : 

"  Sooner  ihall-fafhion  order  frogs  and  fnails, 

44  And  difh-clouts  flick  eternal  to  our  tails  ! 

"  Let  GEORGE  view  MINISTERS  with  furly  LOOKS, 

"  Abufe  'em,  kick  'em— but  revere  his  COOKS  !" 

"  What,  lofe  our  locks !"  reply 'd  the  roafting  crew, 
44  To  Barbers  yield  'em  ! — Damme  if  we  do  ! 
44  Be  fliav'd  like  foreign  dogs  one  daily  meets, 
"  Naked  and  blue,  and  fhiv'ring  in  the  ftreets  ! 
44  And  from  the  Palace  be  afham'd  to  range, 
"  For  fear  the  world  fhould  think  we  had  the  mange, 
44  By  taunting  boys  made  weary  of  our  lives, 
"  J3road  grinning  wh — res,  and  ridiculing  wives!"— 

"  Roufe,  OPPOSITION!"  roar'd  a  tipfey  Cook, 
With  hands  a-kimbo,  and  bubonic  look— 
"  'Tis  SHE  alonte  our  noble  curls  can  keep— 
"  Without  HER,  MINISTERS  would  fall  aileep : 
<s  'Tis  SHE  who  makes  great  men — our  FOXES,  PITTS, 
"  And  fharpens,  whetftone-like,  the  Nation's  wir, : 
44  Knocks  off  your  knaves  and  fools,  however  gi>'s.t, 
"  And,  broom-like,  fweeps  the  cobwebs  of  the  State: 
"  In  cafks  like  fulphur  that  expels  bad  air, 
'*'  And  makes,  like  thunder-claps,  foul  weather  fair  ; 
*'  Acls,  like  a  gun,  that,  fir'd  at  gather'd  foot, 
"  Preferves  the  chimney  and  the  houfe  to  boot : 
**  Or,  like  a  fchool-boy's  whip,  that  keeps  up  tops, 
1  The  finking  Realm,  by  flagellation,  props. 
"  Our  Monarch  mufl  not  be  indulg'd  Wo  far ; 
"'  Befides !  I  love  a  little  bit  of  war. 

«  Whether 


34*  THE    LOUSIAD.       CANTO    I, 

•*  Whether  to  crop  our  curls  be  boafls  a  right, 

"  Or  not,  I  do  not  care  the  Loufe's  bite ; 

*'  But  then,  no  force-work  !  No!  No  force,  by  Heaven! 

**  COOKS!  YisoMEN  !  SCOURERS!  we  will  notbedriv'n, 

"  Try  but  to  force  a  PIG  againft  his  will, 

"  Behold  the  fturdy  GENTLEMAN  ftands  ftill ! 

"  Or,  p'rhaps,  (his  pow'r  to  let  the  driver  know) 

"  Gallops  the  very  road  he  fliould  not  go — 

"  No  force  for  me  I — The  FRENCH,  the  fawning  dogs, 

"  E'en  \&..them  lofe  their  freedom,  and  eat  frogs  ; 

"  Damme  !  I  hate  each  udzfoup- meagre  thief— 

*•  Give  me  my  darling  liberty  and  beef." 

He  fpoke— '-and  from  his  jaws  a  lump  he  flid, 
And,  1  wearing,  manful  flung  to  earth  his  O^UID. 
Then  fwelling  PRIDE  forbade  his  tongue  to  reft, 
Whitft  wild  emotions  labour'd  in  his  breaft — 
Now  founds  confus'd  his  anger,  made  him  mutter, 
And,  when  he  thought  on  maving,  curfes  fplutter. 
Such  is  the  found  (the  fimile's  not  weak) 
Form'd  by  what  mortals  BUBBLE  *  call  and  SQUEAK, 
When  'mid ft  the  frying-pan,  in  accents  favage, 
The  beef'fo  furly  quarrels  with  the  cabbage. 

"  Be  fhav'd !"  a  Scullion  loud  began  to  bellow, 
Loud  as  a  parifh  bull,  or  poor  OTHELLO, 
Piac'd  by  that  rogue  I  AGO  upon  thorns: 
With  all  the  horrors  of  a  pair  of  horns : 
Loud  as  th'  EXCISEMAN  f  ftruggling  for  his  life, 
And  panting  in  a  moft  inglorious  ftrife  j    • 

When 

*  The  modeft  author  of  the  LOUSIAD  rnuft  do  himfcif  the  juftice 
fo  declare  here,  that  his  fimile  of  the  Bubble  and  Squeak  is  vaftly  more 
natural  and  more  fublime  than  Homer's  black  pudding  on  a  gridiron, 
illuftrating  the.jnotions  and  cmodons  ot  his  Hero  Uiyfies. 

Vide  ODYSSEY. 

f  This  afFair  happened  a  few  years  fince. — An  Exctfeman  feizing 
feme  fmuggled  goods  belr.nging  to  a  Piinccfs,  a  relation  ot  the  Great 
Frederic,  "her  Highnefs  fell  upon  the  poor  Rat  de  Cair,  and  alrnoft 
icj-ntdied  his  eyes  ©ut :  the  Excifcnoau  made,  a  formal  complain:  to  the 

King, 


THE    LOUSIAD.       CANTO    I,  145 

When  on  his  face  the  fmuggling  Pnncefs  fprung, 
And,  cat-like  clawing,  to  liis  vifage  clung. 

"  Be  fliav'd,  like  pigs  !"  rejoin'd  the  feu  llion's  mate, 
His  dinVclout  making,  and  his  pot-crc.wn'd  pate  : 
"  What  barber  dares  it,  let  him  watch  his  nofe, 
*'  And,  cnrfe  me  !  dread  the  rage  of  thefe  ten  toes.'*' 
So  faying,  with  an  oath  to  raife  one's  hair, 
He  kick'd  with  threatening  foot  the  yielding  air. 

Thus  have  I  feen  an  Ass  (baptiz'd  a  JACK) 
Grac'd  by  a  CHIMNEYSWEEPER  on  his  back, 
Prance,  fnort,  and  fling  his  heels  with  liberality, 
In  imitation  of  a  HORSE  of  QUALITY. 

"  Be  fhav'd  !"  an  underftrapper  TURNS  ROCHE  cry'd 
In  all  the  foaming  energy  of  pride — 
"  Zounds !  let  us  take  His  Majefty  in  hand  ' 
*'  The  King  fhall  find  he  lives  at  our  command  : 
"  Yes ;  let  him  know,  with  all  his  wondrous  ftate, 
"  His  teeth  and  flomach  on  our  wills  mail  wait ; 
44  IVe  rule  the  platters,  ioe  command  the  fpit, 
(<  And  George  mall  have  his  mefs  when  we  think  fit ; 
"  Stay  till  our/elves  fhall  condefcend  to  eat, 
44  And  then,  if  -we  think  proper,  have  his  meat." 

r 

Thus  having  fed  on  venifon  rather  coarfe,  v 

A  colt,  or  crocodile,  or  dim  of  horfe, 
The  Tartar  quits  his  fmoaky  hut  with  fcorn, 
Sounds  to  the  kingdoms  of  the  world  his  horn  ; 
And  treating  MONARCHS  like  his  flaves  or  fwine, 
•Informs  them  they  have  liberty  to  dine. 

"  Heav'ns!''  cry'd  a  YEOMAN,   with  much  learning 

"  grac'd, 
In  books  as  well  as  meat,  a  man  of  tafte, 

Kim',  b^ging  to  be  relieved  from  the  difgrace,  The  gallant  MonpiccV 
retunied  for  anfwcr,  that  he  gave  up  the  duties  to  his  coufin  thc/Prin- 
.cei's :  but  coul<l  nor  conceive  how  the  hand  of  a  fair  Lady  could,  difhonour 
•j  •:  f-.cc  of  an  Kxufeman. 

Who 
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Who 'read  with  vaft  applaufe  the  daily  news, 
And  kept  a  clofe  acquaintance  with  the  MUSE  ; 
Conundrum,  rebus  made,  acroftic,  riddle ; 
And  fung  his  dying  fonnets  to  the  fiddle, 
When  LOVE,  with  cruel  dart,  the  murd'ring  thief, 
His  heart  bad  fpitted,  like  a  piece  of  beef; 
"  Are  thefe,"  he  faid,  "  of  KINGS,  the  whims  and  jokes  ? 
"  Then  KINGS  can  be  as  siad  as  common  folks. 
"  DAME  NATURE,  when  a 'PRINCE'S  head  flie  makes^ 
"  No  more  concern  about  the  infide  takes 
rt  Than  of  the  infide  of  a  bug's  or  bat's,    v 
**  A  flea's,  a '  grafshopper's,  a  cur's,  a  cat's ! 
"  As  care lefs as  the  ARTIST,  trunks  defigning, 
44  About  the  trifling  circumftance  of  lining  ; 
"  Whether  of  Cumberland  he  ufe  the  plays, 
"  Mifs  Burney's  novels,  or  Mifs  Seward's  lays ; 
"  Or  facred  dramas  of  Mifs  Hannah  More, 
"  Where  all  the  NINE,  with  little  MOSES,  fnore ; 
"  'Or  good  'Squire  Pindar's  Odes,  or  Wharton's  flick  ; 
*'  Or  Horace  Walpole's  Doubts  upon  King  Dick, 
"  Who  furious  drives,  at  times,  his  old  goofe  quill, 
"  On  Strawb'rry^  (Reader  ! )  not  th'  Aonian  Hill ; 
«'  Whether  he  doom'd  the  I(OYA-L  SPEECH  to  cling, 
44  Or  thofe  of  Lords  and  Commons  to  the  King ; 
•  *l  Wher'e  out  begs  money,  arid  the  others  grant, 
"  So  eafy,  freely,  frien'dly,  complaifant, 
**  As  though  the  caili  were  really  all  their  own, 
"  To  purchafe  knick-knacks  *  thatdifgrace  a  throne* 
4i  Ah,  me  !  did  people  know  what  trifling  things 
14  Compofe  thofe  idols  of  the  earth  call'd  Kings^ 
"  Thofe  counterparts  of  that  important  fellow, 
**  The  children's  wonder — SIGNOR  PUNCHINELLO; 
"  Vvrho  flrut  upon  the  ftage  this  hour  away  ; 
4t  His  outfide  gold — his  infide  rags  and  hay ; 

*  The  Civil  Lift,  \vc  are  inclined  to  think,  feels  deficiencies  from  toys 
—  For  an  inftanre,  \ve  will  appeal  to  Mr.  Cumniing's  non-dcfciip*  of  a 
tiinc-piecc  at  the  Queen's  Houfe,  which  coft  nearly  nvo  thoufand 
poiuul?.  The  fame  artitt  is  alfo  allo\ved  zoo/,  fir  annum  to  keep  the 
bauble  in  repair. 
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*'  No  more  as  GOD'S  Vicegerents  would  they  fhine, 
**  Nor  make  the  world  cut  throats  for  RIGHT  DIVINE. 

"  Thofe  LORDS  of  Earth,  at  dinner,  we  have  feen, 
"  Sunk,  by  themereft  trifles,  with  the  fpleen — 
"  Oft  for  an  ill-drefs'd  egg  have  heard  them  groan, 
"  And  feen  them  quarrel  for  a  mutton  bone : 
'*  At  fait  or  vinegar,  with  paffion,  fume, 
"  And  kick  dogs,  chairs,  and  pages,  round  the  room.*' 

"  Alas !  how  often  have  we  heard  them  grunt, 
.*'  Whene'er  the  ru filing  rain  hath  fpoil'cf  a  HUNT  ! 
"  Their  fanguine  wifhes  crofs'd,  their  fpirits  clogg'd, 
"  Mere  riding  difiiclouts  homeward  they  have  jogg'd  ; 
"  Poor  imps !  the  fport  (with  all  their  pride  &nd  pow'r) 
"  Of  NATURE'S  diuretic  dream- — a  mow'r  ! 
"  This  we,  the  aclors  In  the  farce,  perceive ; 
"  But  this  the  diftant  world  will  ne'er  believe, 
"  Who  fancy  KINGS  to  all  the  virtues  born, 
**  Ne'er  by  the  vulgar  dorms  of  paffion  torn; 
"  But,  bled  with  fouls  fo  calm,  like  dimmer  feas^ 
That  frnile  to  Heav'n,  unruffled  by  a  breeze  : 
Who  think  that  KINGS,  on  wifdom  always  fed, 
"  Speak  fentences  like  BACON'S  brazen  head  ; 
Hear  from  their  lips  the  viled  nonfenfe  fall, 
Yet  think  fome  heav'nly  fpirit  dictates  all ; 
Conceive  their  bodies  of  celedial  clay, 
tt  And,  though  all  ailment,  facred from  decay ; 
To  nods  and  fmiles  their  gaping  homage  bring, 
And  thank  their  GOD  their  eyes  have  leen  a  KING! 
Lord  !  in  the  circle  when  our  ROYAL  MASTER 
Pours  out  his  words  as  fad  as  hail,  or  fader, 
:  To  country  'Squires,  and  wives  of  country  'Squires  ; 
Like  duc^  pigs  daring,  how  each  oaf  culmirts  I 

*  This  ir,  partly  a  pi.fr.urc  of  the  laft  reign  as  well  as  the  prefcnt.  The 
pafTirms  of  George  the  Second  were  of  the  moft  iro^eeuous  kind — his  hat 
and  hisfiuourite  Minlftcr,  Sir  Robert  Walpo'.e,  \vrre  too  frequently  the 
foot-balls  of  his  ill- humour — nay,  poor  Queen  CaroHre  cnme  in  for  a 
ftiarc  of  his  foot  benevolence.  But  he  \vao  a  Prince  of  virtues — ubiflura. 
''<•'>!,  nan  ego  paucis  offender  macul'is. 

VOL.  J.  O  «  Lo! 
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'  "  Lo !  ev'ry  fyllable  becomes  a  GEM  ! 
"  And  if,  by  chance,  the  Monarch  cough,  or  hemf 
'*  Seiz'd  with  the  fytnptoms  of  a  deep  furprife, 
"  Their  joints  with  rev'rence  tremble,  and  their  eyes 
"  Roll  wonder  firft;  then,  fhrinking  back  with  fear, 
"  Would  hide  behind  the  brains,  were  any  there, 
"  How  taken  is  this  idle  world  by  (how  I 
**  Bnth,  riches,  are  the  Baals  to  whom  we  bow  ; 
"  Preferring,  with  a  foul  as  black  as  foot, 
"  A  rogue  on  horfeback,  to  a  faint  on  foot. 
"  See  FRANCE,  fee  PORTUGAL,  SICILIA,  SPAIN^ 
"  And  mark  the  defert  of  each  DESPOT'S  brain; 
**  Whofe  tongues  fhould  never  treat  with  taunts  a  FOOL ; 
«  Who  prove  that  nothing  is  too  mean  to  rule. 
'*  What  could  the  PRINCE,  high-tow'ring  like  a  fteeple, 
"  Without  the  MAJESTY  of  Us  the  PEOPLE  ? 
"  Go,  like  the  King  of  Babylon,*  to  grafs, 
*4  Or  wander,  like  a  beggar,'  with  a  pafs ! 
"  However  modern  KINGS  may  COOKS  defpife, 
"  WARRIORS  and  KINGS  were  cooks,  or  Hift'ry  lies.— 
"  PATROCLUS  broil'd  beef-fteaks  to  quell  his  hunger: 
"  The- mighty  AGAMEMNON  potted  conger!— 
"  And  CHARLES  of  SWEDEN,  'midft  his  guns  and  drums, 
*'  Spread  his  own  bread  and  butter  with  his  thumbs. 
"  Be  fliav'd  !— NoJ. — fooner  pilPries,  jails,  the  flocks, 
*'  Shall  pinch   this  corpfe,    than  BARBERS  fcratch  my 
"  locks." 

"  'Well  haft  thou  faid,"  a  SCOURER  bold  rejoin'd  ; 
"  D:.mme  !  I  love  the  man  who  fpeaks  his  mind." 
Then  in  hib  arms  the  orator  he  took, 
And  fwore  he  was  an  angel  of  a  Cook. 
A  while  he  held  him  with  a  Cornifh  hug; 
Then  feiz'd,  with  glorious  grafp,  a  pewter  mug, 
Whofe  ample  womb  nor  cyder  held,  nor  ale, 
But  nectar  fit  for  JOVE,  and  brew'd  by  THRALE. 
"  A  health  to  Cooks,"  he  cried,  and  wav'd  the  pot ; 
"  And  he  who  fighs  for  titles  is  a  fot — 

*  Nebuchadnezzar 

l  "  Let 
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**  Let  Dukes  and  Lords  the  world  in  wealth  fur^ais ; 

**  Yet  many  a  lion's  fkin  conceals  an  afs. 

44  Lo  !  this  is  one  amongft  my  golden  rules : 

"  To  think  the  greatcft  men  the  greateft  fools : 

u  The  GREAT  are  judges  of  an  opera  fong, 

44  And  fly  a  Briton's  for  a  eunuch's  tongue ; 

44  Thus  idly  iquand'ring  for  a  fquall  their  riches, 

44  To  faint  with  rapture  at  thofe  cats  in  breeches. 

"  Accept  this  truth  from  me,  my  lads — the  maa 

"  Who  firft  found  out  a  fpit,  or  frying-pan, 

"  Did  ten  times  more  towards  the  public  good, 

"  Than  all  the  tawdry  titles  fince  the  tiood  : 

44  Titles !  that  PVINGS  may  grant  to  atfe?,  mules, 

*4  The  fcorn  of  fage<,  and  the  boaft  of  fools." 

He  ended— All  the  Cooks  exclaim'd,  44  Divine !" 
Then  whifper'd  one  another,  'twas  "  damn'd  fine  I" 
Thus  fpoke  the  SCOURER  like  a  man  infpir'd, 
Whofe  fpeech  the  HEROES  of  the  kitchen  fir'd  : 
Grooms,  matter  fcourers,  fculiions,  fcullions'  mates, 
With  all  the  overfeers  of  knives  and  plates, 
Felt  their  brave  fouls  like  frifky  cyder  work, 
Whizzing  in  oppofition  to  the  cork  : 
Earth's  Potentates  appear'd  ignoble  things, 
And  Cooks  of  greater  confequence  than  Kings; 
Such  is  the  pow'r  of  words,  where  truth  unites, 
And  fuch  the  rage  that  injur'd  worth  excites ! 
The  SCOURER'S  fpeech,  indeed,  with  reafon  blefl, 
Inrlam'd  with  godlike  ardour  all  the  reft. 
Thus  if  a  barn  Heav'n's  vengeful  lightning  draw, 
The  flame  ethereal  darts  amongft  the  draw  j 
Doors,  rafters,  beams,  owls,  weazles,  mice  and  rats, 
And  (if  unfortunately  moufing)  cats; 
All  feel  the  fierce  devouring  fire  in  turn, 
And,  mingling  in  one  conflagration,  burn. 

"  Sons  of  the  SPIT,"  the  Major  cry'd  again, 
44  Your  warlike  fpeeches  prove  you  bleft  with  brain  ; 
"  Brain  !  that  Dame  Nature  gives  not  ev'ry  head, 
*  But  fills  the  v.alt  vacuity  with  lead  1 

O  3-  "  Yet 
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"  Yet  ere  for  oppofition  we  prepare, 
*'  And  bravely  battle  in  the  caufe  of  HAIR  ; 
**  Methinks  'twould  be  but  decent  to  petition, 
**  And  tell  the  King  with  iirmnefs  our  condition 
u  Soon  as  our  fad  complaint  he  hears  us  utter, 
*:  His  gracious  heart  may  melt  away  like  butter ; 
**  Fair  M$RCY  ihine  amidfl  our  gloomy  houfe> 
**  And  aagcr'd  MAJESTY  forget  the  LO\J?E.H 


ADVERTISE- 


ADVERTISEMENT, 

A  S  many  people  perfift  ia  their  incredulity  wirh  refpeft  fo» 
•*  the  attack  made  by  the  Barbers  on  the  heads  of  the 
&armlefs  Cooks,  I  fhall  exhibit  a  lift  of  the  unhappy  fuf- 
fcrers  :  it  is  the  Palace  lift,  and  therefore  as  authentic  as> 
the  Gazette. 


A  true  Lift  of  the  Shaved  at  Buckingham  Hcufe. 

Two  Mafter  Cooks,  \  Two  Soil-carriers, 

Three  Yeomen  ditto,  ^  Two  Door-keepers,. 

Four  Grooms)  i  Eight  Boys, 

Three  Children,  /  Five  Paftry  People, 

Two  Mafter  Scourers>.  Eight  Silver  Scullery,  for 
Six  Under  Scourers,,  laughing  at  the 

Six  Turnbroches,  7 

In  all,  fifty-one: . 

A  young  man,,  named  John  Bear,  would  not  fubmit, 
loft  his  place. 


THE 


LOUSIAD, 


HEROI-COMIC     POEM. 


CANTO      II. 


«  —  Qualis  ab  incefto."  HORACE. 

«  As  it  was  in  th«  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  fhall  be,,  wotid  wish* 
.«  out  end." 


THE    ARGUMENT. 

INVOCATION  to  the  Mufes— Degeneracy  of  modern  poets 
— The  ragged  ftat«  of  the  ladies  of  ParnaffuS' — Sad  con 
dition  of  bards — Praife  of  Mr.  Weft's  great  pifture  of 
King  Alexander  and  the  Stag — M6re  invocation  to  the 
Mufes — The  tricks  of  thofe  Ladies — Their  impofitions  on 
Poets  and  PoeteflTes — A  compliment  to  King  George  and 
pr.  Herfchell,  on  their  intimacy  \vith  the  Moon,  and 
important  difcoveries  in  that  pLr.et — Invocation  to 
Apollo--Invocation  to  Confcience-- Confcience  defcribed 
7--The  great  powers  of  Confcience — More  invocation  to 
Confcience- --Truth  and  Falfehood,  their  fituations — 
More  invocation  to  Confcience--fThe  praife  of  Royal 
economy  and  a  Hanoverian  College---  Addrels  to  Gottin- 
gen — More  Invocation  to  Confcience- --Mr.  Haftings's 
bulfe,  Mrs.  Hafting's  bed  and  cradle  properly  treated— - 
More  words  to  Confcience — The  fatal  power  of  Confci 
ence  over  the  late  Mr.  Yorke  and  Lord  Clive— -Addrefs 
to  Fame — A  requeft  to  the  aforefaid  Gentlewoman,  in- 
ftrucling  her  how  to  difpofe  of  fome  of  her  trumpets— 
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CANTO  THE  SECOND. 

"K^YMPHS  of  the  facred  fount,  around  whofe  brink 

•*-^    Bards  mfh  in  droves,  like  cart-horfes,  to  drink  j 

Dip  their  dark  beards  amidft  your  ftreams  fo  clear, 

And,  whilft  they  gulp  it,  wifii  it  ale  or  beer : 

Far  more  delighted  to  poflefs,  I  ween, 

Old  Calvert's  brewhoufe  for  their  Hippocrene ; 

And  bleft  with  beef,  their  ghoftly  forms  to  fill, 

Make  Dolly's  chophoufe  their  Aoniari  hill ; 

More  pleased  to  hear  knives,  forks,  in  concert  join, 

Than  all  the  tinkling  cymbals  of  the  NINE  ; 

Affift  me — ye  who  themes  fublime  purfue, 

With  fcarce  a  fhift,  a  flocking,  or  a  ihoe  ! 

Such  pow'r  have  fatires,  epigrams,  and  odes, 

As  make  ev'n  bankrupts  of  the  born  of  gods, 

As  well  as  mortal  bards,  who  oft  bewail 

Their  unfuccefsful  madrigals  in  jail, 

Where  penn'd,  like  haplefs  cuckoos,  in  a  cage, 

The  ragged  warblers  pour  their  tuneful  rage ; 

Deck  the  damp  walls  with  verfe  of  various  quality, 

And,  from  their  prifons,  mount  to  immortality. 

Ah !  tell  me  where  is  now  thy  blufh,  O  SHAME  ! 
Shall  bards  through  jails  explore  the  road  to  Fame  * 


Like  fouls  of  Papifts  in  their  way  to  glory, 
Doom'd  at  the  half-way  houfe,  cail'd  Purgatory, 


To 
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To  burn,  before  they  reach  the  realms  of  light, 
Like  old  tobacco-pipes,  from  black  to  white  ? 
Yet  let  me  fay  again,  that  pow'rful  rhyme 
Hath  lifted  poets  to  a  Hate  fubiime  ; 
To  lofty  pill'ries  rais'd  their  facred  ears 
High  o'er  the  heads  of  marvelling  compeers, 
\Vhofe  eggs,  potatoes,  turnips,  and  their  tops, 
Paid  flying  homage' to  their  tuneful  chops  ! 
Bleft  Hate  !  that  gives  each  fair  exalted  mein, 
To  grace  in  print  a  monthly  magazine ; 
And  deck  the  mops  with  fweet  engravings  dreli, 
MVlidil  angels,  finners,  faints  of  Mifter  WEST  ; 
Where  brave  King  ALEXANDER  and  the  DEER, 
A  noble  bu filing  hodge-podge  fhall  appear, 
From  that  fam'd  picture  *  which  our  wonder  drew, 
And  pour'd  its  brazen  fplendors  on  the  view  ; 
Bright  as  the  pictures  that  with  glorious  glare, 
On  pent-houie  high,  in  Piccadilly  flare, 
Wrhere  lions  feem  to  roar,  and  tigers  growl, 
Hyaenas  whine,  and  wolves  in  concert  howl; 
And,  by  their  goggling  eyes  and  furious  grin, 
Inform  what  (baggy  devils  lodge  within. 

Ye  NYMPHS  who,  fond  of  fun,  full  many  a  time, 
Mount  on  a  jack-afs  many  a  child  of  rhyme, 
And  make  him  think,  ailride  his  braying  hack, 
He  moves  fubiime  on  Pegafus's  back  : 
Ye  MUSES,  oft  by  brainlefs  poets  fought 
To  bid  the  ilanza  chime,  and  fwell  with  thought ; 
Who,  whelping  for  OBLIVTON,  fain  would  fave 
Their  whining  puppies  from  the  fullen  wave  j 
Affifl  me  !   YE  who  vifit  towns  and  hovels, 
To  teach  our  girls  in  bibs  to  eke  our  novels, 
And  treat  with  (corn  (fax  nobler  knowledge  ftudying) 
The  humble  art  of  making  pye  or  pudding  : 
Who  bid  our  Sapphos  of  their  verfe  be  vain, 
And  fancy  all  Parnaflus  in  their  brain ; 

*  A  whole  acre  of  canvas  fo  daubed  by  colour  as  to  give  it  the  ap 
pearance  of  a  brafs  founder}'. 

And 
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And,  'mid  the  buftle  of  their  lucubrations, 

Take  downright  rr.adneis  for  your  infpirations; 

Charm'd  with  the  cadence  of  a  lucky  line, 

Who  taile  a  rapture  equal,  GEORGE,  to  thine, 

When,  bleft  at  DATCHET,  through  thy  HERS  en  ELL'* 

giaft, 

"That  brings  from  diftant  worlds  a  horfe,  an  afst 
A  tree,  a  windmill,  to  the  curious  eye, 
Shirts,  (lockings,  blankets,  that  on  hedges  dry, 
Thine  eyes,  at  evenings  late,  and  mornings  foon, 
Unfated  feaft  on  wonders  in  the  Moon  ; 
Where  HERSCHELL  on  volcanoes,  mountains,  pores, 
And  happy  NATURE'S  true  fublime  explores ; 
Whilft  thou,  fo  modefl,  (wonderful  to  tell!) 
On  LUNAR  trifles  art  content  to  dwell, 
Flies,  grafshoppers,  grubs,  cobwebs,  cuckoo  fpittle; 
In  fhort,  delighted  with  the  world  of  little ; 
Which  Wfisr-fliall  paint,  and  grave  Sir  JOSEPH  BANKS 
Receive  from  thy  hiftoric  mouth  with  thanks  ; 
Then  bid  the  vermin  on  the  journals  *  crawl, 
Hop,  jump,  and  flutter,  to  amufe  us  all. 

And  thou,  great  PATRON  f  of  the  double  quill, 
That  flays  by  rhyme,  and  murders  by  a  piH, 
A  pretty  kind  of  doUble-barrel'd  gun, 
More  giv'n  to  tragic  than  to  comic  fun ; 
Aufpicious  PATRON  of  the  paunch  and  backs 
Of  thofe  all-daring  rafcals  chriften'd  quacks, 
To  whom  our  purfe  and  lives  are  legal  plunder, 
Who,  hawk-like,  keep  the  human  Species  under  : 

GOD  of  thofe  gentlemen  of  jingling  brains, 
Who,  for  their  own  amufement^  print  their  drains  : 
Strains  that  ne'er  foar'd  beyond  the  beetle's  flight, 
Save  on  the  pinions  of  a  ichool-boy's  kite ; 
Strains  arrant  ftrangers  to  a  depth  profound, 
Save  when  deep  pilgrimaging  under  ground, 
In  humble  rags,  like  Tinners  in  a  mine, 
They  pay  their  court  to  CLOACINA'S  ftirins; 

•*  Of  the  Royal  Society.  -j-  Afollo. 

Strains 
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Strains  that  no  ray  of  light  or  warmth  proclaim, 

Save  when,  committed  to  the  fire,  they  flame ; 

Strains  that  a  circulation  never  found, 

Save  when  they  turn'd  on  beef  or  ven'fori  round : 

Oh  !   aid,  as  jofty  HOMER  fays,  my  noufe 

To  fmg  fublime  the  MONARCH  and  the  LOUSE  ! 

NYMPHS,  PHOEBUS,  in  my  firjt  heroic  chapter 
I  mould  have  pray'd  for  crumbs  of  tuneful  rapture : 
Thus  to  forget  my  friends  was  not  fo  clever ; 
But,  fays  the  proverb,  "  better  late  than  never" 
Well  I  fince  I'm  in  the  invocation  trade, 
To  CONSCIENCE  let  my  compliments  be  paid — 

CONSCIENCE,  a  terrifying  little  fprite, 
That,  bat-like,  winks  by  day,  and  wakes  by  night ; 
Hunts  through  the  heart's  dark  holes  each  lurking  vice, 
As  fharp  as  weafels  hunting  eggs  or  mice : 
Who,  when  the  lightnings  flam,  and  thunders  crack, 
Makes  our  hair  bridle  like  a  hedgehog's  back  ; 
Shakes,  ague-like,  our  hearts  with  wild  commotion ; 
Uplifts  our  faint-like  eyes  with  dread  devotion  ; 
Bids  the  poor  trembling  tongue  make  terms  with  Heav'n, 
And  promife  miracles  to  be  forgiv'n  ; 
Bids  fpectres  rife,  not  very  like  the  Graces  ; 
With  goggling  eyes,  black  beards,  and  Tyburn  faces ; 
With  fcenes  of  fires  of  glowing  brimftoiie  fcares, 
Spits,  forks,  and  proper  culinary  wares 
For  roafting,  broiling,  frying,  fricafleeing 
The  SOUL,  that  fad  offending  little  Being ; 
That  ftubborn  fluff,  of  falamander  make, 
Proof  to  the  fury  of  the  burning  lake. 

O  CONSCIENCE  !  thou  ftrait  jacket  of  the  foul, 
The  madding  fallies  of  the  bard  controul ; 
Who,  when  inclin'd,  like  brother  bards,  to  lie, 
Bring  TRUTH'S  neglected  form  before  his  eye; 
Fair  MAID  !  to  towns  and  courts  a  ft  ranger  grown, 
And  now  to  rural  fwains  almoft  unk;  own, 
Whofe  company  was  once  their  prudent  choice ; 
Who  once,  delighted,  liften'd  to  her  voice  j 

When 
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When  in  their  hearts  tiie  gentler  paflion  ftrove, 
And  CONSTANCY  went  hand  in  hand  with  LOVE  ! 
Sweet  TRUTH,  who  fleals  through  lonely  fhades  along. 
And  mingies  with  the  turtle's  note  her  fong; 
Whilft  FALSHOOD,  rais'd  by  fycophantic  tricks, 
Unblu filing,  flaunts  it  in  a  coach  and  fix. 

CONSCIENCE!    who  bid'ft  our  Monarch,    from  the 

nation, 

Send  fons  to  Gottingen  for  education, 
Since  helplefs  CAM  and  Isis,  loft  to  knowledge, 
Are  ideots  to  this  Hanoverian  college, 
Where  fimple  SCIENCE  beams  with  orient  ray  ; 
The  great,  the  glorious  ATHENS  of  the  day  ! 
So  fays  the  RULER  of  us  Englifli  fools, 
Who  cannot  judge  like  him  of  WISDOM'S  fchools. 

Dear  attic  GOTTINGEN  !  to  thee  I  bow, 
Of  Knowledge,  oh  !   moft  wonderful  milch  cow  ! 
From  whom  huge  pails  the  royal  boys  {hall  bring, 
And  give,  we  hope,  a  little  to  the  • 
Through  77/«,  befides  the  knowledge  they  may  reap, 
The  lads  fhall  get  their  board  and  lodging?  cheap ; 
And  learn,  like  their  good  parents,  to  fubfiil 
Within  the  limits  of  the  Civil  Lift; 
Who  feldom  bid  a  Minifter  implore 
A  little  farther  pittance  for  the  poor. 

CONSCIENCE!  who,  to  the  wonder  of  his  SIRE, 
Bad'ft  from  his  wonted  ftate  a  PRINCE  retire, 
And,  like  a  fubje&,  humbly  feek  the  fliade, 
That  not  a  tradefman  might  remain  unpaid  : 
An  a£tion  that  the  foul  of  ENVY  ftings— 
A  deed  unmerrtion'd  in  the  book  of  KINGS  : 


C  o N sc  i  E  N  c  E  !  who  mad'ft  a  Monarch,  by  thy  pow'r, 
Send  prisoner  the  fam'd  Di'mond  *  to  the  Tow'r ; 
So  witchingly  that  look'd  him  in  the  face, 
And  impudently  fought  to  bribe  his  GRACE  : 

*  Such  is  the  ftory  of  the  late  fly  Bulfe  that  ftolc  into  St.  James's. 

VOL.  L  P  Where 
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Where,  too,  the  cradle  and  the  bed  iliall  reft, 

That  on  the  fame  damu'd  errand  left  the  Eaft — •         faf^ 

Thus  .fall  of  gem  and  pearl  the  treas'nous  tribe, 

And  beds  and  cradles  that  would  MONARCH'S  bribe  : 

CONSCIENCE  !.  who  now  can  ft  like  a  car  -'.lorfe  drau  T 
Now,  lifelefs  finking,  fcarcely  lift  a  ft  raw ; 
60  diff 'rent  are  thy  pow'rs  at  dirr 'rent  rimes, 
Thou  dear  companion  of  the  man  of  rhymes  ! 
Thou  !  who  at  times  canft  like  a  lion  roar 
For  one  poor  fixpence;  yet,  like  NORTH,  canft  fnore, 
Though,  rapine,  murder,  try  to  ope  thine  eyes, 
And  raging  Hell  with  all  its  horrors  rife  ; 
Whofe  eye  on  petty  frauds  can  fiercely  flame, 
Yet  wink  at  full-blown  crimes  that  blaft  a  name  ! 

O  CONSCIENCE  !  who  didft  bid  to  madnefs  work 
(So  great  thy  pow'r)  the  brain  of  hapleis  YORK, 
And  mad'ft  him  cut  from  ear  to  ear  his'  throat, 
That  lucklefs  fpoil'd  his  patriotic  note ; 
Yet  wanted 'ft  ftrength  to  force  from  his  hard  eye 
One  drop — who  helped  him  to  yon  fpangled  fky  ; 
Whofe  damned  pray'rs,  feign'd  tears,  and  tongue  of  art, 
Won  on' the  weaknefs  of  his  honeft  heart  ! 
Poor  YORK  !  without  a  ftone  whofe  reliques  lie, 
Though  VIRTUE  mark'd  the  murder  with  a  figh  ! 

O  CONSCIENCE  !  who  to  CLIVE  didft  give  the  knife 
That  defp'rate  plunging,  took  his  .forfeit  life  j 
Who,  lawlefs  plund'rer,  in  his  wild  career, 
Whelm'd  ASIA'S  eye  with  woe,  and  heart  with  fear; 
Whofe  wheels   on  carnage  roli'd,    and,    drench'd  with 

blood, 

From  gafping  Nature  forc'd  the  blufhing  flood  ; 
Whilft  HAVOCK,  panting  with  triumphant  breath, 
Nerv'd  his  red  arm,  and  hail'd  the  hills  of  death. — 
And  now  to  thee,  O  lovely  FAME,  I  bend  ; 
Let  all  thy  trumpets  this  great  work  commend  : 
Give  one  a--piece  to  all  the  learn'd  Reviews, 
And  bid  them  found  the  labours  of  the  Mufe  : 

Give 
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Give  to  the  Magazines  a  trumpet  each, 
And  let  the  iwe'iiing  note  to  doomfday  reach  : 
To  daily  News-papers  a  trumpet  give  ; 
Thus  fhall  my  epic  drain  for  ever  live  :    : 
Tin  is  (bail  my  book  defcend  to  dillaut  times, 
And  rapt  pofterity  refound  my  rhymes. 
By  future  Beauties  (hall  each  tome  bej>reft, 
And,  with  their  lapdogs,  live  a  parlour  gue& 

Thee,  deareft  FAME,  fbme  mercenaries  hail, 
Merely  to  gain  their  labours  a  good  fale  ; 
Or  rife  to  fair  preferment  by  thy  tongue, 
Though  deaf  as  adders  to  thy  charms  of  fong : 
Juit  as  the  hypocrites  fay  pr'ay'rs,  fmg  pfalms, 
Bellow  upon  the  blind  and  cripple  alms  ; 
V it-id  glory  to  the  I'ow'r  who  rules  above, 
Net  from  a  principle  of  heav'nly  love, 
But,  fneaking  rafcals !  to  obtain,  when  dead, 
A  comfortable  lodging  over  head, 
When  forc'd  by  age,  or  doctors,  or  their  fpoufes, 
The  vagrants  quit  rheir  fubiunary  houfes. 

With  tirefome  invocation  having  done, 
At  length  our  glorious  Epic  may  go  on. 
Lo  !  Madam  SCHWKLJ.ENBERO,  inclin'd  to  cram1 
Was  woadrous  bufy  o'er  a  plate  of  ham  ; 
A  ham  that  once  adorn'd  a  German  pig, 
Rough  as  a  bear,  and  as  a  jack-afs  big  ; 
In  woods  of  Wcftphaly  by  hunters  fmitten, 
And  fent  a  prefent  to  the  Queen  of  Britain* 

But  ere  we  farther  march,  ye  Mufes,  fay 
Somewhat  of  Madam  SCHWELLENHERG,  I  pray. 
If  ancient  poets  mention  but  a  horfe, 
We  read  his  genealogy  of  courfe : 
Oh  !  fay,  (hall  horfes  boaft  the  deathlefs  line, 
And  o'er  a  Lady's  lineage  deep  the  Nine  ? 

By  virtue  of  her  father  and  her  mother, 
This  woman  faw  the  light  without  much  pother ; 

P  z  That 
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That  is — no  grand  commotions  fliook  our  earth; 

Apollo  danc'd  no  hornpipe  at  her  birth, 

To  fay  to  what  perfection  me  was  born, 

What  wit,  what  wifdom  fhould  the  Nymph  adorn ; 

No  bees  around  her  lips  in  cluflers  hung, 

To  tell  the  future  fweetnefs  of  her  tongue ; 

Around  her  cradle  perch'd  no  cooing  dove, 

To  mark  the  foul  of  innocence  and  love ; 

-No  fmiling  Cupids  round  her  cradle  plav*d, 

To  Ihow  the  future  conqtiefts  of  the  maid, 

Whofe  charms  would  make  the  jealous  fex  her  foes, 

And  with  their  lightnings  blaft  a  thoufand  beaus. 

Indeed  the  Mufe  muft  own  a  trifling  pother 

Sprung  up  between  the  father  and  the  mother  ; 

.For,  after  taking  methods  how  to  gain  her, 

They  knew  not  how  the  devil  they  fhould  maintain  her. 

Heav'ns  !  what  I  no  prodigy  attend  her  birth, 
Who  awes  the  greateft  palace  upon  earth  ? 
Yes !  a  black  cat  round  the  bantling  fqualPd, 
Join'd  its  young  cries,  and  all  the  houie  appall'd  : 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  fprung  with  vilage  wild, 
And  made  a  bold  attempt  to  kifs  the  child  ; 
Bats  pour'd  in  hideous  hofts  into  the  room, 
And,  imp-like,  flitting,  form'd  a  fudden  gloom  ; 
Then  to  the  cradle  rufh'd  the  dark'ning  throng, 
And,  rapturM,  fhriek'd  congratulating  fong  ; 
"V^hich  fong,  in  concert  with  the  fqualls  of  pufs, 
Seem'd,  in  plain  German,  "  Thau  art  one  of  us ^ 
In  Strelitz  firft  this  Dame  the  light  efpy'd, 
Born  to  a  good  inheritance  of  pride ; 
For,  howe'er  paradoxical  it  be, 
PRIDE  pigs  with  people  of  a  low  degree, 
As  well  as  with  your  folks  of  fortune  flruts  ; 
Like  rats  that  live  in  palaces  or  huts ; 
Or  bugs,  an  animal  of  pompous  gait, 
That  dwell  in  beds  of  ftraw,  or  beds  of  flate ; 
Or  monkeys  vile,  whofe  tooth  inglorious  grapples, 
Now  with  ananas,  now  with  rotten  apples. 

Hail, 
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Hail,  PROTEUS  PRIDE,  whofe  various  pow'rs  of  throat 
Can  fwell  the  trumpet's  loud  and  iaucy  note ; 
And  if  a  meaner  air  can  ferve  thy  turn, 
In  panting,  quiv'ring  founds  of  Jews-harps,  mourn! 
Hail,  PRIDE,  companion  of  the  great  and  little, 
So  abjeft,  who  canft  lick  a  patron's  fpittle  ; 
Whine  like  a  fneaking  puppy  at  his  door, 
And  turn  the  hind  part  of  thy  wig  before ; 
Kay,  if  he  orders,  turn  it  infide  out, 
And  wear  it,  Merry -Andrew  like,  about ; 
Heed  not  the  grinning  world  a  fingle  rufh, 
But  bear  its  pointed  fcorn  without  a  blulh  ! 
Yet  fain  wouldft  thou  the  crouching  world  beflride, 
- Juft  like  the  RHODIAN  BULLY  o'er  the  tide ; 
The  brazen  wonder  of  the  world  of  yore, 
That  proudly  ftretch'd  his  legs  from  fhoreto  lhorer 
And  faw  of  'Greece  the  loftieft  navy  travel, 
In  dread  fubmiflion,  underneath  his  navel. 

So  much  for  Pride — great,  little,  humble,  vain  ; 
And  now  for  ftladam  SCHWELLENBERG  again. 

Whether  the  Nymph  could  ever  boaft  a  grace, 
That  deign'd  to  pay  a  vifit  to  her  face, 
The  MUSE  is  ignorant,  flie  muft  allow  ; 
Yet  knows  this  truth,  that  not  one  fparkles  now.- 
If  ever  beauties,  in  delight  excelling, 
Clnrm'd  on  her  cheek,  they  long  have  left  their  dwelling. 
:This  Nymph  a  mantua- maker  was,  I  ween, 
And  priz'd  for  cheapnefs  by  our  faving  Queen, 
W7ho  (where's  the  mighty  harm  of  loving  money  ?)• 
Brought  her  to  this  fair  land  of  milk  and  honey, 
And  plac'd  her  in  a  mod  important  fphere — 
INSPECTRESS  GENERAL  of  the  Royal  Geer. 

Soon  as  this  woman  heard  the  Loufe's  tale, 
At  once  fhe  turn'd,.  like  walls  of  piafter,  pale. 
But  firft  the  ham  of  Wejiphaly  {he  gobbled, 
And  then  to  feek  the  LORD'S  ANOINTED  hobbled  : 
P  3 
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HIM  full  of  wrath,  like  Peleus'  fon  of  yore, 
When  Agamemnon  took  away  his  wh  —  , 
In  all  the  bittemefs  of  wrath  fhe  found  ; 
The  Queen  and  Royal  Children  flaring  round. 
*'  C  Swelfy  /*'  —  thus  the  madden'd  Monarch  roar'd, 
Whilft  wild  impatience  wing?d  each  rapid  word  ; 
For,  lo  !  ttit/olemm  march  of  graceful  fpeech, 
The  KING  long  fince  had  bid  to  kifs  his  b  —  h. 
The  broken  language  that  his  mouth  affords 
Are  heads  and  tails,  and  legs  and  wings  of  words, 
That  give  imagination's  laughing  eye 
A  lively  picture  of  a  giblet  pye.  — 

"  O  SweJIy,  Swell?  /"  cry'd  the  furious  King, 
"  What  !  what  a  dirty,  filthy,  nafty  thing  !  — 
'4  That  thus  you  come  to  eafe  my  angry  mind, 
*  Indeed  is  ve/y,  very,  very,  very  kind.  — 
**  What's  your  opinion,  hae  !"  —  the  Monarch  rav'd  ; 
"  Yes,  yes,  the  cooks  fhall  ev'ry  one  be  fhav'd  — 
**  What  !  what  !  hae  !  hae  !  now  tell  me,  Sivelty,  pray, 
"  Shan't  I  be  right  in't—  What  !  what  !   Swelfy,  hae  ?  " 
*'  Yes,  yes,  I'm  fure  on't,  by  the  Loufe's  looks, 

That  he  belong'd  to  fome  one  of  the  cooks. 


" 


Speak,  Swelly  ;  (han't  we  (have  each  filthy  jowl  ? 
"  Yes,  yes,  and  that  we  will,  upon  my  foul." 

To  whom  the  DAME,  with  elevated  chin, 
Wide-ftaring  eyes,  and  broad,  contemptuous  grin  : 

"  Yes,  fure  as  dat  my  foul  is  to  be  fav'd, 
4t  So  fure  de  dirty  rafcals  fal  be  fhav'd  — 
"  Shav'd  to  de  quick  be  ev'ry  moder's  fon  — 
*'  And  curfe  me  if  /  do  not  fee  it  done  ! 
i;  De  barbers  foon  der  nafty  locks  fal  fall  on, 
"  Nor  leave  vone  {landing  for  a  Loufe  to  crawl  on. 
"  If  on  der  fkulls  de  razor  do  not  mine, 
**  lyiay  gowns  and  petticoats  no  more  be  mine— 
*4  Curl,  club,  and  pigtail,  all  fal  go  to  pot, 
«  For  fufli  curs'd  naftinefs,  or  I'll  be  rot  ; 
"  Or  elfe  to  Strelitz  let  me  quickly  fly, 
*  Dat  dunghill,  dat  poor  pighoufe  to  de  eye  ; 

«  Where 
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<{  Where  from  his  own  mock  tronc  de  Prince,  fo  great, 

"  Can  jomp  into  anoder  Prince  eftate— 

"  Ifs,  by  de  God  dat  made  dis  eart  and  me, 

"  No  fingle  loufy  rafcal  fal  go  free." 

.    Reader,  thou  raifeft  both  thy  marv'lling  eyes, 

In  all  the  flaring  wildnefs  of  furprife; 

As  if  the  poet  did  not  truth  revere, 

And  fancied  gentlewomen  could  not  fwear  : 

Go,  fool,  and  feek  the  ladies  of  the  mud, 

Queens  of  the  lakes,  or  damfels  of  the  flood, 

Nymphs,  Nereids,  or  what  vulgar  tongues  call  drabs, 

Who  vend  at  Billinfgate  their  fprais  and  crabs ; 

Tell  them  their  fifti  all  ftink,  and  thou  wilt  hear 

Whether  fine  gentle-'vomen  ever  fwear : 

Nay,  vifit  many  of  our  courtly  dames, 

When  wrath  their  .dove- like  gentlenefs  inflames ; 

Lo  !  thou  malt  find,  by  many  a  naughty  word, 

They  ufe  (mail  ceremony  with  the  Lord, 

In  fpite  of  alt  that  godly  books  contain, 

That  teach  them  not  to  take  his  name  in  vain. 

"  Thanks,    Swelfy,    thanks,     thanks,     thanks,"    the 

KING  reply 'd; 

«'  Like  me,  you  have  not  got  a  grain  of  pride. 
4<  Yes,  yes,  if  I  am  mailer  of  this  houfe — 
*<  Yes,  yes,  the  locks  ftiall  fall,  and  then  the  Loufe." 

He  fpoke — and  to  confirm  the  dreadful  doom, 
His  head  he  fliook,  that  fliook  the  dining  room, 
Thus  JOVE  of  old,  the  dread,  the  THUND'RING  Goxx, 
Shook,  when  he  fwore,  OLYMPUS  with  his  nod. 

"  Yes,"  cry'd  the  KING,    "  yes,    yes,    their  curls  lhall 

"  quake— 
"  But   tell  me,   where,   where,   where's  Sir   FRANCIS 

"  DRAKE?" 

O,  Reader,  think  not  'twas  that  DR  ARE,  Sir  FRANCIS, 
Whofe  wondrous  actions  feem  almoft  romances  j 
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Who  fhone  in  fcnfe  profound,  and  bloodieft 

And  rais'd  the  nation's  glory  to  the  flars ; 

Who  firft  in  triumph  fail'd  around  the  world, 

And  vengeance  on  the  foes  of  Britain  hurl'd  : 

But  HE  who  fkulks  around  the  Royal  kitchen, 

Which  if  he  catch  a  neighbour's  dog  or  bitch  in,. 

Lets  fly,  to  ftrike  the  four-legg'd  mumper  dead, 

A  poker,  or  a  cleaver,  at  his  head. 

Not  that  Sir  F&ANCFS  DRAKE  who,  god- like,  bore 

Fair  Freedom,  Science,  to  th'  Atlantic  lliore  ; 

To  Pagans  gave  the  Gofpel's  faving  grace,. 

And  planted  Virtue  'midft  a  barb'rous  race ; 

Spread  on  the  darken'd  realms  the  blaze  of  light — 

But  he  who  fees  the  fpoons  and  plates  are  bright ; 

Sees  that  the  knives  before  the  King  and  Queen 

Are,  like  the  pair  of  Royal  ftomachs,  knee  : 

Not  he,  whofe  martial  frown  whole  kingdoms  fliook,. 

But  he  whofe  low'ring  vifage  fhakes  a  cook : 

Not  he  who  pour'd  on  Mexico  his  tars  ; 

But  he,  at  London,  who  with  linen  wars, 

Napkins  and  damafk  table-cloths  *  aflails 

With  fciflars,  razors,  knives,  and  teeth,  and  nails  ; 

Who  dares  with  Doylies  defp'rate  war  to  wage, 

Such  is  his  province  and  domeftic  rage, 

If,  like  his1  predeceffors,  he  hath  grace, 

And  calls  his  couquefts,  perqui/ites  of  place. 

JTwas  not  that  DRAKE  who  bade  his  daring  crew 

Run  with  their  bayonets  the  Spaniards  through  ;. 

But  that  important  DRAKE,  in  office  big, 

Inflrufting  cooks  to  fplt  a  goofe  or  pig  : 

Not  he  who  took  the  Spaniards  by  the  nofe, 

And  prifo.ns  filPd  with  Britain's  gracelefs  foes  ; 

Eut  he  who  bids  the  geele,  his  pris'ners,  die, 

And  fluffs  their  legs  and  gizzards  in  a  pye  : 

*  It  was  a  common  pra<ftice  in  the  laft  and  preceding  reigns  (the 
frtfcnt  being  fornewhat  more  economical)  to  tear  and  cut  the  Royal 
linen  privately,  which,  on  account  of  the  teeth,  knife,  nail,  or  fciffar 
wounds,"  were  never  more  ufed,  but  wen:  as  perquifites  to  Trcafurers 
'the  Houfehold. 

He 
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He  who,  three  times  a  week,  a  Green-cloth  Lord, 
Sits,  wifdom  fraught,  at  that  important  Board 
With  wife  compeers,  in  judge-like  order  ftudying, 
Whether  the  KING  lhall  have  a  tart  or  pudding. 
Not  //f,  by  virtues  to  the  world  endear'd, 
By  foes  refpefted,  and  by  friends  rever'd ; 
Prompt  to  relieve  the  fupplicating  figh, 
Who  never  dafli'd  with  tears  the  afking  eye; 
But  wak'd  of  joy  the  long-departed  beam, 
Deep  funk  in  forrow's  unremitting  ftream:— 
But  //<?,  with  generality  at  ftrife, 
Who  never  gave  a  fixpence  in  his  life ; 
Who,  if  he  ever  aik'd  a  friend  to  dine, 
Requefted  favours  that  outweigh'd  his  wine  : 
From  lane  to  lane,  who  fteals  with  wary  feet, 
Juft  like  the  cautious  hare  that  feeks  his  feat: 
Who,  though  a  city  *  near  him,  rears  her  head, 
And  wealthy  villages  around  him  fpread, 
No  friend,  no  neighbour  near  his  manfion  found, 
Like  CAIN  furveys  a  folitude  around. 
'Twas  this  Sir  FRANCIS,  quite  a  different  man 
From  him  who  round  die  world  with  glory  ran  : 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n  !  that  e'er  the  MUSE  untrue 
Should  give  to  any  man  another's  due ! 

MUSE,  leave  we  now  the  Monarch,  vengeance  brewing, 
To  take  a  peep  at  what  the  Cooks  were  doing. 

In  that  fnug  room,f  the  fcene  of  flirewd  remark* 
Whofe  window  flares  upon  the  faunt'ring  Park  ; 
Where  many  a  hungry  bard,  and  gambling  (inner, 
In  chop-fal'n  fadnefs,  counts  the  trees  for  dinner; 
In  that  fnug  room  where  any  man  of  fpunk 
Would  find  it  a  hard  matter  to  get  druuk ;  \ 

*  Exeter. 

f  The  Lnrdcr. 

%   This  will  be  deemed  ftrnngc  by  my  court y  readers 4  but  it  is 

peverthclcfe  true, 

Where 
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Where  coy  Tokay  ne'er  feels  a  cook's  embraces, 

Nor  Port  nor  Claret  (how  their  rofy  faces ; 

But  where  old  Adam's  beverage  flows  with  pride, 

From  wide-mouth'd  pitchers,  in  a  plenteous  tide  ; 

Where  veal,  pork,  mutton,  beef,  and  fowl  and  fifh, 

All  club  their  joints  to  make  one  handfeme  difli  ; 

Where  ftewpan  covers  ferve  for  plates,  I  ween, 

And  knives  and  forks  and  fpoons  are  never  feen ; 

Where  pepper  ifllies  from  a  paper  bag, 

And  for  a  cruet  (lands;  a  brandy  cag ; 

Where  Madam  SCHWELLENBERG  too  often  fits, 

Like  forne  old  tabby  in  her  moufing  fits, 

Demurely  fquinting  with  majeftic  mein, 

To  catch  fome  fault  to  carry  to  the  QUEEN  : 

In  that  (hug  room,  like  thofe  immortal  Greeks, 

Of  whom,  in  book  the  thirteenth,  OVID  fpeaks; 

Around  the  table,  all  with  fulky  looks, 

Like  culprits  doom'd  to  Tyburn,  fat  the  cooks ! 

At  length,  with  phiz  that  fhow'd  the  man  of  woes, 

The  forrowing  King  of  (pits  and  flewpans  rofc. 

Like  PAUL  at  Athens,  very  juftly  fainted, 

And  by  "the  charming  "brufh  of  Raphael  painted, 

With  oiu-ftretch'd  hands,  and  energetic  grace, 

He  fearlefs  thus  harangues  the  ROASTING  RACE  ; 

Whilft  gaping  round,  in  mute  attention,  (it 

The  poor  forlorn  difciples  of  the  fpit. 

"  Cooks,  (bullions,  hear  me  ev'ry  mother's  fon— 

1  Know  that  I  reliili  not  this  Royal  fun  : 

"  GEORGE  thinks  us  fcarcely  fit  ( 'tis  very  clear) 

"  To  carry  guts,  my  brethren,  to  a  bear." — 

"  Guts  to  a  bear  !"  the  Cooks,  up-fpringi'ng,  cry'd — 

"  Guts  to  a  bear!"  the  Major  loud  reply 'd. 

"  Guts  to  the  dev'I ;"  loud  roar'd  the  Cooks  again, 

And  tofs'd  their  nofes  high  in  proud  difdaiii : 

The  plain  tranflation  of  whofe  pointed  nofes 

The  reader  needeth  not,  -the  bard  fuppofes ; 

But  if  the  reafon  fome  dull  reader  looks, 

'Tis  this*— whatever  Kings  may  think  of  Cooks, 

Howe'er  crown'd  heads  may  deem  them  low-born  things, 

Cooks  are  poflefg'd  of  fouls  as  well  as  Kings. 

Yet 
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Vet  there  are  fome  who  think  (buc  what  a  ilutm?  !  )       |_|  . 
Poor  peopled  fouls  like,  pence  of  Birmingham, 
Adulterated  brafs  —  bale  fluff  —  abhorr'd  — 
That-never  can  pals  cnrrent.with  the  LORD  ;     .  . 
And  think,  Ix-caufe  of  wealth  they  bo.  ill  a  ftore, 
With  ev'ry  freedom  they  rn'iy  trc;  . 
Witnefs  the  ftory  that  my  Mule,  \vir.h  tear.-, 
Relates,  O  Reader,  to  thy  ihrinking  t\a.>. 

With  feeble  voice  and  deep  defponding  fighs, 
With  fallow  cheek  and  pity  nfking^eyes, 
A  WKLT.CH,  by  age  and  poverty  dcc^y'd, 
For  farthings  lately  to  a  NABOB  pray'd  ;, 
The  NABOB,  turkey-like,  began  to  fweil, 
And  damn'd  the  beggar  to  the  pit  .of  hell. 
"  Oh!   Sir,':   the  Applicant  was  heard  to  cry,  ..    . 

(The  tear  of  mis'ry  trk 

"  Though  I'm  in  rag;,  and  wondrous,  vvondrous  poor, 
"  And  you  with  gold  and  'filver  cover'cl  o'er, 
"  There  won't  in  heav'n  Inch  difference,  Sh',  take  place, 
"  'When  we  before  the  LORD  come  face  to  face."-— 
"   You  face  to  face  with  me  /"  the  Nabob  cry  Vi, 
In  all  the  infolence  of  npihirt  pride  — 
"    "You  face  to  face  with  ,%r,   you  dog, 


"  I'll  kick  your  back  —  de,  if  I  catch  ye  there."  — 
Oh,  ihocking  blafphemy  !  oh,  horrid  "fpeech  !  — 
Where  was  the  fellow  born  ?  —  the  wicked  wretch  !  — 
So  black  an  imp  would  pull,  I  do  fuppofe, 
A  bulfe  of  diamonds  from  a  Begum's  nofe  ; 
Or  make,  like  DOULAH,  carelefs  of  his  foul, 
A  new  edition  of  the  old  Black  Hole. 

*>h 

"  What's  life,'1  the  Major  faid,  '*  my  brethren,  pray, 
"  If  force  muft  (hatch  our  firft  delight  away  ? 
"  Relcntlefs  fhall  the  Royal  mandate  drag 
"  The  hairs  that  long  have  grac'd  this  filken  bag  ; 
?  Hairs  to  a  barber  fcarcely  worth  a  fig, 
"  Too  few  to  make*a  forctop  for  a  wig-  ? 
^  Mull  razors  vile  thefe  locks^,  fo  fcanty,  (have, 
*'*  Locks  that  I  \vifli  to  carry  to  my  grave; 

"  Hairs, 
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"  Hairs,  look,  my  lads,  fo  wonderfully  thin, 

**  Old  SCHWELLENBURG  hath  more  upon  her  chin  ?"— • 

*  Yes,  that  (he  hath,"  exclaim'd  a  Cook,  "  by  God, 
u  A  damn'd  old  German  good-for-nothing  toad. 

"  Yes,  yes,  her  mouth  with  beard  divinely  bridles — 

"  Curfe  me,  I'd  rather  kifs  a  bunch  of  thiftles. 

"  Oh !  were  it  but  his  Majefty's  commands 

*'  To  give  her  gentle  jaw-bones  to  thefe  hands ; 

"  I'd  {have  her,  like  a  punifh'd  foldier,  dry  : 

**  No  killing  fow  (hall  make  a  fweeter  cry  : 

"  I'd  pay  my  compliments  to  Madam's  chin  ; 

*'  I'd  an'fwer  for't  Pd  make  the  devil  grin  : 

**  The  razor  moil  delicioufly  mould  work  ; 

"  I'd  trim  her  muzzle;  yes,  I'd  fcrape  her  pork  : 

**  I'd  teach  her  to  fome  purpofe  to  behave, 

"  And  fhow  the  witch  the  nature  of  a  fliave. 

"  O  !  woman,  woman  !   whether  lean  or  fat, 

"  In  face  an  angei,  but  in  foul  a  cat ! 

He  ended — when  each  mouth  upon  the  ftretdi, 
Crown'd  with  a  loud  horfe  laugh  the  claffic  fpeech. 

Too  foon,  alas!   RESENTMENT  feiz'd  the  hour, 
And  JOKE  relign'd  his  grin-provoking  pow'r. 
RAGE  dirnm'd  of  MIRTH  THE  SUDDEN  SUNNY  SKY, 
And  fill'd  with  gloomy  oaths  each  fcowling  eye; 
While  GRIEF,  returning,  took  her  tarn  to  reign, 
Sunk  ev'ry  heart,  and  fadden'd  ev'ry  mein  ; 
Dr,ew  from  their  giddy  heights  the  laughing  GRACHS — 
For  much  is  GRIEF  difpos'd  to  bring  down  faces. 

"  Son  of  the  fpir,"  the  Major,  ftrutting  cry'd, 
I  like  thy  fpidt,  and  revere  thy  pride  : 
44  I'd  rather  hear  thee  than  a  Bifhop  preach, 
14  For  thcu  haft  made  a  very  pretty  fpeech. 
*  Such  is  the  language  that  the  Gods  fliould  hear, 
14  And  fuch  fhould  thunder  on  the  Royal  ear. 

*  Yet,  fon  of  dripping,  though  thou  fpeak'ft  my  notions, 
1  We  muft  not  be  too  nimble  in  our  motions. 

"  Awhile,  heroic  brothers,  let  us  halt ; 

41  Soft  fires,  the  proverb  tells  us,  make  fweet  malt. 
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<*  And  yet  again  I  bid  you  ftand  like  rocks, 

"  And  battle  for  the  honour  of  your  locks. 

*'  Lo  !  in  thefe  aged  hairs  is  all  my  joy ; 

'*  To  fhave  them,  is  my  being  to  deftroy. 

"  What's  life,  if  life  has  not  a  blifs  to  give  ? 

'-^  And,  if  unhappy,  who  would  wilh  to  live  ? 

"  CONTENT  can  vifit  the  poor  fpider'd  room-; 

"  Pleas'd  with  the  coarfe  rufa  mat  and  birchen  broom  j 

"  Where  parents,  children,  feaft  on  oaten  bread, 

*'  With  cheeks  as  round  as  apples,  and  as  red  • 

"  Where  HEALTH  with  vigour  nerves  their  backs  and 

"  hams, 

."  Sweet  fouls,  though  ragged  as  young  colts  or  rams ; 
"  Where  calmly  fleeps  the  parents  wilh  their  darlings, 
"  Though  nibbled  by  the  fleas  as  thick  as  ftarlhigs 
"  Lull'd  to  them  reft,  beneath  the  coarfefl  rugs$ 
"  And  dead  to  bitings  of  a  thoufand  bugs. 

"  CONTENT,  mild  maid  !  delights  in  fmplc  things, 
"  And  envies  not  the  {rate  of  Queens  or  Kings  ; 
"  Can  dine  on  (beep's  head,   or  a  di(h  of  broth, 
"  Without  a  table  or  a  table-cloth  : 
u  N"or  wiflies,  with  the  fafhionable  group, 
*"  To  vifit  HORTON'S  mop  for  turtle  fou'p  ; 
*'  Can  ufe  a  bit  of  packthread  for  a  jack, 
<;  And  fit  upon  a  chair  without  a  back  : 
<;  Nay,  wanting  knives,  can  with  her  lingers  work, 
,<;  Ar.cl.ufe  a  wooden  fkewtr  for  a  fork 
""  S  \veet  maid  1  wlio  thinks  not  flioes  of  leather  mocking, 
'-;  Nor  feels  the  horrors  in  a  worfted  flocking ; 
i4  Her  temper  mild,  no  huckaback  can  fhock> 
j1**  Tliough  for  her  lovely  limbs  it  forms  a  fmock. 
*:  Pleas'd  with  the  nat'ral  curls  her  face  that  made, 
I*4   No  graves  are  robb'd  icr  hair  to  form  a  braid  : 
"*'  } -rcr  bread  of  native  pjumpnefs  ne'er  afpires 
;  T-o  f \veiling  menythut^-ts  of  gauze  and  wires, 
<;  To  look  like  crops  of  ducks  (with  labour  borne) 
'•  Stretch'd  by  a  fuperliuity  of  corn. 
*•   Vs'ith  Nature's  hips',  fne  fighs  not  for  cork  rumps, 
""  Ana  fcorns  the  j^ide  of  pinching  ftays  or  jumps ; 
VOL.  I.  Q^  «  But, 
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*'  But,  pleas'd  from  whalebone  prifons  to  efcnpe, 

"  She  trufls  to  (imple  nature  for  a  fhape ; 

*;  Without  a  warming-pan  can  go  to  bed, 

"  And  wrap  her  petticoat  about  her  head  ; 

*'  Nor  figh  for  cobweb  caps  of  Mechlin  lace, 

"  That  made  of  Quality  the  varniuYd  face : 

"  Sweet  nymph,  like  doves,    fhe  feeks  her  ftraw-built 

"  neft, 

<c  And  in  a  pair  of  minutes  is  undreft ; 
*;  Whilft  all  the  fafliionable  female  clans, 
"  Undreffing,  feem  unloading  caravans. 
"  No  matter  from  what  fource  contentment  fprings ; 
*'  'Tis  juft  the  fame  in  Cooks  as  'tis  in  Kings; 
*'  And  if  our  fouls  are  fet  upon  our  hair, 
"  Let  fnip-fnap  barbers — nay,  let  Kings,  beware, 
*'  Nor  tempt  the  dangerous  rage  of  true  John  Bulls, 
*4  And  clap,  like  fools,  the  edge-tool  to  our  fkulls. 
*'  Tread  on  a  worm,  he  mows  his  rage  and  pain, 
*'  By  turning  on  the  wound  ing  heel  again: 
*4  Nay,  e'en  inanimates  appear  to  feel ; 
"  On  the  loofe  ftone,  if  chance  direct  your  heel, 
*;  Lo  !   from  its  womb  the  fudden  ftream  afcends, 
"  To  prove  the  foot  was  not  among  its  friends ; 
*;  And  calling  in  the  aid  of  neighbour  mud, 
"  O'er  the  fair  flocking  fpouts  the  fable  flood." 

So  fpoke  the  Major,  with  refentment  fir'd ; 
Spoke  like  a  man ;  indeed,  like  man  infpir\l. 
Some  Critic  cries,  with  fharp,  faftidious  look, 
"  Bard,  bard,  this  is  not  language  fora  Cook  "— 
"  O  fuarier!  but  I'll  lay, thee  any  wager, 
"  It  is  not  too  fublime  for  a  Cook  Major" 

"  Behold  !  to  remedy  our  fad  condition," 
The  Major  cry'd,  "  I've  cook'd  up  a  Pejtion: 
"  This  carries  weight  with  it,  or  I'm  miftaken, 
*c  Shall  fliake  the  Monarch's  foul, -and  fave  our  bacon."' 
Then  jumping  on  a  barrel,  thus  aloud 
He  read  fonorous  to  the  gaping  crowd.  ' 

Thus 
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Thus  reads  a  parifh-clerk  in  church  a  brief, 
That  begs  for  burnt- out  wretches  kind  relief- 
Relief,  alas  !  that  very  rarely  reaches 
The  poor  petitioner?,  the  ruin'd  wretches; 
But  (loft  its  way)  unfortunately  fteers 
To  fat  churchwardens  and  fat  overfeers ; 
Improves  each  difli,  augments  the  punch  and  ale,- 
And  adds  new  fpirits  to"  the  fmutty  tale. 


THE  PETITION  OF  THE  COOKS. 

*  YOUR  Majefty's  firm  friends  and  faithful  Cooks, 
"  Who  in  your  Palace  merry  liv'd  as  grigs, 

*'  Have  heard,  with  heavy  hearts  and  downcaft  looks, 
"  That  we  muft  all  be  fhav'd,  and  put  on  wigs : 

'*   Youj  SIRE,  who  with  fuch  honour  wear  your 
"  Should  never  bring  on  our's  difgraces  down. 

**  Dread  Sir!  we  really  deem  our  heads  our  ownr 
"  With  ev'ry  fprig  of  hair  that  on  them  fprings  : 

"  In  France,  where  men  like  fpaniels  lick  the  Throne,. 
'*  And  count  it  glory  to  be  cuffed  by  Kings, 

"   Their  locks  belong  unto  the  Grand  Monarque, 

"  Who  fwallows  privileges  like  a  fhark. 

"  Be  pleas'd  to  pardon  what  we  now  advance ; 

"  We  dare  your  Sacred  Majefty  allure, 
*'  That  there's  a  difference  between  us  and  France; 

"  And  long,  we  hope,  that  difference  will  endure. 
**  We  know  King  LEWIS  would,  with  pow'r  fo  dready 

**  Not  only  cut  the  hair  off,  but  the  head. 

"  Oh !  tell  us,  Sir,  in  loyalty  fo  true, 

"  What  dire  defigning  ragamuffins  faid, 
"'  That  we,  your  Cooks,  are  fuch  a  nafty  crewv 

"  Great  Sir  !  as  to  have  crawlers  in  our  head  ? 
**  My  Liege,  you  can't  find  one  through  all  our  houfe ; 
"  Not  if  you'd  give  a  guinea  for  a  loufe. 

a  "  What 
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**  What  creature  'twas  yon  found  upon  your  phte^ 
44  We  know  not ;  if  a  loufe,  it  was  not  our's: 

44  To  fliave  each  Cook's  poor  unoffending  pate, 
44  Betrays  too  much  of  arbitrary  pow'rs ; 

**  The  act  humanity  and  juftice  (bocks  : 

44  Let  him  who  vwns  the  crawler  lofe  his  locks, 

"  But  grant  upon  your  plate  this  loufe  fo  dread, 
"  How  can  you  lay,  Sir,  it  belongs  to  us  f 

"  Maggots  are  found  in  many  a  princely  head ; 
44  And  if  a  maggot,  why  then  not  a  loufe  ? 

"  Nay,  grant  the  facl ;  with  horror  mould  you  fhrink  ? 

<4  It  could  not  eat  your  Majefty,  we  think. 

<4  Hunger,  my  Liege,  hath  oft  been  felt  by  Kings, 

44  As  well  as  people  of  inferior  ftate  ; 
44  Quarrels  with  Cooks  are  therefore  dangerous  things  5 

44  We  cannot  anfwer  for  your  ftomach's  fate  ; 
"  For  by  your  fize.,  we  frankly  muft  declare, 
"  You  feed  on  more  fubftantial  fluff  than  air. 

"  IMy  Liege,  an  Univerfe  hath  been  your  foes ; 

44  The  times  have  look'd  moil  miferably  black  j 
41  America  hath  /ryV  to  pull  your  nofe ; 

44  French,  Dutch,  and  Spaniards,  try'd  to  bang  your 

44  back  ;  ^ 

<4  *T would  be  a  ferious  matter,  let  us  tell  ye, 
<;  Were  'ive  to  buccaneer  it  on  your  belly. 

"  You  fee  the  fpirit  of  your  Cooks,  then,  Sire, 
44  Deterrriin'd  nobly  to  fupport  their  locks  ; 

"  And  mould  your  guards  be  order'd  out  to  fire, 
44  Their  guns  may  be  oppos'd  by  fpits  and  crocks  i 

"  Knives,  forks,  and  fpoons,  may  fly,  with  plates  a  ftore, 

"  And  all  the  thunder  of  the  kitchen  roar. 

"•  NAT.  GARDNER,  Yeoman  of  the  Mouth,  declares 
44  He'll  join  the  ilandard  of  your  injur'd  Cooks; 

'*•  Each  fcullion,  turnbroche,  for  redrefs  prepares, 
44  Aud  puts  on  very  formidable  looks ; 

"  Your 
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ei  Your  women,  too — imprimis,  Miftrefs  DYER,  - 
"  Whofe  eggs  are  good  as  ever  felt  a  fire  : 

"  Next  Sweeper-general  BICKLEY,  Miftrefs  MARY, 
"  With  that  fam'd  bell-ringer  call'd  Miftrefs  LOMAN  ; 

"ANN  SPENCER,  guardian  of  the  Neceffary ; 
"  That  is  to  fay,  the  neceflary  woman  : 

"  All  thefe,  an't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  fo  fierce,  determine 

"  To  join  us  in  the  caufe  of  hair  and  vermin*. 

"  There's  Miftrefs  STEWART,  Mifter  RICHARD  DAY, 

"  Who  find  your  Sacred  Majefty  in  linen, 
"  Are  ready  to  fupport  us  in  our  fray — 
x    "  You  can't  conceive  the  paffion  they  have  been  in  ; 
"  They  fwear  fo  much  your  fcheme  of  fhaving  hurts, 
«'  You  fhan't  have  pocket -handkerchiefs  or  fhirts." 

c<  The  grocers,  CLARKE  and  TAYLOR,  curfe  the  fcheme, 
"  And  fay,  whatever  we  do,  the  world  wo'n't  blame  us; 

w  So  COMBER  fays,  who  gives  you  milk  and  cream  ; 
"  And  thus  your  old  friend  Mifter  LEWIS  RAMUS  : 

"  We  think  your  Sacred  Majefty  would  mutter 

"At  lofs  of  fugar,  milk,  and  cream,  and  butter. 

"  Suppofe,  an't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  that  Miftrefs  KNUTTON. 

"  And  Miftrefs  MAISM FIELD,  fierce  as  tiger  cats ; 
"  One  Overfeer  of  all  the  beef  and  mutton, 

"  The  other,  Lady  Prefident  of  fprats — 
"  Suppofe,  in  oppofition  to  your  wifh, 
"  This  locks  away  the  flefh,  and  that  the  fim  > 

*'  Suppofe  JOHN  CLARKErefufe  fupplies  of  muftard, 
"  So  neceftary  to  your  beef  and  bacon  ? 

"  WILL  ROBERTS,  all  the  apple-pye  and  cuftard  ? 
"  Your  Majefty  would  growl,  or  we're  m  ilia  ken. 

"  Suppofe  that  WELLS,  td  plague  your  ftomach  ftudying, 

44  From  Sunday,  facrilegious,  fteals  the  pudding  ? 

"  Suppofe  that  RAINSFORTH  with  our  corps  unites — 
"  We  mean  the  man  who  all  the  tallow  handles  j 

44  Suppofe  he  locks  up  all  the  mutton  lights, 

44  How  could  your  Majefty  contrive  for  candles  ? 

Q.3'  "  You'd 
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"  You'd  be,  (exciife  the  freedom  of  remark) 
"  Like  fome  Adminiftrations,  in  the  dark. 

"  We  dare  aflure  you  that  our  grief  is  great; 

"  And  oft  indeed  our  feeling  it  enrages, 
•*  To  fee  your  Sacred  Majefty  befet 

"  By  fuch  a  gracelefs  gang  of  idle  pages : 
"•  And',  with  fubmiflion  to  your  judgment,  Sire,. 
"  We  think  old  Madam  SCHWELLENBERG  a  liar. 

**  S-uppofe,  Great  Sir,  that  by  your  cruel  fiat, 
"  The  barbers  fliall  attack  bur  humble  head, 

c;  And  that  we  fhould  not  chufe  to  breed  a  riot, 
"  Becaufe  we  might  not  wifh  to  lofe  our  bread  ; 

"  Say,  would  the  triumph  o'er  each  harmlefs  Cook 

*4  Make  GEORGE  THE  THIRD  like  ALEXANDER  look? 

16  Dread  Sir,  reflect  on  JOHNNY  WILKES'S  fate, 

- "  Supported  chiefly  by  a  paltry  rabble ; 
"  WILKES  bad  defiance  to  your  frowns  and  ftate, 
"  And  got  the  better  in  that  famous  fquabble  > 
<4  Poor  was  the  vi&ory  you  wifh'd  to  win, 
*'•  Which  fat  the  mouth  of  EUROPE  on  the  grin. 

**  O  King,  our  wives  are  in  the  kitchen  roaring, 

"  All  ready  in  rebellion  now  to  rife ; 
*{  They  mock  our  humble  method  of  imploring, 

'*  And  b;d  us  guard  againft  a  iioig  furprife  : 
<;  Your's  iis  the  hair,"  they  cry,  "  th'  Almighty  gave  y«?- 
*4  And  not  a  King  in  Chriftendom  fhould  Save  ye." 

"  Lo  !  on  th'  event  the  world  impatient  looks, 
**  And  thinks  the  joke  is  carried  much  too  far: 

"  Then,  pray,.  Sir,  liflen  to  your  faithful  Cook?, 
"  Nor  in  the  Palace  breed  a  civil  war : 

**  Loud  roars  our  band,  and,  obflinate  as  pigs, 

<4  Cry,  *  jLocks  and  liberty,  and  damn  the  wigs  !'* 
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V 

Jvlagnum  Her  afcendo-,  Jed  dat  mlhi  gloria  viret-— 

Non  ju-vat  (X  faci/i  left  a  corona  jugo.  PROPERTIW3* 

Bold  is  th'  afcent,  but  GLORY  nerves  my  pow'rsj 
I  lik«  to  pick  on  frfc/picts,  flow'rs. 


THE    ARGUMENT. 

A  fublime,  natural,  elegant^  and  original  defcription  of 
NIGHT — Modeily  of  the  ftars— Slumbering  fituation  of 
their  M-J--S,  with  a  compliment  to  their  conftancy — The 
charming  PRINCESSES  afkep — high  compliments  be- 
Itowed  on  them — A  prophetic  fuggeflion  of  courtfliip  be- 
iweenoneof  ovir  PRINCESSES  and  fome  great  German 
Duke — An  account  of  Mifter  MORPHEUS,,  Vulgarly  cal 
led  the  God  of  Sleep — his  civility  to  the  people  in  giving 
them  pretty  dreams,  by  way  of  compenfation  for  fhut- 
ting  up  their  mouths,  eyes,  and  ears,  for  a  dozen  or 
fourteen  hours  together — The  folemn  amufements  oi 
SILENCE — A  Night  picture  of  London — The  Palace,  a 
night-fcene — The  goodnefs  of  certain  COURT"  LORDS 
to  the  MAIDS  of  HONOUR — Kind  embraces  placed  in 
a  new  light,  and  vindicated — More  account  of  the  Pa 
lace,  containing  a .  thirfly  fly,  a  hungry  cat,  a  ftarved 
bull-dog,  and  frofl- nipped  crickets — An  account  of 
MADAM  FAME'S  journey  to  the  Den  of  MADAM  DIS 
CORD — An  account  of  MADAM  DISCORD — An  inven 
tory  of  her  cell- — Account  of  her  excursions — her  pic- 
tures  and  mufic---her  fudden  flight  to  Buckingham, 
Houfe— -afilimes  the  fhape  of  Madam  SCHWELLENBERG 
---whifpers  his  Majefty---The  fpeech  to  Maje(ty---Ma- 
jefty's  fine  anfwer  in  his  fleep---DiscoRD  quits  Majefty— 
takes  the  form  of  MADAM  HAGGERDORN,  and  goes  to 
the  MAJOR'S  bed-fide,  and  whifpers  rebellion  to  him--- 
Her  fpeech—The  MAJOR  fits  upright  in  his  bed—handles 
his  pjg-tail--The  MAJOR'S  molt  pathetic  curfes-— his  fen- 
fible  loliloquy  on  wigs — his  attack  on  Kings  in  general, 
and  praife  of  our  moft  gracious  King  in  particular — 
The  MAJOR  flrikes  a  light — a.  rich  companion — _vi/its  a 
Mafter  Cook- --Vail  ditlerence  between  a  battle  fought 
in  a  field,  and  in  a  news-paper — The  defcent  of  the 
Cooks  to  the  kitchen— A  great  and  apt  comparifon- --The 
Cooks  look  about  for  day-light  witli  horror---The  fitua 
tion  of  their  fouls  defcribed-— finely  illufirated  by  a 
GREAT  WOMAN'S  apprehenfions  for  her  fine  diamond 
ftomacher---Lord  EGL-— T-N  andan  old  Maid--- A  moft 
tender  and  juft  apoltrophe  to  the  frail  FAIR-ONES  of  the 
Town---a  tear  dropped  on  their  unhappy  conditicn--- 
their  part  taken  by  the  poet,  and,  in  a  great  meafure, 
vindicated-— The  Poet's  thunder-bolt  launched  at  a  cer 
tain  great  Limb  of  the  Law,  by  way  of  palliation--- A 
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fhorr,  yet  moft  charming  reflection  on  the  female  hearf, 
when  in  love — The  Poet  returns  to  the  Cooks— continue* 
to  defcribe  their  dread  of  day-light,  by  more  apt  com- 
parifons  of  hungry  authors — General  Conflagration— - 
Sir  WILLIAM  CHAMBERS  and  the  BISHOP  of  EXE 
TER — Some  allufion  to  his  Majefty's  journey  to  Exeter- 
Extracts  from  a  manufcript  poem  of  a  Devonfhire  Hu- 
mourift,  one  JOHN  PLouGHSHARE---The  MAJOR 
vainly  endeavours  to  banifh  his  fears  by  whittling  and 
humming  a  couple  of  tunes---The  names  of  the  unfuc- 
cefsful  tunes — The  MAJOR'S  choice  of  them  oiiljr 
known  to  the  great  AUTHOR  of  NATURE* 


THE 
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"VTIGHT,  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds  of  woe, 

IP'    Had  gravely  waik'd  for  hours  our  world  below: 

Hobgoblins,  fpeclres  in  her  train,  and  cats ; 

Owls  round  her  hooting,  mix'd  with  (hrieking  bats, 

Like  wanton  Cupids  in  th'  Idalian  grove, 

That  flickering  fport  around  the  Queen  of  Love, 

Now  like  our  Quality,  who  darkling  rife, 

Each  flar  had  op'd  its  fafliionable  ey«s ; 

Too  proud  to  make  appearance,  too  well  bred, 

Till  SOL,  the  vulgar  ivretck,  had  gone  to  bed. 

His  wifdom  dead  to  fublunary  things, 
In  leaden  flumber  fnor'd  the  beft  of  **,***  ; 
In  (lumber  lifelefs,  with  feraphic  mien, 
Clofe  at  his  back,  too,  fnor'd  his  gentle  *****  : 
Unlike  the  pair  of  modern  days,  that  weds, 
And,  in  one  fortnight,  bawls  for  different  beds  ! 

Bleil  imp !  now  MOR  PHEUS  o'er  each  Princefs  ftole, 
And  dos'd  thofe  radiant  eyes  that  vainly  roll ! 
Eyes !  Love's  bright  ftars !  but  doom'd  in  vain  to  mine; 
For,  ah!  what  youth  (hall  fay  "  thofe  orbs  are  mine?" 
Then,  what  are  eyes,  alas !  the  brighteft  eyes, 
Forbid  to  ianguifh  on  a  lover's  fighs  ! 

he  pouting  lip,  the  foft  luxuriant  breafl, 
If  coldlv  fated  never  to  be  prefs'd  ? 

Ah, 
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Ah,  vainly  thofe  like  dew-clad  cherries  glow ; 
And  this  as  vainly  vies  with  Alpine  fnow  ! 
The  breath  tfyat  gives  of  Araby  the  gales, 
The  voice  that  founds  enchantment,  what  avails ! 
The  Juno  form,  the  purple  blo6m  of  May, 
Gifts  of  the  Graces,  all  are  thrown  away  I 

But,  poffibry,  fome  German  Duke  may  move, 
And  make  a  tendre  of  his  heavy  love  ! 
His  wide  dominions — miles,  p'rhaps,  nine  or  ten ; 
His  Myrmidonian  phalanx— fifty  men  ! 
But,  lo!  his  Ittart,  the  fount  whence  honour  fprings$ 
Swell'd  with  the  richeft  blood  of  ancient  kings ! 
He  comes !  not  for  high  birth,  his  own  before ! 
Great  Duke  !  he  comes  to  woo  our  golden  ore, 
And  add  (^how  truly  happy  Britain's  fate!) 
Another  leech  to  fuck  the  fanguine  ftate  ; 
To  join  (compofing'what  a  goodly  row  !) 
*The  Place* broker,  old  SCHW"         and  Co. 

Now  MORPHEUS  (in  companion  to  mankind, 
Made,  by  his  magic,  deaf,  and  dumb,  and  blind) 
Amus'd  with  dreams  man's  ambulating  foul, 
To  recompenfe  him  for  the  time  he  ftole ; 
Bade  the  beau  dance,  his  Delia  melt  away, 
Who  box'd  his  ears  fo  cruel  through  the  day; 
Of  ancient  damfels  eas'd  the  lo\refick  pains, 
Brought  back  loft  charms,  and  filf'd  their  laps  with  fwains  \ 
Gave  placid  cuckoldom  a  conftant  dame ; 
To  brainlefs  authors,  bread  and  cheefe  and  fame  ;      / 
Made  driv'ling  Monarchs  fchemes  of  wifdom  plan, 
And  Nature's  rankeft  coward  kill  his  man  ; 
Gave  to  the  chap- fail 'n  courtier  wealth  and  pow'r, 
Who  felt  no  favour  at  the  levee  hour, 
Though  tip-toe'd,  hawk-like,  watchful  all  the  while, 
To  feize  the  fainteft  glimpfe  of  Royal  Imile ; 
Bade1  happy  Aldermen  aflume  new  airs, 
B^-chain'd  with  all  the  fplendor  of  Lord  May'rs; 
And  bade  them  too  (without  a  groat  to  pay) 
all  the  turtle  of  the  day : 

Bade 
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Bade  GL— — R  think  his  might  could  match  a  mouf<% 
And  CHAMBERS  fancy  he  could  build  a  houfe; 
And  LADY  MOUNT,  th'  antipodes  of  Grace, 
Think  that  fhe»does  not  frighten  with  her  face. 

Now  SILENCE  in  the  country  ftalk'd  the  dews. 
As  if  flie  wore  a  flannel  pair  of  fhoes, 
Lone  lift'ning,  as  the  Poets  well  remark, 
To  falling  mill-ftreams,  and  the  maftiff  's  bark; 
To  loves  of  wide-mouth'd  cats,  moft  mournful  tales; 
To  hoot  of  owls  amid  the  dufky  vales, 
To  hum  of  beetles,  and  the  bull-frog's  fnore, 
The  fpectre's  fhriek,  and  ocean's  drowzy  roar. 
Lull'd  was  each  ftreet  of  London  to  repofe, 
Save  where  it  echo'd  to  a  WATCHMAN'S  nofe ; 
Or  where  a  WATCHMAN,  with  ear-piercing  rattle, 
Rous'd  his  brave  brothers  from  each  box  to  battle; 
To  fall  upon  the  CYNTHIAS  of  the  night, 
Sweet  Nymphs !  whofe  fole  profeflion  is  Delight ! 
Thus  the  gaunt  wolves  the  tender  lambs  purfue, 
Arid  hawks,  in  blood  of  doves,  their  beaks  imbrue! 
Thus  on  the  flies  of  evening  rum  the  bats, 
And  maftiffs"  fally  on  the  am'rous  cats ! 

Still  was  the  Palace,  fave  where  noxv  and  then 
The  tell-tale  feet  of  love-defigning  men, 
Night- wand 'ring  Lords,  foft  patting  on  the  floor, 
Of  Maids  of  Honour  fought  the  chamber  door ; 
Obliging  door  !  that,  op'ning  to  the  tap, 
Admitted  Lords  to  take  a  focial  nap, 
And  chafe  moft  kindly  from  each  timid  maid 
The  ghofts  that  frightful  haunt  the  midnight  fhade : 
For  very  horrid  'tis,  we  all  muft  own, 
For  poor  defencelefs  Nymphs  to  lie  alone; 
Since  nights  are  often  doleful,  dark,  and  drear, 
And  raife  in  gentle  breafts  a  world  of  fear. 
Nay,  were  not  Lords  ordain 'd  for  Ladies*  charms; 
To  guard  from  perils  dire,  and  dread  alarms  ? 
Yes !  and  like  lock'd-up  gems  thofe  charms  to  keep, 
the  fpeftred  folitude  of  fleep. 

VOL.  I.  R  How 
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How"vi'lcked  then  to  fly  in  NATURE'S  face, 
And  deU  damnation  on  a  kind  embrace  ! 
Pardon,  ye  grave  Divines,  thisdo6irine  ftrange, 
Who  think  my  .morals  may  have  got  the  mange. 
Still  was  the  Palace,  fave  where  fome  poor  fly, 
With  thipl  jufl  ready  to  drop  down  and  die, 
BuZz'd  faint  petitions  to  his  Maker's  ear, 
To  (how  him  one  fmall  drop  of  dead  fmall  beer; 
Save  where  the  cat,  for  mice,  fo  hungry,  watching, 
Swore  ^he  lean  animals  were  fcarce  worth  catching  5 
Save  where  the  dog  .fo  gaunt,  in  grumbling  tone, 
By  dreams  .deluded,  mouth'd  a  mutton  bone ; 
Save  where,.-with  throats  to  founds  of  horror  ftrain'd, 
Crickets  of  coughs  and  rheumatifms  complain'd., 
Lamenting  fore,  amid  a  Royal  hold, 
"  Howjiard  that  crickets  fhould  be  ikill'd  by  cold  !'* 

Now  FAME  to  Disco  RB'S  dreary  man  lion  flew, 
To  tell  the  Beldame  more  than  all  (he  knew, 
Whoj  at  the  Devil's  table,  for  her  work, 
For  ever  welcome  finds  a  knife  and  fork ; 
DISCORD,  a  fleeplefs  hag,  who  never  dies, 
With  fnipe-like  nofe,  and  ferret-glowing  eyes, 
Lean,  fallow  cheeks,  long  chin,  with  beard  fupply'd,, 
Poor  crackling  joints,  and  wither'd  parchment  hide., 
As  if  old  drums,  worn  out  with  martial  <lin, 
Had  clubb'd  their  yellow  heads  to  form  her  fkin ; 
DISCORD,  who,  pleas'd  a.  univerfe  to  fway, 
Is  never  half  fo  blefs'd  as  in  a  fray  : 
DISCORD,  to  deeds,  indeed,  mo.fl  daring  giy'n, 
Who  bade  vile  Satan  raife  a  duft  in  Heav'n ; 
Stirr'd  up  the  fw.eeteft  angels  to  rebel, 
And  funk  the  fairell forms  to  darkeft  Hell; 
Bade,  by  her  din.,  the  humbleft  fpirits  rife, 
Bold  to  dethrone  the  Mpnar-ch  of  the  Skies  ^ 
For  which  they  very  properly  were  fent, 
Unhappy  -Legions  1  into  banifhment ; 
Doom'd,  for  fuch  moft  abominable  finning, 
To  btfoil.oa  charcoal,  wkh  e.ternal  grinning. 
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DISCORD,  who  whifper'd  to  the  jealous  Cain, 
**  Go  crack  thy  brother's  box  that  holds  his  brain ;" 
Which  Cain  perform'd,  ingodlinefeunftable, 
That  foe  to  piety  and  brother  Abel ; 

DISCORD,  who  haunts  poor  G 's  maudlin  DAME, 

And  makes  the  Duke  of  Wifdom  cry  out  "  Shame  !>f 

Who,  after  dinner,  for  her  honours  fcreams, 

And  grafpsa  Britifh  crown  in  drunken  dreams ; 

Then  roars  as  though  (what  richly  fhe  deferves) 

The  D-ke  had  clapp'd  a  broomftick  to  her  nerves : 

DISCO-RD,  who  alfo  often  doth  profane 

The  goodly  ftreets  and  courts  of  Drury-lane ; 

Where  bawd  meets  bawd,  blafpbeming,  fweadng,  drunk, 

Pimp  knocks  down  pimp,  and  punk  abufes  punk: 

DISCORD,  delighting  in  the  wordy  war, 

The  pillar  of  the  Senate  ami  the  Bar  : 

DISCORD,  who  makes  a  ****  delight  in  ode, 

Slight  *  Square  of  Hanover  for  Tott'nham  Road  ; 

Where,  with  the  tafte  fublime  of  Goth  and  Vandal> 

He  orders  the  word  works  of  heavy  Handel  j 

^Encores  himfelf,  till  all  the  audience  gape, 

And  fuffers  riot  a  quaver  to  efcape : 

DISCORD,  all  eye,  all  mouth,  all  ear,  all  nofe, 

For  ever  warring  with  a  world's  repofe ! 

When  FAME  arriv'd,  the  {having  tale  to  tell, 
Pleas'd  was,  the  red-ey'd  Fury  in  her  cell, 
Where  fcorpions  craw  I'd,    where  fcreech'd  that  noify 

fowl, 

Known  in  Great  Britain  by  the  name  of  OWL  ; 
Bats  fbriek'd,  and  grillatalpas  join'd  the  found, 
Cats  fqiiall'd,  pigs  whin'd,  and  adders  hifs'd  around. 

Clofe.to  the  reliefs  wave  her  man  (ion  lay, 
Receding  from  the  beam  of  cheerful  day  : 

*  Gallini's  Rooms  are  in  this  Square,  in  which  is  performed  the 
celebrated  Profeflional  Concert. 

•{•  This  was  a  raoft  ludicrous  circumftance  that  happened  not  long 
fince,  -when  his  ***:**  and  the  Orcheftra  were  left  to  themfelves  and 
Godfave  the  King. 

R  2  Hence 


!$.{.  TUB    LQtJSIAD.       CANTO    III. 

Hence  on  black  wing  the  HAG  was  wont  to  roam, 

And  join  the  witches  'mid  the  ftormy  gloom  j 

Howl  with  delight  amid  the  thunder's  roar ; 

Hang  o'er  the  wrecks  that  crowd  the  billowy  fhore ; 

See  'midft  each  flafh,  the  heads  of  feameir  rife, 

And  drink  with  greedy  ears  their  drowning  cries. 

Around  her  dwelling  various  portraits  hung,  - 

Of  thofe  whofe  noify  names  in  hift'ry  rung. 

Here,  with  fpread  arms,  whom  Grace  and  Fury  fill, 

Thund'ring  damnation,  ftar'd  Stentorian  HILL  : 

There  curs'd,  SIR  JOSEPH  BANKS,  in  queft  of  fame, 

At  finding  fleas  and  lobfters  not  the  fame. 

Here  a  prime  fav'rite,  of  a  fainted  band, 

Hell  in  his  heart,  and  torches  in  his  hand ; 

LORD  GEORGE,  by  mobs  huzza'd,  and,  what  is  odd| 

Burning  poor  Papifts  for  the  love  of  God  ; 

Pleas'd  as  old  NERO  on  each, falling  dome, 

Sublimely  fiddling  to  the  flames  of  Rome  ! 

There,  in  refpect  to  Kings,  not  over  nice, 

That  Revolution- firmer — DOCTOR  PRICE  ; 

Whofe  labours,  in  a  mofl  uncourtly  ftile, 

Win  not,  like  gentle  BUB  KE'S,  the  Royal  fmile ; 

Gain  not  from  good  DIVINES  both  praifeand  thanks, 

Call'd,  by  the  wicked,  "  Gofpel  Mountebanks, 

"  Mere  Quack  pretenders,  from  their  lofty  ttation, 

"  Puffing  off  idle  noftrums  of  Salvation  ; 

"  Wiio,  where  the  milk  and  honey  flows,  refcrf, 

"  Like  rooks' in  corn  fields,  black 'aing  all  the  Court." 

Here,  leading  all  her  bears  fo  favage  forth, 

Wild  rag'drthe  AMAZONIAN  of  the  North, 

With  RUIN  leagu'd,  t'attack  the  Turkifh  hive, 

And  leave  not  half  a  Mu flu  1m an  alive  : 

There  ftornVd  a  VIXEN,  far  and  near  renown'd 

For  fweetnefs,  meeknefs,  piety  profound  ; 

Her  Sons  abufmg  (in  abufes  old,) 

With  all  the  fury  of  a  German  fcold  ! 

Thefe,  with  fome  fcores,  were  feen,  of  equal  fame, 

Thanks  to  a  lonely  taper's  livid  flame  ! 

The  form  of  MADAM  SCHWELLENBERG  fhe  took, 

Her  broken  Englilh,  garb,  and  fin-like  look ; 

Then 
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Then  fought  the  Palace,  and  the  Royal  ear, 

And  whifperfd  thus,  "  Mine  God,  Ser,  riebber  fear— 

"  Oh,  pleafe  your  Majefty,  you  ver  ver  right ; 

**  Shave  all  de  rafcal,  if  but  out  of  fpite. 

44  Lord  !  Lord  !  how  vill  a  mighty  Monarch  look, 

"  Not  able,  O  mine  God  !  for  fhave  a  cook  ! 

"  Dat  like  a  king,  I  fay,  what  can't  do  dat  ? 

"  Mine  God  !  pray  haf  more  fpirit  dan  a  cat. 

"  Ser,  in  mine  court,  de  prince -be  great  as  king— 

"  He  fcorn  to  ax  one  word  about  a  ting. 

"  Mine  God  !  de  cook  mufs  nebber  dare  make  groan, 

"  Nor  dare  to  tell  a  Prince  der  foul  der  own  : 

44  'Tis  de  dam  Englis  only,  dat  can  fay, 

*'  «  Boh  !  fig  for  king  S  by  God,  I'll  haf  my  way,' 

44  I  haf  fee  court  enough — a  Prince  and  Dook, 
"  But  nebber  viflxon  fufh  as  dis  to  look  : 
44  I  fay  ver  often  to  myfelf— Goode  God  ! 
44  I  riebber  vifli  a  crown  mine  head  for  load  ! 
44  I  do  not  vili  myfelf  more  greater  efils  : 
44  A  King  of  Englis  be  a  King  of  defils. 
44  To  pimifhment  de  loufy  ralcal  bring, 
"  And  (how  dem  all  vat  'tis  for  be  a  King, 
44  America  haf  cover  us  vid  fhame; 
44 '  Jack  Wilkes,  too,  be  a  dam,  dam  uglifh  name ; 
44  And  fal  de  paltry  Cook  be  conqueror  too  ? — 
44  No,  God  forbid  !  as  dat  vill  nebber  do. 
44  De  hair  mufs  fall  before  your  royal  eye, 
44  'Tis  fometing,  fags  !  to  triumph  *pon  poor  fly." — 
Pieas'd  with  her  voice,  the  King  of  Nations  fmil'd, 
For  Povv'rwith  Monarchs  is  a  fav'rite  child  : 
*4  What !    what !    not  fhave  'em,  fhave  'em,  fhave  'em, 

*4  fhave  rem  f 

44  Not  all  the  world,  not  all  the  world  fiiall  fave  'em. 
44  I'll  fheer  'em,  iheer  'em,  as  I  fheer  my  fheep." — 
Thus  fpoke  the  mighty  Monarch  in  his  fleep : 
Which  proves  that  K  ings  in  fleep  a  fpeech  may  make, 
Equal  to  what  they  utter  broad  awake. 

R  3  CharnVd 
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Charm'd  with  the  mifchief  full  on  Fancy's  view, 
Quick  to  the  Major's  room  the  FURY  fiew^, 
Put  off  the  form  of  SCHWELLENBERG,  and  took 
Of  MADAM  HAGGERDORN  the  milder  look  : 
A  woman,  in  whofe  foul  no  guile  is  feen, 
The  Miftrefs  of  the  Robes  to  our  good  Queen— 
A  Queen,  who  really  has  not  got  her  peer ; 
A  Queen,  to  this  our  kingdom  wondrous  dear ; 
Which  ihows,  however  folks  are  apt  to  fport, 
That  all  the  virtues  may  be  found  at  court. 
Now,  in  the  MAJOR'S  ear  the  Beldame  faid, 
44  YAN  DIXON — YAN,  you  muft  not,  man,  be  'fraid. 
44  I  like  mufti  your  peteefhon  to  de  King, 
44  Though  GEORGE  will  fwear/Jtis  dam,  dam  faucy  ting ; 
44  And  fvvear,  dat  as  his  foul  is  to  be  fave, 
<;  Dat  ebbry  von  of  you  fal  all  be  fhave : 
**  YAN  DIXON,  rader  your  dear  life  lay  down, 
14  Dan  be  de  laugh  (mine  Gote!)  of  all  de  town. 
*4  De  ver,  ver  littel  boy  an  girl  you,  meet, 
44  Vill  point  and  laugh  and  hoot  you  trow  de  ftreet. 
44  De  fame  (mine  Gote !)  vill  chimney-fweep  behave, 
44  And  cry,  '  Dere  go  de  blockhead  dat  was  (have  :* 
14  S  Dere  go  von  poor  (have  fellow  !'  cry  de  Trull, 
**•  *  Becaufe  he  had  de  loufe  upon  his  fcuhV 
44  I  know  he  fay,  dat  you  fal  loufe  your  lock, 
44  Before  to-  morrow  mornin  twalfe  o'clock. 
44  I  tink  dere  may  be  battel — nebbcr  mind, 
44  I  hope  dat  Godamighty  will  be  kind. 
44  What  if  de  King  make  noife  about  de  houfe, 
44  For  noting  but  dis  dam  confounded  loufe  ; 
44  He  be  but  von,  you  know  ;  and  den  for  you, 
14  Mine  Gote  !  YAN  DIXON,  you  is  fifty  two  : 
14  Tink,  YAN,  how  GEORGE  was  frighten  by  de  mob,  . 
*4  When  Lord  GEORGE  GORDON  make  dat  burnin  job. 
44  Mine  Gote  !  YAN,  mind  me,  rader  lofe  dy  place, 
14  Dan  fuffer  fuch  dam  hafty  dam  difgrace. 
44  1  tell  you  true,  indeed,  ver  true,  dear  YAN, 
44  His  Majefty  be  ver  goot  fort  of  man  ; 
"  But  ver  ver  like  indeed  as  oder  men, 
*  Dat  is,  a  ieetel  ftubborn  now  an  den. 

«  Tink. 
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"  Tink,  VAN,  of  dat  ver  ugly  ting,  a  wig, 
"  For  pot-boy  and  de  pot-girl  run  der  rig! 
"  Boh  !  filthy  ting,  enough  de  deffil  fcare  ; 
"  And  made  perhap  of  difmal  dead  man's  hair ! 
*'•  I  fal  not  wonder  if,  dy  foul  for  mock, 
"  A  ghoit  come  feize  upon  der  ftolen  lock. 
44  No,  fags !  nor  vonders  if  dey  come  an  pull 
4(4  De  vig  vid  mufh,  mum  fury  from  dy  fcull. 
44  'Pon  iome  poor  ftrumpet  head  perhap  dat  grow'd, 
"  Dat  die  of  dam  diflbrder,  nafty  toad  !" — 
Thus  faying,  lo  !  the  Fury  made  retreat, 
And  left  the  Lord  of  Saucepans  in  a  fweat. 
Juft  like  King  Richard  in  his  tent,  JOHN  rear'd,      . 
And  verily  a  man  of  woes  appear 'd. 
Now  handling  his  fmall  pig-tail,  "  Now  you're  here," 
Exclaim'd  the  MAJOR,  "  but  not  long,  I  fear  :  > 
44  Perhaps  fome  good  may  follow  this  fame  dream, 
44  And  refolution  mar  this  {having  fcheme. 
44  Curs'd  be  the  l^oufe  that  fo  much  mifchief  bred, 
44  And  yields  to  barbers'  boys  the  harmlefs  head  : 
44  Curs'd  be  the  razor-maker,  curs'd  the  prig 
44  Who  thought  upon  that  greaiy  thing — a  w>g. 
44  Sure,  'twas  fome  mangy  beafl,  fome  fcabby  rogue, 
44  Who  brought  a  thing  ib  filthy  into  vogue ! 
44  Had  NATURE  meant  the  fcare-crow  to  be  worn, 
44  Infants  with  wigs  had  certainly  been  born. 
44  But,  lo  !  with  little  hair,  and  that  uncurl'd, 
41  But  not  with  w/g-j,  they  come  into  the  world  ! 
44  What'fhame,  that  fheep,  that  horfes,  cows,  and  bulls, 
44  Should  club  their  tails,  to  furnifh  Chriftian  fculls ! 
44  But  what  a  facrilegious  (hame,  the  dead 
44  Can't  keep,  poor  fojils,  their  locks  upon  their  head  ! 
44  What  fhame,  the  fpectres,  in  the  midnight  air,   - 
14  Should  wander,  fcreaming  for  their  plunder'd  hair  ! 
44  Curs'd  be  the  (having  plan,  I  fay  again, 
.  *4  Although  the  bantling  of  a  Royal  brain  !" 

Thus  curs'd  the  MAJOR  to  NIGHT'S  lift'ning ear, 
to  turn  a  Chriftian  pale  to  hear  ! 

3   ;         Thus, 
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Thus,  heedlefs  of  hereafter,  for  a  pin 

Will  men  and  women  run  their  fouls  in  fin  ! 

Now  paus'd  the  MAJOR,  with  a  thoughtful  air  ! 

And  now  foliloquy'd  with  folemn  ftare ; 

"  Drunk  with  dominion,  gorg'd  with  vicious  thoughts, 

"  With  Folly  teeming,  doz'd  by  Flatt'ry's  draughts, 

**  Taught  to  admire  their  very  maudlin  dreams, 

M  And  think  their  brains'  dull  mudpools,    WISDOM'S 

44  ftreams, 

"  To6  many  a  monarch  lives ;  but,  lo !  not  ours  ! 
44  A  King,  who  WISDOM'S  very  felf  devours ; 
rt  Snaps  at  arts,  fciences,  where'er  they  rife, 
"  With  all  the  fire  of  boys  at  butterflies. 
"  Such  cannot  furely  own  a  4ittle  heart ; 
**  Therefore  our  locks  and  we  may  never  part." 
Now,  from  a  ftool,  a  tinder-box  he  took, 
And  fiercely  with  the  ftone  the  fteel  he  ftruck ; 
And,  after  many  unfuccefsful  fbocks, 
The  fparks  inflam'd  the  tinder  in  the  box; 
Which,  by  a  match  which  JOHN  did  fagely  handle, 
Gave  fudden  luftre  to  a  farthing  candle. 
Thus,  if  fmall  things  with  great  we  may  compare, 
We  fee  hard  pedagogues,  with  furious  air, 
Strike  with  the  fift,  and  often  with  a  ftick, 
Light  through  a  fcholar's  fcull,  ten  inches  thick. 

Now,  full  illuminated,  DIXON  ftole, 
Where  lay  a  Mafter-cook  within  his  hole  : 
From  whence,  to  all  th'  inferior  Cooks  they  went, 
Inclin'd  to  Oppofition's  big  intent ; 
But,  not  fo  fierce,  alas !  'for  oppofition, 
As  in  the  threat'ning,  bulh  ing  Petition ; 
For  men  (it  is  reported)  dafh  and  vapour, 
Lefs  on  the  field  of  battle,  than  on  paper, 
Thus,  in  the  hilVry  of  each  dire  campaign, 
More  carnage  loads  the  news-paper  than  plain. 
And  now  the  Cooks  and  Scullions  left  each  neflr ; 
And  now,  behold,  they  one  and  all  were  dreft. 

Lo» 
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Lo  1  fullen  to  the  kitchen  mov'd  the  throng, 
Gloom  on  each  eye,  and  filence  on  each  tongue  ; 
How  much  like  crape- clad  mourners  round  a  bier; 
But,  ah  !   irnprefs'd  with  fojrrow  more  fincere; 
For  oft,  at  tombs,  wi  h  joy  the  bofom  bums- 
There,  'tis  the  fable  black  alone  that  mourns,. 
Now  making,  with  a  few  dry  chips,  a  fire, 
They,  fulien  fat,  their  grief  commix'd  with  ire  j 
Sad  ruminating  all  around  the  flame, 
Like  Harry  and  his  band,  of  deathlefs  name, 
Near  Agincourt,  expectant  of  the  day, 
Big  -with  the  horrors  of  a  bloody  fray ; 
A  fray  that  threaten'd  his  poor  little  band, 
To  fweep  it,  juft  like  fpiders,  to  that  land 
Terra  incognita  yclep'd,  which  ftretches 
Afar — of  which,  imperfeft  are  our  fketches; 
Since  all  who  have  iurvey'd  this  diftant  bourn, 
So  welcom'd,  were  not  iufter'd  to  return. 
Thus  did  the  Cooks  expect  the  fatal  morn, 
When,  fheep-like,  every  head  was  to  be  fhorn. 

Now  to  the  whkening  eaft  they  caft  their  Cglit, 
And  wifli'd,  but  vainly,  an  eternal  night : 
Not  with  lefs  pleafure  fhres  upon  the  day, 
The  wretch  condemn'd  hard  Nature's  debt  to  pay ; 
Condemn 'd  ere 'noon  to  aclr  a  deed  abhorr'd  : 
To  ftretch,  for  juftice'  fake,  the  fatal  cord  : 
Not  with  lefs  pleafure *ihrunk  (unknown  to  (hame,) 
A  meat,  drink,  fnuff,  and  cHamond  loving  DAME, 
When  told,  "  That  if  poor  Haftings  went  to  pot, 
.*'  Away  went  pearls,  and  jewels,  and  what  not, 
<;  Torn  from  the  ilomacher  fo  fine,  yet  foul, 
"  Which  AV'RICE  thirfted  for,  and  RAPINE  flole :" 
Not  with  lefs  pleafure,  in  the  vale  of  life, 
Poor  EGL-N-T-N  beheld  a  youthful  wife, 
(Forc'd,  on  a  bed  of  ice,  fweet  flow'r,  to  bloom; 
Ah  !  forc'd  to  fliine,  a  fun-beam  on  a  tomb) 
That  blooming  youthful  wife,  inelin'd  to  ftray, 
With  HAM-J.TQN,  all  in  a  billing  way  : 

Juft 
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Juft  Rke  two  turtles,  or  a  pair  of  lambs, 
Or  ewes  fo  playful  with  the  frifky  rams  : 

Not  with  lefs  glee  an  old  and  hopelefs  maid 
Surveys  the  fun  afcending  fronrthe  fhade; 
A  fun,  that  gives  a  younger  fitter's  charms, 
So  hated,  to  a  bridegroom's  happy  arms  : 
Not  with  leTs  joy,  that  ragfng  chafte  old  maid 
Sees  the  frail  Fair-ones  in  the  Cyprian  trade 
Efcape  the  whip  and  gaol,  and  hemp  befide, 
By  means  of  gentle  MISTER  JUSTICE  HYDE. 
Sweet  wrecks  of  beauty  !  though,  with  afpic  eyef 
And  glance  difHainful,  PRUDERY  pafs  them  by, 
With  mincing  ftepf  and  fq.ainting  cautious  dready 
As  though  their  looks  alone  contagion  fhed. 
/  wew  each  pallid  WRETCH  with  grief  fmcere, 
And  call  ©n  PITY  for  her  tend'reft  tear;. 
See,  on  their  cheeks,  the  blufh  of  VIRTUE  burn  j1 
Hear  from  their  fouls  the  figh  of  RUIN  mourn  j 
View,  veii'd  in  HORROR  's  gloom,  their  fwimming  eyes, 
Beaming  with  hopelefs  wifhes  to  the  fkies, 
Like  the  pale  MOON'S  dim  foiitary  form, 
Wrapp'd  in  the  darknefs  of  the  midnight  ftorm. 
Too  oft,  by  TREACH'RY'S  winning  fmile  betray'd, 
Too  fondly  trufting,  falls  the  limple  maid  ! 
Too  many  a  TH  —  L  —  E  walks  the  world  of  woe, 
To  foul  of  INNOCENCE  the  facred  fnow  ! 
To  love,  yet  nurie  the  thought  of  villain  art, 
How  hard  a  leflbn  for  the  partial  heart  ! 
Too  hard  a  leflbn  for  the  female  foul, 
Where  LOVE  no  partner  owns,  and  fcorns  controul. 

Not  with  lefs  pleafure  doth  a  Poet  look 
On  cruel  criticifm,  which  damns  his  book, 
Or  recommends  it  to  that  peaceful  more, 
Where  books  and  bards  are  never  heard  of  more, 
Than  look'd  each  man,  with  lengthen'd  boding  beard, 
On  that  fad  morn,  which  doom'd  them  to  be  fhear'd  : 
Not  with  lefs  pleafure,  likewife,  let  me  fay, 
A  hungry  author  fees  his  dying  play  j 

Child 
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Child  of  his  dotage,  who  purveys  its  fall, 

Juft  as  mankind  fhall  view  the  tumbling  Ball, 

When  fun,  moon,  ftars,  and  all  the  diftant  fpheres, 

Burfl  in  one  general  wreck  about  their  ears. 

Not  with  lefs  pleafure  did  *  SIR  WILLIAM'S  eye 

Sec  SOMERSET'S  bold  wing  defert  its  fky; 

A  fail,  at  which  the  Nation's  purfe  exclaims, 

That  thund'ring  crufh'd  the  back  of  roaring  THAMES  t 

Not  with  iefs  pleafure  did  SIR  WILLIAM'S  ear, 

A  fccond  crafti  of  this  fam'd  fabric  hear; 

When  poor  SIR  JOSHUA,  with  hi*  painting  band, 

.Swore  the  dread  day  of  judgment  juft  at  hand. 

Not  with  lefs  glee,  tenacious  of  his  drofs, 

Ross  f  ttarted— Reader !  not  the  Man  of  Rofs — 

When 

*  This  gentleman  ftitl  retains  th<?  plnce  of  Comptroller  of  the  Board 
•f  Works,  to  the  Kingdom's  furprife ;  but  demerit  in  BurMing,  as 
well  as  in  Painting,  is  a  fufficient  recommendation  to  a  certain  JpecUs 
of  Patron-,  particularly  if  the  ProfefTors  are  dcfpifed  by  the  people  at 
Jarge.  It  is  the  money  of  this  nation  that  is  fought  for,  not  the  merit. 
The  circijmftance  of  being  a  foreigner  too,  (for  this  fame  Sir  William 
Chambers  is  a  Swede)  carries  with  it  another  ilrong  claim  to  favouri- 
ttfm. 

•f  The  prefent  Bifhop  of  Exeter,  Who,  when  his  Mnjefiy  vifired 
that  ancient  Gity  lately,  ntoft  handfcwtly  cxcofed  himfelf  the  honour  o$ 
entertaining  his  R.«yaJ  M.ijicr,  bjf  billeting  him  upon  'Dean  Buller.  The 
•following  lines,  extracted  from  *  man ufcript  performance  of  one  John 
Ploughfhare,  called  The  Royal  Progr<fs,  we  think,  will  elucidate  thb 
jart  of  our  Epic,  and  not  be  .unacceptable  to  our  readers. 

'  In  comm'd  the  King  at  laftc  to  Town, 
<  With  douft  and  zweat  az  nutmeg  brown, 

«  The  holfes  all  m  fmokc  ; 
'  Huzza'r  g,  trumpeting,  and  ringing, 
*  Red  colours  vleeing,  roaring,  dringing, 

1  Zo  mad  zctm'd  all  de  volte. 

*  Wiping  his  z.weaty  jaws  and  poll, 

*  All  over  douft  we  fpied  *Squ'ire  Rolle, 

'  Clofe  by  the  King's  coach  trattin  ; 
'  Now  fhoving  in  the  coach  his  head, 
••  Meaning  (we  thoft)  it  might  be  zed,  „ 

<"  'Squire  Rolk  and  George  be  chattin." 
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When  MAJESTY,  to  reft  his  royal  head, 
.Aik'd  of  the  Church's  mitred  Son  a  bed ; 

Poor 

'  Now  went  the  AWermen  and  May'r, 
<  Zome  with  cut  wigs,  and  zome  with  hair, 
-*  The  Royal  voke  to  ken  ; 

*  When  Mealier  May'r,  upon  my  word, 

*  Pok'd  to  the  King  a  gert  long  fword, 

*  Which  he  poic'd  back  agen. 

4  Now  th6ofe  that  round  his  Worfhip  flood, 
'  Declar'd  it  clumfily  was  dood  ; 

«  Yet  Squirt,  the  people  zay, 
«  Brand!  m'd  a  gert  hofs  glyfter-pipe, 

*  To  mak.e  un  in  his  Icffon  ripe, 

4  That  took  up  half  a  day. 

4  Now  down  droo  Vore-ftreet  did  they  com, 
4  Zum  hallowin,  and  fcreeching  zum  : 

<  Now  trudg'd  they  to  the  Dean's  ; 

*  Becaze  the  Biihop  zent  mun  word, 
*<  A  could  not  meat  and  drink  avord, 

"  A  had  not  got  the  means." 

'  A  z/1  J,  that,  tf  az  vor  he,  poor  man, 
««  A  had  not  got  a  pot  cr  pan, 

"   Nor  fpoon,  nor  knivc,  nor  vork  ; 
**  That  he  was  weak,  and  ould,  and  fqueal, 
"  And  zeldom  made  a  hearty  meal, 

"  And  zeldora  drade  a  cork." 

«  Indeed,  a  is  a  moderate  man, 
4  And  zo  be  all  the  clargy  chn, 

*  That  with  un  come  to  chatter  ; 

*  Who,  when  they're  ax'd  to  a  glafs  of  wine, 
«  To  one  the  wother  they  tip  the  fign, 

<  And  beg  my  Lord's  fine  water. 

<  Then"az  vor  rooms — why r  there  agen, 
tl  A  could  not  lodge  a  cock,  nor  hen, 

"  They  were  zo  fmall,"  he  zed  ; 
«  And,  as  vor  beds,  they  wuda't  do, 
M  In  number  about  one  or  two, 

-^  Vor  felf  and  Joau  t»>e  maid. 

«  I 
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Poor  Man !  who  proving,  like  his  Sovereign,  poor, 

Begg'd  him  to  knock  at  good  DEAN  BULL ER'S  door; 

BULLER,  who  took  his  wand 'ring  mafter  in, 

And  fluff  'd  with  corn  and  oil  his  icrip  and  Jkin ; 

For  which  (oh  gratitude  fo  wont  to  dote) 

The  Monarch  gave  a  TUMBLER — worth  a  groat! 

O  glorious  aft !  an  aft,  how  feldom  feen  ! 

O  what  a  day  of  gladnefs  for  the  Dean ! 

A  gift  fo  rare,  fo  noble,  fo  fubiime, 

Will  ftupefy  the  fons  of  diilant  time, 

This,  let  the  BULLER.  family  record  ; 

This  brittle  treafure  let  the  BULL ERS  hoard; 

Yet  fhow,  exulting,  upon  gala  days, 

To  bid-feme  favour'd  GUEST  admire  and  praife. 

Now  did  the  IVlAjoR  hum  a  tune  fo  fad ! 

Chromatic — in  the  robes  of  forrow  clad  : 

But,  lo  !  the  ballad  could  not  fear  controul, 

Nor  exorcife  the  Barbers  from  his  foul : 

And  now  his  lifted  eyes  the  ceiling  fought ; 

And  now  he  whiflLed — not  for  want  of  thought 


«  In  voolifh  things,  a  wudn't  be  cort ; 

«  'Twas  ftoopid  to  treat  vokcs  for  noit  :~»- 

*'  No  ;  twazn't  heefe  dcfirc. 
"  Prcfarrnent,*too,  waz  to  an  ecnJ  ; 
'•*   The  King  woud  never  raorc  vor'n  zcnd, 

'<  To  lift  un  one  peg  higher. 

il  And  yet  vokes  zay's  a  man  o'  icnfe, 

«  Hondt.and  good — but  hoardth  his  pence? 

"  Can't  peart  with  drink  nor  mear : 
«  And  then  why  vore  r". — the  pr?pel  railt  — 
«  To  greaze  a  vat  ould  pig  in  the  tail — 

«  'Quid  Weymouth  o'  Long  Lent." 

•<  Well,  to  the  Dean's,  bounce  in  they  wentj 
*  And  all  the  day  in  munchin  fpent, 

*  And  guzlin,  too,  no  doubt ; 

'  Ard,  while  the  Gtntty  drink'd  wit  kin, 
4  The  Mob,  -with  brandy,  ale,  and  gin, 

*  Got  roaring  drunk  witheur* 


1^4  THE    LOUSIAD.       CANTO    II!. 

A  mournful  air  the  whittling  MAJOR  chofe : 
Still  on  his  rolling  eye  the  razors  rofe. 
From  grave  to  fprightly  now  he  chang'd — a  jig — 
Still  o'er  his  haunted  fancy  wav'd  the  wig; 
Still  ikw  his  eye  alarm'd,  the  *  Scratch  abhorr'd, 
Like  wild  Macbeth's,  the  vifionary  fvvord.- — 
Thus,  from  what  Kings,  alas!  may  fancy  fun, 
His  loving  fubjefts  may  be  glad  to  run  : 
Thus,  when  SAINT  S  WITH  EN  from  his  fountain  pours, 
(SAINT  SWITHEN,  tutelary  Saint  of  fhow'rs) 
Beaux  fkip,  belles  fcamper,  fly  the  cocks  and  hens, 
With  drooping  plumage,  to  the  fl:elt'ring  pens; 
"While  lo  '  the  waddling  ducks  Te  Deit'm  utter, 
Flap  their  glad  wings,  and  gabble  through  the  gutter. 

Sing,  MUSE!  or;lo!  our  Canto  not  complete, 
What  air  he'humm'd,  and  whittled  all  fo  fweeU 
HOMER,  of  eVry  thing  minutely  fpeaks, 
From  Heaven's  ambrofia,  to  a  camp's  beef-fteaks: 
Then  let  us,  MUSE,  adopt  a  march  iubiime, 
And  try  to  rival  Homer  with  our  rhime ; 
Who,  had  a  NIT,  in  JUNO'S  treffes  bred, 
Dropp'd  on  divine  MINERVA'S  wifer  head; 
Or  CooK-like  FLEA,  exploring  fome  new  track, 
Hopp'd  from  the  ckn.'ds  to  AGAMEMNON'S  back ; 
The  BARD  had  fung  die  fall  in  verfe  divine, 
And  CRITICS  heard  the  found  along  the  line. 
JOVE  call'd  his  JUNO  cm\y  faucy  bitch', 
The  POET  thought  it  would  his  fong  enrich : 
Jov  E,  too,  juft  threaten'd,  with  fome  birchen  rods, 
To  whip  her  publicly  before  the  Gods ; 
The  BARD  (though  but  a  flogging-bout  at  moft) 
Deem'd  it  indeed  too  facred  to  he  loft : 
JOVE  call'd  his  daughter  only  bitch  and  fool 
(Poor  PALLAS,  treated  like  a  girl  at  fchool), 
Threatened  to  hara-ftring  her  fix  fav'rite  nags. 
And  tear  her  bran-new  phaeton  to  rags ; 

*  A  fa:all  wig)  or  rather  an  apology  for  a  wig,  fo  .called,  and  gene, 
'rally  worn  bv  our  raoft  amiable  and  au^uft  Monarch." 

4  The 
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The  BARD,  who  never  wrote  an  idle  word, 
Hudc  his  bold  verfe,  the  GOD'S  bold  fpeech  record  : 
And  had  theTnuND'RER  but  broke  wind,  the  fong 
Had,  imitative,  born  the  Waft  along. — 
Then  be  it  known  to  all  the  world  around, 
To  folks  above,  and  people  under  ground, 
To  n*(h  and  fowl,  and  every  creeping,  thing— - 
Lillibuflcro,  and  Go£  fave  the  King, 
Were  actually  the  very  airs  he  chofe ! 
tut  wherefore- — GOD  ALMIGHTY  only  knows  T 
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THfc  ARGUMENT. 


MORNING   Ind   MAJESTY   get  out  of  bed  togetfrer-*-A 
moft  folemn  and  pathetic  addrefs  to  the  Mufe,  with  re- 
fpeft  to  Omens — A  ferious  complaint  againft  the  Omens 
for  their  non-appearance  on  fo  Important  an  occafion — 
The  wives,  and  daughters  of  the  Cooks  leek  the  Palace^ 
to  encourage  their  hufbands — A  beautiful  comparifon  of 
cocks  and  hens-— The  difmay  of  the  Cooks—The  na 
tural  hiftory  of  eyes---MiSTER  RAMUS  enters  the  kitchen 
---MISTER  RAMU&  is  praifed  for  dexterity  in  fhaving 
MAJESTY — MISTER  RAMUS'S  confequence  with  MA 
JESTY   fuperior  to  that  of  great  Minifters---MisTER, 
RAMUS'S  namby-pamby  named  Billy T  given  by  MAJESTY 
---The  dread  occafioned  by  MISTER  RAMUS'S  appear 
ance  amongft  the  Cooks — MISTER  SECKER,  Clerk  of 
the    Kitchen,    enters  in   a  paflion---MiSTER    SECKER 
threatens  tremendoufly--- A  wife  of  one  of  the  Cooks 
nobly  anfwers  MISTER  SECKER,  and  vows  oppofition — 
MISTLR  SECKER  replies  with  aftonifh-ment,  vociferation, 
and  threat— The  HEROINE'S  rejoinder  to  MISTER  RA- 
M.ttft»  with  much  farcafm--- MISTER   SECKER  groweth 
very  wroth— -ftudieth  revenge— -Pku-DENCE  appeareth 
to  him,  and  adminiftereth  great  and  wholefome  advice 
---PRUDENCE  becalmeth  the  Clerk  of  the  Kitchen---A. 
fecond  HEROINE  appeareth,  fpeechitiethr  and  threaten- 
cth — flily  alludeth  to  the  immenfe  wealth  of  male  MA- 
JSST-Y,  and  the  heaps  of  diamonds  belonging  to  female 
MAJESTY — praifeth  her  hufband's  cleanh'nefs,  andde- 
nieth  a  loufe- exigence  in  his  head,and  fquinteth  atMisTER 
SECKER  as  the  probable  owner  of  the  animal — MISTER 
SECKER  rageth  a  fecond  time---One  of  the  fined  com- 
parilbns  in  the  world,   between  MISTER   SECKER  in  a. 
paffion,  and  a  LEG   OF  MUTTON  and  TURNIPS  in  the 
pot-. -The  POET  paufeth,  moraliztth,  and  trembleth  at- 
that  Devil,  lately  introduced  to  the  world,  called  EQUA 
LITY,  the  enemy  of  MAjESTY---Some  of  th«  fweeteft 
lines  in  the  world  on  the  occafion-— PRUDENCE  re-e-n- 
tereth  to  becalm   MISTER   SECKER,    by  clapping  her 
hand   on  his  mouth — An   inexpreflible   apt   bottle-of- 
fruall-beer    companion^ -The  COOK-MAJOR    rifes    in 

wrath,. 
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wrath,  and  is  very  fatirical  on  MISTER  SEC  RE R — The 
CLERK  OF  THE  KITCHEN  replies  with  intrepidity— -A 
great  deal  of  good  Company  rufhes  into- the  kitchen— 
MISTER  SECKER  commands  filence,  and  announces  the 
will  of  his  Sovereign- --The  SOVEREIGN  eloquently  an* 
nounceth  alfo  his  own  will — A  fiueet  and  fublime.  com 
panion,  equal  to  any  thing  in  HOME*.. 


THE 


THE 

L.O  U  S  I  A  D. 


CANTO  THE  FOURTH. 

"IITITH  beauteous  LAMBERT'S  blufli,  and  RussEi.% 

**       fmiles, 

AURORA  peep'd  upon  the  firft  of  Ifles; 
And  lo,  to  bleating  flock,  and  whittling  bird, 
Uprofe  the  Sun,  and  uprofe  G.  THE  THIRD, 
Who  left  his  Queen  fo  charming,  and  her  room^ 
To  talk  of  hounds  and  horfes  with  the  Groom. 
Say,  MUSE,  what!  not  one  cloud  with  loweri 
To  gloom  cocnpaffion  on  the  heads  of  Cooks  ? 
What !  not  one  folitary  omen  fent ; 
Not  one  fmall  fign,  to  tell  the  great  event  ? 
On  CATO'S  danger,  clouds  of  ev'ry  fhape 
Hung  on  the  firmament  their  difmal  crape ; 
AURORA  wept,  poor  girl,  with  forrow  big; 
And  PHOZBUS  fofe  without  his  golden  wig ! 
But  now  the  fkies  their  ufual  manners  loft, 
The  fun  and  moon,  and  all  the  ftarry  hoft ! 
No  raven  at  the  window  flapp'd  his  wings, 
And  croak'd  portentous  to  the  Cooks  of  Kings ; 
No  horfes  neigh'd,  no  bullocks  roar'd  fo  ftout ; 
No  fheep,  like  fheep  be-devill'd,  ran  about ; 
No  lightnings  flafh'd,  no  thunder  deign'd  to  growl ; 
No  walls  re-echoed  to  the  mournful  owl ; 
No  jackafs  bray'd  affright  j  no  ghoft  'gan  wail ; 
No  comet  threaten'd  empires  with  bis  tail : 
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No  witches,  wildly  fcreaming,  rode  the  broom  ; 
No  pewter  platters  danc'd  about  the  room. 
Thus  unregarded  droop'd  each  menac'd  head, 
As  though  the  omens  all  were  really  dead  ; 
As  unregarded  (what  a  horrid  flur  I) 
As  though-the  Monarch  meant  to  fhave  a  cur ! 

Now  to  the  kitchen  of  the  Palace  came 
Full  many  a  damfel  fweet,  and  daring  dame, 
The  wives  arid  daughters  of  thofe  Cooks  forlorn 
Whofe  lucklefs  heads  were  threaten'd  to  be  Ihorn : 
Ire  in  each  eye,  and  vengeance  in  each  hand, 
To  cheer  their  hulbands,  pour'd  the  boaftful  band ! 
Thus,  when  the  ancient  Britons  rufh'd  to  battle, 
Their  wives  intrepid  join 'd  the  general  rattle; 
Encouraging  their  huibands  in  the  fray, 
For  fear  fome  pale-nos'd  rogues  might  run  away : 
O  glorious  aft  ! — repelling  coward  fear.— 
Thus  cocks  fight  braveft  when  the  hens  are  near. 

Now  on  the  band  of  Ladies  ftar'd  the  cooks^ 
And  feem'd  to  {hew  hair-ruin  in  their  looks*- 
Great  is  the  eloquence  of  eyes  indeed — 
Much  hift*ry  in  thofe  tell-tale  orbs  we  read,! 
What  though  no  bigger  than  a  button- hole, 
Yet  what  a  wondrous  window  to  the  foul ! 
The  bofom's  joy,  and  grief,  and  hope,  and  fear, 
In  lively  colours  are  depicted  here ! 

Now  to  the  crowded  kitchen  RAMUS  fprings, 
RAMUS,  call'd  BILLY  by  thebeft  of  Kings; 
Who  much  of  razors  and  of  foap-fuds  knows, 
Well  fkill'd  to  take  Great  CAESAR  by  the  nofe  : 
Much  by  his  Sovereign  lov'd,  a  trufty  Page, 
Who  often  puts  great  Statefrnen  in  a  rage  ; 
Poor  LORDS  !  compeli'd  againft  their  will  to 
Though  afs-like  laden  with  affairs  of  State, 
Till  Page  and  Monarch  finifh  deep  difputes 
On  buckfliin  breeches,  or  a  pair  of  boots  I 


1 


Bilk 
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J?/7/v,  a  pretty  name  of  love,  fo  fweet, 
Familiar,  eafy,  for.  affection  meet  ! 
Thus  formal  Patrick  is  transfbrm'cl  to  Paddy  ; 
And  Father,  by  the  children  chrifte'n'd  Daddy  : 
And  OLIVER,  who  couid  e'en  Kings  control, 
By  many  a  thoufand  is  baptiz'd  OLD  NOLL. 

Speak,  READER,  didft  thou  ever  fee  a  ghoft  $ 
If  fo—  thou  ftoodeft  flaring,  like  a  poft  : 
Thus  did  the  Cooks  on  SILLY  RAMUS  dare, 
Whofe  frightful  pretence  porcupin'd  each  hair. 
Now  enter'd  *  SECKER  —  and  now  thus  he  fpoke:—  • 
"  This  Loufe  affair's  a  very  pretty  joke  ! 
"  Arn't  you  afiiam'd  of  it,  you  dirty  dogs  ?— 
"  Zounds  !  have  you  all  been  ileeping  witu  the  hogs.? 
"  But  mind  —  you  11  be,  to  all  your  great  delight, 
'*  Bald  as  fo  many  coots  before  *tU  night. 
"  No  murmurs,  gentlemen  —  'tis  all  in  vain  : 
"  When  Monarchs  order,  who  (hall  dare  complain  r" 
Now  from  the  female  Band,  a  HEROINE  rav'd, 
"  G-d  curfe  me,  if  my  hulband/ita//  be  inav'd  ! 
"  You  man't,  you  ftian't  the  fellow's  head  difgrace  ; 
44  I  fay  the  man  fliall  fooner  lofe  his  place. 
"  tyigs,  like  the  very  devil,  I  loath,  I  hate—  • 
"  And  curfe  me,  if  a  nightcap  hugs  his  pate."  — 
'*  Ho.w,  IMPUDENCE  1"  the  wratlitul  SECKER  cry'd,, 
With  horror  flaring,  and  a  mouth  yard-wide  — 
'*  Where,  where's  my  Hick,  my  cane,  my  whip,  my 

fwitch  ? 

^'  Who  taught  j-ebelli  on  t'ye,  you  faucy  b-^-?"  — 
4t  Myfelf"  with  hands  akembow,  cry'd  the  Dame  : 
41  I  tell  ye^  Miftcr  S.ECKER,  'tis  a  fhame; 
**  I  tell  ye  that  the  Cooks  will  all  be  fools, 
"  To  futfer  razors  to  come,  near  their  fkulls. 
**;  Bitch  too,  forfooth  !  the  language  of  a  hog  ! 
^  If  I'm  .a  b.itch,  then/omefotys  a  dog." 


Qerk  of  the  Kitchen. 

Now, 
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Now  all  th'  internal  man  of  SECKER  boil'd;' 
From  thought  to  thought  of  turbulence  he  toiPd  : 
Now,  refolution-fraught,  he  wiftYd  to  flick  her, 
Now  in  her  face  to  fpit,  and  now  to  kick  her. 
But  PRUDENCE  in  that  very  moment  came, 
And  fweetly  whifper'd  to  the  man  of  flame— 
"  Fie,  SECKER!  kick  a  'woman !  SECKER,  fie! 
*'  On  matter  more  fublime,  thy  prowefs  try — 
*'  No  glory  fprings  from  kicking  wives  of  Cooks : 
"  Strive  to  furpafs  great  Kings  in  binding  books ; 
"  Tranfcend  great  Kings  in  forcing  ftubborn  kine 
"  To  breakfaft  on  horfe-chefnuts,  fup,  and  dine ; 
4t  In  educating  pigs,  be  thou  as  deep ; 
*'  And  learn,  like  Kings,  to  feel  the  rumps  of  fheep. 
"  Go,  triumph  at  the  market- towns  with  wool: 
'*  Go,'  breed  for  lady-cows  the  braveft  bull ; 
"  Tow'r  o'er  the  fcepter'd  GREAT  in  fat  of  lambs, 
'*  And  rife  a  rival  in  the  breed  of  rams.- — 
**  Thefe  be  thine  acls — from  hence  fair  glory  flows, 
"  Whofe  beam,  a  bonfire  round  a  Monarch  glow?. 
44  Surpafs  in  charity  towards  the  poor ; 
"  Nor  bully  ftarving  MERIT  from  the  door. 
*'  Behold,  for  patronage  lean  GENIUS  pant! 
"  What  though  the  .wealthy  Great  a  tafte  may  want, 
"  Yet,  would  they  caft  their  eyes  on  pining  MERIT, 
"  Thofe  eyes  would  quickly  warm  her  frozen  fpirit. 
"  The -fool  may  lift  the  MOURNER  from  the  tomb, 
"  And  bid  the' buried  feeds  of  Genius  bloom. 
**  Yes,  fools  of  Fortune,  did  thofe  fools  incline 
"  To  look  on  humble  WORTH,  might  bid  her  fliine: 
4<  Thus  tallow  candies  in  a  chandelier 
"  Make  the  keen  beauties  oi  the  glafs  appear, 
**  Call  into  note  a  thoufand  trembling  rays, 
"  And  mare  the  merit  of  the  mingled  blaze. 
44  The  GREAT  ihould  bid  like  SUNS  their  treafures 
44  Whofe  beams  wide  fpreading  no  diftin6tion  know ; 
44  But  equal  bid  the  crab  and  pine  be  ripe,    - 
44  And  light  at  oace  a  fyilem  and  a  pipe." 

Thus 
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Thus  PRUDENCE  fpoke/when  SECKER  to  the  DAME 
Confefs'd  bis  fault,  and  flopp'd  the  buriling  flame. 
Now  florm'd  a  fecond  Heroine  from  the  band, 
Call'd  JOAN,  and  full  at  SECKER  made  a  (land — 
"  I  fay,  TOM  (han't  be  (hav'd — he '  (han't— he  flian't— 
"  Leek  porridge,  (lirabout,  we'll  (boner  want ; 
«  We'll  rather  hunt  the  gutters  for  our  meat  ; 
**  Cry  mackrel,  or  fing  ballads  through  the  flreet; 
"  Foot  (lockings,  mend  old  china,  or  black  (hoes, 
*4  .Sooner  than  TOM,  poor  foul,  his  locks  (hall  lofe, 
<4  Humph !  what  a  pretty  hoiiy  toity's  here ; 
**  THOMAS,  J  fay,  fhan't  lofe  his  locks,  poor  dear! 
<l  Shav'd  loo  !  caufe  people  happen  to  be  poor — 
*'  I  never  heard  of  fuch  a  trick  before. 
"  Folks  think  they  may  take  freedoms  with  a  Cook— 
**  Go,  afk  your  MASTER  if  he'd  fliave  a  Duke, 
"  No— if  hedar'd  to  do  it,  I'll  becurfl: 
*4  No,  SECKER,  he  would  eat  the  razor  nrft. 
"  Good  lord !  to  think  poor  people's  heads  to  plunder— 
4  Why,  lord  !  are  people  drunk,  or  mad,  I  wonder? 
44  What !  (hall  my  poor  dear  huiband  lofe  his  locks 
*'  Becaufe  a  ha'n't  ten  millions  in  the  (locks? 
"  Becaufe  on  me,  forfooth,  a  can't  bellow 
"  A  di'mond  petticoat,  to  make  a  (how? 
*'  Marry  come  up,  indeed — a  pretty  joke — 
*'  Any  thing's  good  enough  for  humble  folk  : 
"  Shov'd  here  and  there,  forfooth  ;  call'd  dog  and  b — , 
A'  God  blefs  us,  well,  becaufe  we  are  not  rich ! 
"  People  will  foon  be  beat  about  with  flicks, 
"  Forfooth,  becaufe  they  han't  a  coach  and  fix. 

A  (han't  befhav'd,  and  I'm  his  lawful  wife: 
;  The  man  was  never  loufy-in  his  life.  , 

4  Ax  what  his  mother  fays — his  nearefl  kin— 

4  Tom  never  had  a  blotch  upon  his  (kin, 
"  4  But  when  a  had  the  meafles  and  fmall  pox/ 
4  What/*/-,  then,  (ball  the  fellow  lofe  his  locks? 

4  She  never  in  her  life-lime  faw  (me  fays) 
'*  4  A  tidier,  cleaner  lad,  in  all  her  days — 

4  And  all  her  neighbours  faid  with  huge  furprife, 

4  A  finer  boy  was  never  feen  with  eyes  /' 

VOL.  I.  T  "  So, 
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•*'  So,  Miller  SECKER,  let's  have  no  more  toufc; 

"  Hunt  further  for  the  owner  of  the  loufe. 

"  Sir,  'tis  a  burning  Jkame^  I'm  bold  to  fay, 

"  To  take  poor  peopled  character  away. 

44  Who  knows  the  varmine  is  n't  your  own,  odsfifh  1 

"  Youlre  fond  of  peeping  into  ev'ry  difli." 

Again  of  SECKER  boil'd  th'  internal  man  ; 
Thought  urging  thought,  again  to  rage  began  : 
Huge  thoughts  of  d  iff 'rent  fizes  fwell'd  his  foul ; . 
Now  mounting  high,  now  finking  low  they  roll ; 
Buftling  here,  there,  up,  down,  and  round  about ; 
So  wild  the  mob,  fo  terrible  the  rout ! 
How  like  a  LEG  OF  MUTTON  in  the  pot, 
With  turnips  thick  furrounded  all  fo  hot ! 
Amid  the  gulph  of  broth,  fublime,  profound, 
Tumultuous,  joftling,  how  they  rum  around  ! 
Now  up  the  turnips  mount  with  jfluns  of  mow, 
While  reftlefs  lab'ring  MUTTON  dives  below— 
NoV  lofty  foaring,  climbs  the  kg  of  meep, 
While  TURNIP  downward  plunges  'mid  the  deep! 
Strange  fuch  refemblances  in  things  mould  lie  ! 
But  what  efcapes  the  Poefs  piercing  eye  ? 
Juft  like  the  Sun — for  what  efcapes  his  ray, 
Who  darts  on  ,d.eep.eft  ihade  the  golden  day  ! 

Mufe,  let  uspanfe  a  moment — here  we  fee 
A  wfeman,  Certainly  of  low  degree, 
Reviling  folk  of  elevated  ilation; 
Thus  waging  war  with  mild  SUBORDINATION. 
Sfacmld  fweet  SUBORDINATION  chance  to  die, 
Adieu  to  Kings  and  Courtier  men  fo  high; 
Then  will  that  IMP  EQUALITY  prevail, 
Who  knows  no  diff 'rence  between  head  and  tail ; 
Then  MAJESTY,  the  lofty  nofe  who  lifts, 
With  tears  mall  wafh'and  iron  her  own  fhifts ; 
To  darn  her  ftockings  from  her  height  defcend, 
Which  now  are  giv'n  to  *MACKENTHUN  to  mend— 

^  A  lady,  attendant  on  the  PrincefTes. 

Turn 
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Turn  her  fair  fingers  into  vulgar  paws, 
And  wafh  her  dirty  laces  and  her  gauze.  ^ 
Then  dimm'd  are  coronets  that  awe  infpire, 
And  fceptres  Huff 'd,   like  faggots,   in  the  fire, 
Ne'er  let  me  view  the  hour,  my  foul  that  fhocks^ 
When  female  Majefty  (hall  wafh  her  fmocks ; 
Such  humbled  grandeur  let  me  never  fee ; 
Soapfuds  and  Sovereignty  but  ill  agree  : 
Malkin  and  Majefty,  but  ill  accord  : 
Rubbers  and  Royalty,  are  kin  abhorr'd  ! 
Strange  union  !  'tis  the. Vulture  and  the  Bat: 
A  gulph  and  mudpool — elephant  and  rat ; 
A  great  Archbifhop,  and  an  Undertaker  j  ' 
The  Mufe  of  Epic,  and  a  riddle- maker ; 
A  roaring  King  in  tragedy  fublime  ; 
And  he  who  plays  poor  Pug  in  Pantomime; 
The  Lord  who  in  the  Senate  wonder  draws, 
Firm  in  the  fair  fupport  of  Freedom's  caufe. 
And  that  fame  Lord,  behind  the  fcenes,  a  fnail, 
Who,  crawling,  of  an  a&refs  *  holds  the  tail ; 
MARCHES i  on  the  ftage  with  fteel  and  plume, 
And  that  MARCHESI  in  a  lady's  room; 
Sir  f  JOSEPH,  Jove-like,  with  his  hammer'd  arm, 
Who  thund'ring  breaks  of  fleep  the  opiate  charm ; 
And  that  SIR  JOSEPH,  with  a  fimple  look, 
Collecting  fimples  near  the  fimple  brook. 

Again  came  PRUDENCE,  quaker-looking  form% 
Sweet-humour'd  Goddefs,  to  fupprefs  the  ftorm, 
Who  clapp'd  her  hands  (indeed  an  acl:  uncouth) 
Full  on  the  gaping  hole  of  SECKER'S  mouth; 
Comprefling  thus  a  thoufand  iron  words, 
Sharp  ev'ry  foul  of  them  as  points  of  fwords : 
But  foon  her  hand  forfook  his  lips  and  chin  ; 
Who  own'd  the  Goddefs,  and  but  gave  a  grin. 

••'-  Mifs  Farren. 

f  Sir  Jofhua  Banks,     A  part  of  his  royal  infignia  is  a  hammer  t» 
knock  down  a  difpute,  and  keep  the  Royal  Society  awake. 

T  z  Thus 
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Thus  from  a  fretful  bottle  of  fmall  beer, 

If,  mad,  the  cork  fhou Id  leap  with  wild  career; 

Lo,  to  the  bottle's  mouth  the  butler  flies, 

And  with  dexterity  his  hand  applies  ! 

In  vain  the  liquor  bu files, 'mid  the  dome  ; 

John  quells  ail  fury,  and  fubdues  the  foam  ! 

Now  role  the  MAJOR — "  Mifter  SECKER — Sir, 

"  You  make  in  this  affair  a  pretty  flir  ! 

"  'Twere  doubtlefs  a  fine  prefent  in  a  box^ 

"  To  offer  to  our  fovereigri  Lord,  the  locks  : 

"  Some  vaft  reward  would  follow,  to  be  fure ; 

•**  A  pretty  little,  fweet,  fnug,  Jinecure. 

*'  Yes — MASTER  SECKER  \yell  can  play  his  cards  : 

"  Sublime  achievements  claim  fublime  rewards. 

<s  I  humbly  do  prefume,  Sir,  that  his  Grace 

*'  Hath  promis'd  ye  a  warm  Excifeman's  place : 

*'•  Some  folks  are  Jacks-in-office,  fond  of  power!*1" 

Thus  fpoke  the  COOK,  like  vinegar  fo  four. 

"  No  matter,  Mafter  Major,  what  I  get ; 

**  All  that  I  know,  is  this,  your  heads  fhall  fweat : 

*'  I'll  fee  the  bufmefs  done,  depend  upon't — 

"  I'll  order  matters,  d — n  me,  if  I  don't : 

"  Yes,  Mafter  DIXON,  you  (hall  know  who's  who— 

"  Which  is  .the  better  gemman,  I  or  you. 

Thus  anfwers  SECKER  to  the  man  of  woes, 

And  points  his  fatire  with  a  cock'd-up  nofe. 

Scarce  had  he  utter'd,  when  a  noife  was  heard ; 

And  now  behold  a  motley  band  appear'd  ! 

With  Babel  founds  at  once  the  kitchen  rings, 

Of  Groom,  Page,  Barber,  and  the  beft  of  Kings ' 

And  lo,  the  beft  of  Queens  muft  fee  the  fun  j 

And  lo,  the  PrincefTes  fo  beauteous  run  ; 

And  Madam  SCHWELLENBERG  came  hobbling  too; 

Poor  lady,  lofing  in  the  race  a  fhoe  ! 

But  in  revenge-purfuit,  the  lofs  how  flight ! 

The  world  would  lofe  a  leg,  to  pleafe  a  Jpite. 

And  now  for  Peace  did  SECKER  bawl  aloud  j 
And  lo,  PEACE  came  among  the  crowd. 

In 
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In  courts  of  juftice  thus,  to  hufli  the  hum, 
**  Silence  !"  the  cryer  calls,  and  all  is  mum— - 
"  Cooks,  Scullions,  all,  of  high  and  low  degree, 
"  Attend,  and  learn  our  Monarch's  will  from  me. 
"  Our  Sov'reign  Lord  the  King,  whofe  word  is  fate, 
"  Wills  in  his  wifdom  to  fee  (hav'd  each  pate  :  ' 
*'  Then,  Gentlemen,  pray  take  your  chairs  at  once  j 
"  And  let  each  Barber  fall  upon  his  fconce." — 
Thus  thunder'd  SECKER   with  a  MARS- like  face, 
And  ftruck  dire  terror  through  the  reading  race. 
R  Thus  roar'd  ACHILLES  'mid  the  martial  fray, 
When  ev'ry- frighted  Trojan  ran  away. 

Calm  was  the  crowd,  when  thus  the  King  of  Ifles 
Firm  for  the  (have — but  yet  with  kingly  fmiles — 
"  You  muft  be  (hav'd—  you  (hall,  you  muft  indeed  : 
"  No,  no,  I  (han't  let  flip  a  fingle  head — 
"  A  very  filthy,  nafty,  dirty  trick — 
"  The  thought  on't  turns  my  ftomach — makes  me  fick. 
"•  Loufe — loufe — a  nafty  thing — a  loufe  I  hate  : — 
"  No,  no,  I'll  have  no  more  upon  my  plate. 
"  One  is  fufficient — yes,  yes — quite  a  (tore-— 
"  I'll  have  no  more — no  more,  I'll  have  no  more." 

Thus  fpoke  the  King,  like  ev'ry  king  who  gives 
To  trifles,  luftre  that  for  ever  lives. 
Thus  (linking  vapours  from  the  oozy  pool, 
Of  cats  and  kittens,  dogs  and  puppies  full, 
Bright  SC/L  fublimes,  and  gives  them  golden  wings, 
The  cloud  on  which  Jome  fay,  -the  Cherub  fings. 
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BOS  WELL,  Bozzy,  Bruce,*  whate'er  thy  name, 
Thou  mighty  mark  for  anecdote  and  fame  j      , 
Thou  jackall,  leading  lion  Johnfon  forth 
To  eat  M'Pherfon  f  'midfHiis  native  North  ;. 
To  frighten  grave  profeflbrs  with  his  roar, 
And  make  the  Hebrides  from  more  to  more — 
All  hail !  At  length,  ambitious  Thane,  thy  rage 
To  give  one  fpark  to  FAME'S  befpangled  page 
Is  amply  gratified — a  thoufand  eyes 
Survey  thy  books  with  rapture  and  furprife  ! 
Loud,  of  thy  Tour,  a  thoufand  tongues  have  fpoken, 
And  wonder 'd  that  thy  bones  were  never  broken  I 

Triumphant,  thou  thro'  TIME'S  vaft  gulph  fhall  fail, 
The  pilot  of  our  Ikerary  whale  ; 
Cloie  to  the  clailic  H  AMBLER  malt  thou  cling, 
Clofe  as  a  fupple  courtier  to  a  king  ; 
i    Fate  (hall  not  fcake  thee  off  with  all  its  pow'r, 
Stuck  like  a  bat  to  fome  old  ivy'd  tow'r. 
Nay,  though  thy  Johnfon  ne'er  had  blefs'd  thine  eyes, 
Papli's  deeds  had  rais'd  thee  to  the  ikies  ! 
Yes !  his  broad  wing  had  rais'd  thee  (no  bad  hack) 
A  torn-tit  twiti'ring  on  an  eagle's  back. 

THOU,  curious  fcrapmonger,  malt  live  in  fong 
When  death  hath  ftill'd  the  rattle  of  thy  tongue;, 

*  Vide    Note,   page  16. 

f  Thd  tranflator  (but  in  Dr.  Johnfon's  opinion,  the  author)  of  th« 
Pocziu  attributed  to  Oifian. 

E'en 
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E'en»  future  babes  to  lifp  thy  name  (hall  learn, 
And  Bozzy  join  with  Wood,  and  Tommy  Hearn, 
Who  drove  the  fpiders  from  much  profe  and  rhime, 
Atid  fnatch'd  old  ftories  from  tKe  jaws  of  TIME. 
Sweet  is  tiiy  page,  *  J  ween,  that  doth  recite 
How  thou  and  Johnfon,  arm  in  arm,  one  night, 
March'd -through  fair  Edinburgh's  paftolian  fhow'rs, 
"Which  CLOACINA  bountifully  pours  ; 
Thofe  gracious  fhow'rs  that  fraught  with  fragrance  flow, 
And  gild,  like  gingerbread,  the  world  below. 
How  fweetly  grumbled  too  was  Sam's  remark, 
*  I  fmell  you,  Mafler  Bozzy,  in,  the  dark  !" 
Alas  !  hiftorians  are  confounded  dull ; 
A  dim  Bceotia  reigns  in  ev'ry  (kull ; 
Mere  beafts  of  burden,  broken -winded,  flow, 
Heavy  as  cart-horfes,  along  they  go ; 
Whilft  thou,  a  will-o'-whifp,  up,  down,  here,  there, 
Wild  darteft  corufcations  ev'ry  where. 

What  taflelefs  mouth  can  gape,  what  eye  can  clofe, 
What  head  can  nod  o'er  thy  enlivening  profe  ? 
To  others'  works,  the  works  of  thy  inditing 
Are  downright  di'monds  to  the  eyes  of  whiting. 
Tnink  not  I  flatter  thee,  my  flippant  fciend ; 
For  well  i  know  that  flatt'ry  would  offend : 
Yet  honeff  praife,-  I'm  fure,  thou  would'ft  not  Hum. 
Born  with  a  ftomach  to  digeft  a  tun  ! 
Who  can  refufe  a  fmile,  that  reads  thy  page, 
Where  furly  Sam,  inflam'd  with  Tory  rage, 
Naflau  befcoundrels,  and  with  anger  big, 
Swears  Whigs  are  rogues,  and  ev'ry  rogue  a  Whig  ? 
Who' will  not,  too,  thy  pen's  minutiae  bids, 
That  gives  pofterity  the  RAMBLER'S  f  drefs? 
Methinks  I  view  his  full,  plain  fuit  of  brown, 
The  large  grey  bufliy  wig  that  grac'd  his  crown, 
Black  worfted  ftockings,  little  (ilver  buckles, 
And  fhirt  that  had  no  ruffles  for  his  knuckles. 
I  mark  the  brown  great-coat  of  cloth  he  wore, 
two  huge  Patagonian  pockets  bore, 

*  Vide  pnge  14.  f  Vide  page  $.. 

Which 
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Which  Patagonians  (wond'rous  to  unfold  !) 
Would  fairly  both  his  Dictionaries  hold. 
I  fee  the  RAMBLER*  on  a  large  bay  mare, 
Juit  like  a  Centaur,  «v'ry  danger  dare, 
On  a  full  gallop  dam  the  yielding  wind, 
T*he  colt  and  Bozzy  fcamp'ring  clofe  behind. 

Of  Lady  Lochburyf  with  what  glee  we  read, 
Who  offer'd  Sam,  for  breakfaft,  cold  (beep's  head  ; 
Who,  prefs'd  and  worry 'd  by  this  dame  fo  civil, 
Wifh'd  the  meep's  head  and  woman's  at  the  devil. 

I  fee  you  failing  both  in  Buchan's  J  pot- 
Now  (terming  an  old  woman  §  and  her  cot ; 
Who  terrified  at  each  tremendous  ihape, 
Deem'd  you  two  Demons  ready  for  a  rape : 
1  fee  all  marv'ling  at  M'Leod's  together 
On  Sam's  remarks  ||  on  whey  and  tanning  leather: 
At  Corrichatachin's,f  the  Lord  knows  how, 
I  fee  thee,  Bozzy,  drunk  as  David's  fow, 
And  begging,  with  rais'd  eyes  and  lengthen'd  chin, 
Heav'n  not  to  damn  thee  for  the  deadly  fin  : 
I  fee  too,  the  (tern  moralift  regale, 
And  pen  a  Latin  ode  to  Miftrefs  Thrale.** 
1  fee,  without  a  night-cap  on  his  head, 
Rare  fight !  bald  Sam  in  the  Pretender's  ff  bed  : 
Jhear  (what's  wonderful  !)  unfought  by  (tudying, 
His  claflic  diflertation  upon  pudding  :£}: 
Of  Frovoft  Jopp,§§  I  mark  the  marv'ling  face, 
Who  g-'ive  the  Rambler's  freedom  with  a  grace  : 
I  fee  too,  trav'ling  from  the  I.  LE  of  EGG,||{] 
The  humble  fervant  <(]*$  of  a  horfe's  leg  ; 
And  SNIP,  the  tayior,  from  the  ISLE  of  MucK,*f 
Who  (titch'd  in  SKY  with  tolerable  luck: 

••V:  Pr-.ge  376.  f   P;ige  429.  |"  Page  104. 

§  Page  143.  []   Page  299.  ^j  Page  3  17. 

*•-   Page  1 77."  ff   Page  2 1 6.  JJ:    Page  440. 

§§  Page  39.  JiJI  .Page  27.5,  ^[^f  A biackfmith. 
*t  JP^Se  2-7  f.' 

Jfee 
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I  fee  the  horn  that  drunkards  muft  adore  ; 

The  horn,  the  mighty  horn  of  Rorie  More;* 

And  bloody  fhields  that  guarded  hearts  in  quarrels, 

Now  guard  from  rats  the  milk  and  butter  barrels. 

Methinks  the  Caledonian  dame  I  fee 

Familiar  fitting' on  the  RAMBLER'S  knee, 

Charming,  with  kifles  fweet',  the  chuckling  fage  : 

Melting  with  fweetefl  fmiles  the  frolt  of  age ; 

Like  SOL,  who  darts  at  times  a  cheerful  ray 

O'er  the  wan  vifage  of  a  winter's  day. 

"  Do  it  again,  my  dear,"  (I  hear  Sam  cry) 

"  See  who  firft  tires,  my  charmer,  you  'or  I." 

I  fee  thee  (luffing,  with  a  hand  uncouth, 

An  old  dry'd  whiting  in  thy  Johnfori's  mouth  ; 

And,  lo  !  I  fee,  with  all  his  might  and  main, 

Thy  Johnfon  fpit  the  whiting  out  again. 

Rare  anecdotes !  'tis  anecdotes  like  thefe 

That  bring  thee  glory,  and  the  million  pleafe ! 

On  thefe  fhall  future  times  delighted  flare, 

Thou  charming  haberdafher  of  fmall  ware  ! 

Stewart  and  Robertfon,  from  thee,  mall  learn 

The  limple  charms  of  Hift'ry  to  difcern  : 

To  thee,  fair  Hift'ry's  palm,  mall  Livy  yield, 

And  Tacitus,  to  Bozzy,  leave  the  field ! 

Joe  Miller's  felf,  whofe  page  fuch  run  provokes, 

Shall  quit  his  (liroud,  to  grin  at  Bozzy's  jokes ! 

How  are  we  all  with  rapture  touch 'd,  to  fee 

Where,  when,  and  at  what  hour,  you  fwallow'd  tea  ! 

How,  orice,  to  grace  this  A fiatic  treat, 

Came  haddocks,  which  the  RAMBLER  could  not  eat.' 

Pleas'd,  on  thy  book  thy  Sov'reign's  eye-balls  roil, 

Who  loves  a  goffip's  ftory  from  his  foul ! 

Bleft  with  the  mem'ry  of  the  Perfian  king,f 

Who,  ev'ry  body  knows,  and  ev'ry  thiiig ; 

Who's  dead,  whofe's  married,  what  poor  girl-beguii'd 

Hath  loft  a  paramour,  and  found  a  child  ; 

*  Page  254.  f  Cyrus. 

Which 
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Which  gard'ner  hath  moft  cabbages  and  peas, 

And  which  old  woman  hath  moft  hives  of  bees j 

Which  farmer  hath  the  moft  prolific  fows, 

Cocks,  hens,  geefe,  turkeys,  goats,  flieep,  bulls,  and  cows; 

Which  barber  beft  the  ladies'  locks  can  curl ; 

Which  houfe  in  Windfor  fells  the  fined  purl ; 

Which  chimney-fweep  beft  beats,  in  gold  array, 

His  brufh  and'  fliovel,  on  the  firft  of  May ; 

Whofe  dancing  dogs,,  in  rigadoons  excel ; 

And  whofe  the  puppet- (hew,,  that  bears  the  bell ; 

Which  clever  fmith,  the  prettieft  man- trap  makes,* 

To  fave  from  thieves  the  royal  ducks  and  drakes, 

The  Guinea  hens  and  peacocks,  with  their  eggs, 

And  catch  his  loving  fubjefts  by  the  legs.' 

Oh  !  lince  the  Prince  of  gofiips  reads  thy  book, 

To  what  high  honours  may  not  Bozzy  look  ? 

The  fun-fhirie  of  his  fmile  may  foon  be  thine — • 

Perchauncc,  in  converfe  thou  may'ft  hear  him  fliine : 

Perchauncci  to  ftamp  thy  merit  through  the  nation, 

He  begs  of  Johnfon's  Life,  thy  dedication  ; 

Afks  queftions  f  of  thee,  and,  O  lucky  elf, 

Molt  kindly  anfwers  ev'ry  one  himfelf. 

Blefs'd  with  the  claffic  learning  \  of  a  college, 

Our  K  "       g  is  not  a  mifer  of  his  knowledge  : 

Nought  in  the  ftorehoufe  of  his  brains  turns  mufty  j 

No  razor-wit,  for  want  of  ufe,  grows  rufty  : 

*  His  M y   harh   planted   a   number  of  thofe  trufty  guardians 

around  his  park  at  Windfor,   for  the  benefit  of  the  public. 

f  Jurt  after  Dr.  Johnfon  had  been  honoured  with  an  interview  with 
a  certain  great  perfonage,  in  the  Queen's  library  at  Buckingham  Houfe, 
he  was  interrogated  by  a  friend  concerning  his  reception,  and  his  opinion 

of  the  r-y-J  intellect. — "  His  M y  fecms  to  be  poffelfed  of  fome 

good-nature  and   much  curiofity  (replied  the  Doctor)  :    as  for  his   v.vj, 

it  is  not  contemptible.     His   M y  indeed  was  multifarious  in  his 

tjue/lio'is  *,   but,   thank  Goj,  he  anfwcred  them  all  kimfelf, 

%    This   is  a  wry   extraordinary  circumftance  :     the  htc.    P 3. 

D r  retained  three  parts  of  the  money  ordered  for  the  education  of 

her  children.     The  effect  of  this  miserable  conduct,  was  fo  confpicuous 

i'i  her  daughter  M A,  that  the  fetters  received  fn»m  her  during  her 

relidence  in  Denmark,  were  abfolutely  vuuntelligible. 

VOL.  I.  U  Whateor 
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Whate'er  his  head  fuggefts,  whatever  he  knows, 
Free  as  election  beer  from  tubs,  it  flows ! 
Yet,  ah  !  fuperior  far !-— it  boafts  the  merit 
Of  never  fuddling  people  with  the  fpirit ! 
Say,  Bozzy,  when,  to  blefs  our  anxious  fight, 
When  mall  thy  volume*  burft  the  gates  of  light-? 
Oh,  cioth'd  in  calf,  ambitious  brat,  be  born — 
Our  kitchens,  parlours,  libraries,  adorn  ! 
My  fancy's  keen  anticipating  eye, 
A  thoufand  charming  anecdotes  can  fpy : 
I  read,  1  read  of  G — ge  the  learn'd  f  difplay 
•On  Lowth's  and  Warburton's  immortal  fray  :    - 
Of  G — ge,  whofe  brain,  if  right  the  mark  I  hit, 
Forms  one  huge  Cyclopaedia  of  wit ; 
That  holds  the  wifdom  of  a  thoufand  ages, 
And  frightens  all  his  workmen  and  his  pages ! 
O  Bozzy,  flili,  thy  tell-tale  plan  purfue  : 
The  world  is  wondrous  fond  of  fomething  new  ; 
And,  let  but  SCANDAL'S  breath  embalm  the  page, 
It  lives  a  welcome  gueft  from  age  to  age. 
-Not  only  fay  who  breathes  an  arrant  knave, 
But  who'  hath  fneak'd  a  rafcal  to  his  grave  : 
Make  o'er  his  turf  (in  Virtue's  caufe)  a  rout, 
And,  like  a  d-mn'd  good  Chriftian,  pull  him  out, 
Without  a  fear,  on  families  harangue ; 
'Say  who  fhall  lofe  their  ears,  and  who  fhall  hang ; 
Publifh  the  demi-reps,  and  punks — nay  more, 
-Declare  what  virtuous  wife  ivltt  be  a  wh-re. 
Thy  brilliant  brain,  conjeclure  can  fupply, 
To  charm  through  ev'ry  leaf  the  eager  eye.- 
The  blue-stocking  %  fociety  defcribe, 
And  give  thy  comment  on -each  joke,  and  jibe: 

*  The  Life  of  Dr.  Johnfon. 

•f-  His  M y's  commentary  on  the  quarrel,  in  which  the  Bifhop 

And  the  Doctor  pelted  one  the  other  with  dirt  fo  gracefully,  will  be  a 
treafure  to  the  lovers  of  literature  !  Mr.  B.  hath  as  good  as  prom i fed  it 
to  the  public,  and,  we  hope,  means  to  keep  his  word. 

J  A  club  chiefly  compofcd  of  mnjl  learned  ladies,  profound  critics, 
and  filf-dekgated  arbittrs  of  tafte,  to  which  Mr,  B,  was  admitted. 

Tell 
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Tell  what  the  women  are,  their  wit,  their  quality, 
And  dip  them  in  thy  ftreams  of  immortality  ! 

Let  Lord  M'Donald  threat  thy  breech  to  kick,f 
And  o'er  thy  fhrinking  moulders  fnake  his  ftick: 
Treat  .with  contempt  the  menace  of  this  Lord ; 
'Tis  Hift'ry's  province, «  Bozzy,  to  record,  '  % 

Though  Wilkes  abufe  thy  brain,  that  airy  mil!, 
And  iwear  poor  Johiifon  murder  d  by  the  quill ; 
What's  that  to  thee  ?   Why  let  the  viclim  bleed — • 
Thy  end  is  anfwer'd,  if  the  nation  read. 
The  fiddling  Knight,}  and  tuneful  Miitrefs-  Thrale, 
Who  frequently  hobb'd  or  nobb'd  with  Sam,  in  ale, 
Snatch'd  up  the  pen  (as  thirft  of  fame  inipires !) 
To  write  his  jokes  and  ftories  by  their  tire's ; 
Then  why  not  thou,  each  joke  and  tale  enrol, 
Who  like  a  watchful  cat,  before  a  hole, 
Full  twenty  years  (inflam'd  with  letter'd  pride) 
Didft  moufing  fit  before  Sam's  mouth  fo  wide, 
To  catch  as  many  fcraps  as  thou  wert  able — 
A  very  Laz'rus  at  the  rich  man's  table  ? 
What  though  againft  thee  porters  §  bounce  the  door, 
And  bid  thee  hunt  for  fecrets  there  no  more ; 
With  pen  and  ink  fo  ready  at  thy  coat, 
Excifeman-like,  each  fy  liable  to  note, 
That  giv'n  to  printer's  devils,  (a  precious  load  !) 
On  wings  of  print  comes  flying  all  abroad  ? 
Watch  then  the  venal  valets — (mack  the  maids, 
And  try  with  gold  to  make  them  rogues  and  jades : 
Yet  mould  their  honefty  thy  bribes  refent  j 
Ply  to  thy  fertile  genius,  and  invent : 

f  A  letter  of  fevere  remonftrance  was  fcnt  to  Mr.  B.  who,  in  con- 
(cquence,  omitted,  in  the  fecond  edition  of  his  Journal,  what  is  lo 
generally  pleafmg  to  the  public,  viz.  the  fcandalous  paffages  relative 
to  that  nobleman. 

\  Sir  John  Hawkins,  who  (as  well  as  Mrs.  Thrale,  now  Machm 
Piozzi)  threatens  us  with  the  life  of  the  late  lexicographer. 

§  This  is  literally  tru9 — '<  Nobody  is  at  honr:." — Our  great  people 
want  the  tafte  to  reliih  Mr.  Bof well's  vehicles  to  immortality.  Though 
in  London,  poor  Boz?.y  is  in  a  deferi. 

U  a  Like 
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Like  old  Voltaire,  who  plac'd  his  greateft  glory 
In  cooking  up  an  entertaining  ftory  ; 
Who  laugh'd  at  TRUTH,  whene'er  her  (imple  tongue 
Would  match  amufement  from  a  tale  or  fong. 

Oh  !  whilft,  amid  the  anecdotic  mine, 
Thou  labour'ft  hard  to  bid  thy  HERO  mine. 
Run  to  Bolt  Court,*  exert  thy  Curl-like  f  foul, 
And  fifh  forjrolden  leaves  from  hole  to  hole  ; 
Find  when  he  ate  and  drank,  and  cough'd  and  fneez'd— - 
Let  all  his -motions  in  thy  book  be  fqueez'd  : 
On  tales,  however  ftrange,  impofe  thy  claw  ; 
Yes,  "let  thy  amber  lick  up  ev'ry  ft  raw  : 
Sam's  nods,  and  winks,  and  laughs,  will  form  a  treaty 
For  all  that  breathes  of  Johnfon  muft  be  great  / 

Bleft  be  thy  labours,  moft  advent'rous  Bozzi, 
Bold  rival  of  Sir  Jphn,  and  Dame  Piozzi ; 
Heav'ns  !  with  what  laurels  mail  thy  head  be  crown'd ! 
A  grove,  a  foreft,  (liall  thy  ears  furround  ! 
Yes !  whilft  the  RAMBLER  mall  a  comet  blaze, 
And  gild  a  world  of  darknefs  with  his  rays ; 
TJiee  too,  that  world,  with  wonderment,  fliall  hail, 
A  lively,  bouncing  cracker  at  his  tail ! 

*  In  Fleet-ftreet,  where  the  Doftor  lived  and  died. 
f  Curl,  thebookfeller,  frequently  bribfd  people  to  bunt  the  temples 
of  Cloacina  for  the  letters  of  Pope  and  Swift. 
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AS  Mr.  Bo  SWELL'S  Journal  hath  afforded  fuch  uni- 
•"•  verfal  pleafure  by  the  relation  of  minute  incidents, 
and  the  great  Mcralift's  opinion  of  men  and  things,  during 
his  northern  tour;  it  will  be  adding  greatly  to  the  aneo 
dotical  treafury,  as  well  as  making  Mr.  B.  happy,  to  com 
municate  part  of  a  Dialogue  that  took  place  between  Dr. 
Johnfon,  and  the  Author  of  this  Congratulatory  Epiftle, 
a  few  months  before  the  Doctor  paid  the  great  debt  of  na 
ture.  The  Doctor  was  very  cheerful  that  day  ;  had  on  a 
black  coat  and  waiftcoat,  a  black  plufh  pair  of  breeches, 
and  black  worded  ftockings,  a  handfome  grey  wig,  a 
ihirt,  a  muflin  neckloth,  a  black  pair  of  buttons  in  his 
fhirt  fleeves,  a  pair  jf  moes  ornamented  with  the  very 
identical  little  buckles  that  accompanied  the  philofopher 
to  the  Hebrides  ;  his  nails  were  very  neatly  pared,  and  hiV 
beard  frefh  fhaved  with  a  razor  fabricated  by  the  ingeni 
ous  Mr,  Savigny. 

P.  P.  "  Pray,  Doctor,  what  is  your  opinion  of  Mr. 
Bofweil's  literary  powers?'* 

Jolwfon.  "  Sir,  my  opinion  is,  that  whenever  Bozzy  . 
expires,  he  will  create  no  'vacuum  in  the  region  of  litera 
ture — he  feems  ftrongly  affected  by  the  cacoethes  fcrilendi  ; 
wishes  to  be  thought  a  rara  avzs,  and  in  truth  fo  he  is— 
your  knowledge  in  ornithology,  Sir,  will  eafily  difcover, 
to  what  fpecies  of  bird  I  allude.'''  Here  the  Doctor  ihook 
his  head  and  laughed. 

P.  P.    "  What  think   you,    Sir,    of  his  account  of 
Corfica  ?— of  his  character  of  Paoli  ?" 

U  3  Johnfon, 
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Jolmfon.  "  Sir,  he  hath  made  a  mountain  of  a  wart. 
But  Paoli  has  virtues.  The  account  is  a  farrago  of  dif- 
gufting  egotifm  and  pompous  inanity." 

P.  P.  "  I  have  heard  it  whifpered,  Doctor,  that  mould 
you  die  before  him,  Mr.  B.  means  to  write  your  life." 

Johnfon.  "  Sir,  he  cannot  mean  me  fo  irreparable  an 
injury. — Which  of  us  mall  die  firft,  is  only  known  to 
the  Great  Difpofer  of  events ;  but  were  I  fure  that  James 
Bofwell  would  write  my  life,  I  do  not  know  whether  I 
\vouldnotanticipatethemeafure,  by  taking  his"  (Here 
he  made  three  or  four  flrides  acrofs  the  room,  and  re 
turned  to  his  chair  with  violent  emotion.) 

P.  P.  "  I  am  afraid  that  he  means  to  do  you  the  favour." 

,  JcJmfon.  "  He  dares  not — he  would  make  a  fcarecrow 
of  me.  I  give  him  liberty  to  fire  his  blunderbufs  in  his 
wvn  face,  but  not  murder  me.  Sir,  I  heed  not  his  OVTOS 
iQot, — BOSWELL  write  my  life!  why  the  fellow  poflefles 
ftot  abilities  for  writing  the  life  of  an  epkemeron" 
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OR,  THE 

BRITISH     BIOGRAPHERS. 

A 

TOWN    ECLOGUE. 


Arcades  arnbo, 

El  cantare  pares,  ct  rcfponderc,  parati !         VIHCIL. 


THE   ARGUMENT. 

ON  the  death  of  DOCTOR  JOHNSON,  a  number  of  people, 
ambitious  of  being  diftinguifhed  from  the  mute  part  of 
their  fpecies,  fet  about  relating  and  printing  ftories  and 
bon-mots  of  that  celebrated  moralift.  Among  the  moil 
zealous,  thongh.not  the  moft  enlightened,  appeared  Mr. 
BOSW-ELL  arid  MADAME  PIOZZI,  the  HERO  and  HE 
ROINE  of  our  ECLOGUE.  They  are  fuppofed  to  have 
in  contemplation  the  Life  of  JOHNSON  ;  and  to  prove 
their  biographical  abilities,  appeal  to  SIR  JOHN  HAW 
KINS  for  his  decifion  on  their  refpeclive  merits,  by  quo 
tations  from  their  printed  anecdotes  of  the  DOCTOR. 
SIR  JOHN  hears  them  with  uncommon  patience,  and  de 
termines  very  properly  on  the  pretenfions  of  the  con 
tending  parties. 
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JOHNSON  fought  (as  Shakefpeare  fays)  tint 

bourn, 

From  whence,  alas!  no  travellers  return; 
In  humbler  Englifn,  when  the  Doctor  died, 
APOLLO  whimper'd,  and  the  MUSES  cried; 
PARNASSUS  mop'd  for  days,  in  bufinefs  flack, 
And,  like  a  hearfe,  the  hill  was  hung  with  black  ; 
MINERVA,  iighing  for  her  fav'rite  fon, 
Pronounc'd,  with  lengthen'd  face,  the  world  undone  ^ 
Her  OWL,  too,  hooted  in  fo  loud  a  ftyte, 
That  people  might  have  heard  the  BIRJ>  a  mile  ; 
JOVE  wip'd  his  eyes  fo  red,  and  told  his  wife, 
He  ne'er  made  JOHNSON'S  equal  in  his  life; 
And  that  'twould  be  a  long,  long  time,  if  ever^. 
His  art  could  form  a  fellow  ha!f  fo  clever : 
VENUS,  of  all  the  little  Loves  the  dam, 
With  all  the  GRACES,  fobbVl  for  BROTHER  Sam; 
Such  were  the  heav'nly  bowlings  for  his  death, 
As  if  DAME  NATURE  had  refign'd  her  breath. 
Nor  lefs  fonorous  was  the  grief,  1  ween, 
Amidft  the  natives  of  our  earthly  fcene  : 
From  beggars,  to  the  GREAT  who  hold  the  helm, 
One  jfohnfo-mania  rag'd  through  ail  the  realm  1 

"  IPh 
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"  Who  (cry'd  the  world)  can  match  his  profe  or  rhyme? 
"  O'er  wits  of  modern  days  he  tow'rs  fublime ! 
"  An  oak,  wide-fpreading  o'er  the  Ihrubb  below, 
*'  That  round  his  roots,  with  puny  foliage,  blow  ; 
"  A  pyramid,  amidft  fome  barren  waffe, 
"  That  frowns  o'er  huts,  the  fport  of  ev'ry  blafl ; 
"~^A  mighty  ATLAS,  whofe  afpiring  head 
"  O'er  diflant  regions  cafls  an  awful  fbade. 
"  By  kings  and  beggars,  lo  !  his  tales  are  told, 
"  And  ev*ry  fentence  glows  a  grain  of  gold  ! 
"  Bleil  !  who  his  philosophic  phiz  can  take,      / 
*'  Catch  ev'n  his  weaknefles — his  noddle's  make, 
"  The  lengthen'd  lip  of  fcorn,  the  forehead's  fcowl, 
"  The  low 'ring  eye's  contempt,  and  bear-like  growl.. 
**  In  vain,  the  CRITICS  aim  their  toothlefs  rage  ! 
^  Mere  .fprats,  that  venture  war  with  whales  to  wage : 
"  Unmov'd  he(ftands,  and  feels  their  force  no  more 
*'  Than  fome  huge  rock  amidfl  the  wat'ry  roar, 
"  That  calmly  bears  the  tumults  of  the  deep, 
"  And  howling  tempefts,  that*  as  well  may  fleep." 

Strong,  'midft  the  R  AMBLER'S  cronies  was  the  rage 
To  fill  with  SAM'S  bon-mots  and  tales  the  page : 
]Vlere  flies,  that  buzz'd  around  his  fetting  ray, 
And  bore  a  fplendor,  on  their  wings,  away  : 
Thus  round  his  orb  the  pigmy  planets  run, 
And  catch  their  little  luftre  from  the  SUN. 

At  length,  rufh'd  forth  two  CANDID  A  TES  for  fame ; 
A  Scotchman  one,  and  one  a  London  dame ; 
That9  by  th' emphatic  JOHNSON,  chriflen'd  BOZZY; 
72/J-,  by  the  Bifhop's  licenfe,  DAME  PIOZZI; 
Whofe  widow'd  name,  by  topers  lov'd,,  was 
Bright  in  the  annals  of  election  ale ; 
A  name,  by  marriage,  that  gave  up  the  ghoft  ! 
In  poor  PEDOCCHIO* — no  ! — PIOZZI,  loft  ! 

*  The  author  was  nearly  committing  a  blunder — fortunate  indeed 
was  his  recollection  ;  as  Pedocchio  fignifies,  in  the  Jtalian  language,  that 
molt  contemptible  of  animals,  a  loufe.  » 

Each 
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Each  feiz'd  with  ardour  wild,  the  gray  goofe  quill; 
Each  fet  to  work  the  intelle&ual  mill ; 
That  pecks  of  bran,  fo  coarfe,  began  to  pour, 
To  one  poor  folitary  grain  of  flour. 

Forth  rufh'd  to  light,  their  books— but  ivho  mould  fay, 
WHICH  bore  the  palm  of  anecdote  away? 
77//V,  fo  decide,  the  RIVAL  WI-TS  agreed 
JBefore  SIR  JOHN  their  tales  and  joke  to  read, 
And  let  the  KNIGHT'S  opinion,  in  the  ft  rife, 
Declare  the  prop'reft  pen  to  write  SAM'S  Life: 
SIR  JOHN,  renown'd  for  mufical  *  palavers; 
The  Prince,  the  King,  the  Emperor  of  Quavers  f 
Sharp  in  folfeggi,  as  the  iharpeft  needle ;  ' 
Great  in  the  noble  art  of  tweedle-tweedle ; 
Of  Music's  College  form'd  to  be  a  FELLOW, 
Fit  for  Mus.  D.  or  MAESTRO  DI  CAPELLA  : 
,Whofe  volume,  though  it  here  and  there  offends, 
Boafts  German  merit — makes  by  bulk  amends. 
High  plac'd  the  venerable  QUARTO  fits, 
Superior  frowning  o'er  octavo  wits 
And  duodecimos,  ignoble  icum  ! 
Poor  proftitutes  to  ev'ry  vulgar  thumb  ! 
Whilft  'undefil'd  by  literary  rage, 
HE  bears  zfpotlefs  leaf  from  age  to  age. 

Like  fchool-boys,  lo  !  before  a  two-arm'd  chair 
That  held  the  KNIGHT  wife  judging,  ftood  the  PAIR  : 
Or  like  two  poneys  on  the  fporting  round, 
JPrepar'd  to  gallop  when  the  drum  fhould  found, 
The  COUPLE  rang'd — for-'vict'ry,  both  as  keen, 
As  for  a  tott'ring  bifliopric,  a  DEAN, 
Or  patriot  BURKE,  for  giving  glorious  -baitings 
To  that  intolerable  fellow  HASTINGS. 
Thus  with  their  fongs  contended  VIRGIL'S  fwains, 
And  made  the  valleys  vocal  with  their  ftrains, 
Before  fome  gray-beard  SAGE,  whofe  judgment  ripe£ 
-Gave  goats  for  prizes  to  the  prettieft  pipe. 

#  Vide  his  Hiftory  of  Mufic. 
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"  Alternately  in  anecdotes  go  on  ; 
"  But  firft,  begin  you,  MADAM,"  cry'd  SIR  JOHN. 
The  thankful  DAME  low  curtfied  to  the  CHAIR, 
And  thus,  for  vict'ry  panting,  read  the  FAIR. 

MADAME    PIOZ-ZI.* 

SAM  JOHNSON  was  of  MICHAEL  JOHNSON  born; 
Whofe  mop  of  books  did  LITCHFIELD  town  adorn  : 
Wrong-headed,  ftubborn  sfs  a  halter'd  RAM  ; 
In  fliort,  the  model  of  our  HERO  SAM  : 
Inclin'd  to  madnefs  too — for  when  his  mop 
Fell  down,  for  want  of  cam  to  buy  a  prop, 
For  fear  the  thieves  might  fleal  the  vanifh'd  ftore, 
He  duly  went  each  night,  and  lock'd  the  door  !  - 

BO  ZZ  Y.f 

Whilft  JOHNSON  was  in  Edinburgh,  my  WIFE, 
To  pleafe  his  palate,  ftudied  for  her  lifer 
With  ev'ry  rarity  fli€  fiil'd  her  houfe, 
And  gave  the  DOCTOR,  for  his  dinner,  groufe. 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  14 

DEAR  DOCTOR  JOHNSON  was  in  fize  an  ox, 
And  from  his  UNCLE  ANDREW  learn'd  to  box; 
A  MAN  to  wreftlers  and  to  bruifers  dear, 
Who  kept  the  ring  in  SMITHFIELD  a  whole  year. 
The  Doctor  had  an  Uncle  too,  ador'd 
By  jumping  gentry,  cail'd  CORNELIUS  FORD; 
Who  jump'd  in  boots,  which  JUMPERS  never  choofe, 
Far  as  a  famoas  JUMPER  jump'd  in  flioes. 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.§ 

At  fupper,  rofe  a  dialogue  on  witches, 
When  CROSBIE  faid,  there  could  not  be  fuch  b-tch-s; 

*  Vide  Piozii's  Anecdotes,  page  3. 

•f-  Bozzy's  Tour,  page  38. 

j  Piozzi's  Anecdotes,  page  5.  §  Page  39. 
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And  that  'twas  blafphemy  to  think  fuch  hags 
Could  ftir  up  ftorms,  and  on  their  broomftick  nags 
.  Gallop  along  the  air  with  wondrous  pace, 
And  boldly  fly  in  GOD  ALMIGHTY'S  face: 
But  JOHNSON  anfwer'd  him,  "  There  might  Switches; 
"  Nought  prov'd  the  non-exiftence  of  the  b-tch-s," 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I.* 

When  THRALE,  as  nimble  as  a  boy  at  fchoof, 
Leap'd,  though  fatigu'd  with  hunting,  o'er  a  ftool; 
The  DOCTOR,  proud  the  fame  grand  feat  to  do, 
His  pow'rs  exerted,  and  jump'd  over  too; 
And  though  he  might  a  broken  back  bewail, 
He  fcorn'd  to  be  eclips'd  by  Mifter  THRALE. 

BOZZY-f  j 

At  ULINISH,  our  friend,  to  pafs  the  time^ 
Regal'd  us  with  his  knowledges  fublim? ; 
-  Show'd  that  all  forts  of  learning  fill'd  his  nob, 
And  that  in  butch'ry  he  could  bear  a  bob. 
He  fagely  told  us  of  the  d  iff 'rent  feat 
Employ'd  to  kill  the  animals  we  eat : 
"  An  ox,"  fays  he,  "  in  country  and  in  town, 
"  Is  by  the  butchers  conftantly  knock'd  down  ; 
u  As  for  that  lefler  animal,  a  calf, 
"  The  knock  is  really  not  fo  ftrong  by  half; 
^  The  beaft  is  only^«a«V;  but,  as  for  goats, 
"  And  fheep,  and  lambs,  the  butchers  cut  their  throats*. 
44  Thofe  fellows  only  want  to  keep  them  quiet, 
"  Not  choofing  that  the  brutes  ftiould  breed  a  riot, 

MADAME    PIOZZI.J 
When  JOHNSON  was  a  child,  and  fwallow'd  pap, 
JTwas  in  his  mother's  old  maid  CATH'RINE'S  lap  ; 
There,  whilft  he  fat,  he  took  in  wondrous  learning  j 
,JFor  much  his  bowels  were  for  knowledge  yearning ; 
There  heard  the  ftory  which  we  BRITONS  brag  on, 
The  ftory  of  ST.  GEORGE  and  eke  the  DRAGON. 

*  Page  6.  f  Page  300.  +  Page  15. 
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B  O  Z  Z  Y.# 

When  FOOTE  his  leg,  by  fome  misfortune,  broke, 
Says  /to  JOHNSON,  ali  by  way  of  joke, 
*'  SAM,  Sir,  in  PARAGRAPH,  will  foon  be  clever, 
*'  And  take  off  PETER  better  now  than  ever." 
On  which,  fays  JOHNSON,  without  hesitation, 
*'  GEORGE  f  will  rejoice  at  Foot's  depeditation" 
On  which,  fays  I,  a  penetrating  elf! 
**  Doftor,  I'm  f\ire  you  coin'ci  that  word  yourfelf." 
On  which  he  laugh'd,  and  faid,  I  had  divin'd  it, 
Jor  bond  fide,  he  had  really  coin'  d  it. 
"  And  yet,  of  ali  the  words  I've  coin'd,  (fays  he) 
tl  My  Dictionary,  Sir,  contains  but  three." 

MADAME    PIOZZL 

The  DOCTOR  faid,  in  literary  matters, 
xt  A  Frenchman  goes  not  deep  —  he  only  /matters  :" 
Then  aik'd,  what  could  be  hop'd  for  from  the  dogs; 
Fellows  that  Hv'd  eternally  on  frogs  ? 

BOZZ  Y.J 

In  grave  prpceffion  to  St.  Leonard's  College, 
Well  ftuff'  d  with  every  fort  of  ufeful  knowledge, 
We  {lately  walk'd,  as  ibon  as  fupper  ended  ; 
The  LANDLORD  and  the  WAITER  both  attended: 
The  LANDLORD,  fkill'd  a  piece  of  greafe  to  handle, 
Before  us  march'd,  and  held  a  tallow  candle  ; 
A  lantern  (fome  fam'd  Scotfman  its  creator) 
With  equal  grace  was  carried  by  the  WAITER. 
Next  morning,  from  our  beds  we  took  a  leap, 
Arid  found.  ourfelves  ir.uch  better  for  ourileep.  , 

*  Page  141. 

f  Gtorge  Faulkener,  the  printer  at  Dublin,  taken  off  by  Foote  under 
the  charafter  of  Peter  Paragraph. 
J  Page  5S. 
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MADAME    PIOZZI.* 

In  Lin  coin  (hire,  a  lady  fhow'd  our  friend 
A  grotto,  that  (he  wifli'd  him  to  commend  ; 
'iyoth  fhe,  *'  How  cool  in  fu miner  this  abode]"— 
"  Yes,  Madam,  (anfwer'd  Johnfon)  for  a  toad." 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.f 

Between  old  Scalpa's  rugged  i  fie  and  Rafay's, 
The  wind  was  vaftly  boift'rous  in  our  faces : 
'TVas  glorious,  JOHNSON'S  figure  to  fet  fight  on — ' 
High  in  the  boat,  he  look'd  a  noble  TRITON  ! 
Hut,  lo  !  to  damp  our  pleafure  Fate  concurs, 
For  Joe,  the  blockhead,  loft  his  mailer's  fpurs : 
This  for  the  RAMBLER'S  temper  was  a  rubber,- 
VVho  wondered  Jofeph  could  be  foch  a  lubber. 

MADAME     PIOZZI.J 
I  afk'd  him  if  he  knock'dToM  OSBORN  §  down; 
As  fuch  a  tale  was  current  through  the  town — 
Says  I,  "  Do  tell  me,  DOCTOR,  what  befell."—: 

Why,  deareft  lady,  there  is  nought  to  tell  : 
•*  I  ponder'd  on  the  -prop reft  mode  to  treat  him— 
44  The  dog  was  impudent,  and  fo  I  beat  him  ; 
"  TOM,  like  a  fool,  proclaim 'd  his  fancied  wrongs; 
"  Others,  that  I  belabour'd,  held  their  tongues." 

Did  any  one,  that  he  was  Kapfy,  cry — 
JOHNSON  would  tell  him  plumply,  'twas  a  lie. 
A  LADY  ||  told  him  fhe  was  really  fo; 
On  which  he  fternly  anfwer'd,  "  MADAM,  no! 
"  Sickly  you  are,  and  ugly — -foolifli,  poor; 
**  And  therefore  can't  be  happy,  I  am  fure. 
'•  'Tu-ould  make  a  fellow  hang  himfelf,  whofe  ear, 

Were,  from  fuch  creatures,  forc'd  fuch  ftuif  to  hear."" 

*  Page  20 j.  f  Page  185.  J  Page  z32. 
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Lo  !  when  we  landed  on  the  I  fie  of  MULL, 
The  megrims  got  into  the  DOCTOR'S  fcull : 
With  fuch  bad  humours  he  began  to  fill, 
1  thought  he  would  not  go  to  ICOLMKILI.  : 
lut,  lo  !  thofe  megrims  (wonderful  to  utter  ! ) 
"Were  banilh'd  all  by  tea,  and  bread  and  butterv 

MADAME     PIOZZL 

Quoth  J  to  JOHNSON — Do&or,  tell  me  true, 
Who  was  the  bcft  man  that  you  ever  knew  ? 
He  anfwer'd  me  at  once,  GEORGE  PSALMANAZAK.  \ 
J£een  in  the  Englifh  language  as  a  razor. 
Such  was  the  ftrange,  the  ftrahgeft  of  replies, 
That  rais'd  the  whites  of  both  my  wond'ring  eyes  j 
As  this  fame  GEORGE,  in  impofition  ftroog, 
Seat  the  firft  liars  that  e'er  wagg'd  a  tongue. 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.f 

I  wonder'd  yefterday,  that  one  JOHN  HAY, 
Who  fery'd  as  Cicerone  on  the  way, 
Should  fly  a  man  of  war— a  fpot  fo  bleft— 
A  fool !  nine  months,  too,  after  he  was  preft. 
Quoth  JOHNSON,  "  No  man,  Sir,  would  be  a  failorf 
"  With  fenfe  to  fcrape  acquaintance  with  a  jailor." 

MAL>  A  ME     PI  OZ  Z  I.* 

I  faid,  I  lik'd  not  goofe,  and  mention 'd  wfy  : — 
One  fmells  it  roafting  on  the  fpit,  quoth  I. 
**   You,  Madam,"  cry'd  the  DOCTOR,  with  a  frown, 
**  Are  always  gorging — Huffing  fomething  down  : 
"  MADAM,  'tis  very  nat'ralto  fuppofe, 
"  If  in  the  pantry  you  will  poke  your  nofe, 
"  Your  maw  with  ev*ry  fort  of  victuals  fwelling, 
44  That  you  muft  want  the  blifs  of  dinner  fmelling" 

*  Page  386.  f  P^ge  151.  £  Page  103. 
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B  O  Z  Z  Y. 

As  at  AR  GYLE'S  grand.  honfe  mv  hat  T  took, 
To  feek  my  alehoufe,  thus  began  the  Duke: 
"•  Pray,  Mifter  Bofvvell,  won't  you  have  fome  tea?" 
To  thts  I  made  my  bow,  and  did  agree  — 
Then  to  the  drawing-room  we  both  retreated, 
Where  LADY  BETTY  HAMILTON  was  feated 
Glofe  by  the.DucHEss,  who,  in  deep  difcourfe, 
Took  no  more  notice  of  me  than  a  horfe. 
Next  day,  myfelf  and  Dollar  JOHNSON  took 
Our  hats,  to  go  and  wait  upon  the  Duke. 
Next  to  himfelf  theDuKK  did  JOHNSON  place;  '. 
But  I,  thank  God,  fat/,-Y<w</  to  hio  GRACE. 
The  place  was  due  mod  furely  to  my  merits  — 
And  faith,  I  was  in  very  pretty  fpirits  : 
I  plainly  law  (my  penetration  fuch  is) 
I  was  not  yet  in  favour  with  the  DUCHESS. 
Thought  I,  Tarn  not  difccncerted  yet  ; 
Before  we  part,  Fll  give  her  GR  ACE  afiveaf— 
Then  looks  of  intrepidity  I  put  on, 
And  alk'd  her,  if  ftie'd  have  a  plate-  of  mutton. 
This  was  a  glorious  deed,  muft  be  confefs'd  ! 
I  knew  I  was  the  Duke's,  and  not  her  guefl  ! 
Knowing  —  as  I'm  a  man  of  tip-top  breeding, 
That  great  folks  drink  no  healths  whilft  they  are  feeding^,. 
J  took  my  glafs,  and  looking  at  her  GRACE, 
J  itar'd  her  like  a  devil  in  the  face  ; 
And  in  refpetfful  terms,  as  was  my  duty, 
Said  J,  "  My  LADY  DUCHESS,  I  Mute  ye-." 
Moft  audible,  indeed,  was  my  fahite, 
For  which  fome  folks  will  fay  I  was  a  brute  ; 
But,  faith,  itdanY.d  her,  as  t  knew  it  would; 
But  then  I  knew  that  t  was  flefii  and  blood. 


MADAME     PIOZZI.* 
Once  at  our  houfe,  amidft  our  ATTIC 
We  liken'd  our  acquaintances  to  leaft*  : 

*  Pnge  204, 
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As  for  example — fome  to  calves  and  hogs, 
And  fome  to  bears,  and  monkeys,  cats  and  dogs ; 
We  faid  (which  charrn'd  the  DOCTOR  much,  no  doubt) 
His  mind  was  like,  of  ELEPHANTS,  they//<?«/, 
That  could  pick  pins  up,  yet  pofTefs'd  the  vigour 
For  trimming  well  the  jacket  of  a  TIGER, 

B  O  £  Z  Y.* 

Auguft  the  fifteenth,  Sunday,  Mifler  Scolt^ 
Did  breakfaft  with  us — when  upon  the  fpot ; 
TCL////#,  and  unto  DOCTOR  JOHNSON,  lo  ! 
Sir  WILLIAM  FORBES,  fo  clever,  did  I  fliow; 
A  man  that  doth  not  after  roguery  hanker ; 
A  charming  Chriftian,  though  by  trade  a  banker  ; 
Made  too  of  good  companionable  fluff; 
And  this,  I  think,  is  faying  full  enough : 
And  yet  it  is  but  juftice  to  record, 
That  when  he  had  the  meafies — 'pon  my  word. 
The  people  feem'd  in  fuch  a  dreadful  fright, 
His  houfe  was  all  furrounded  day  and  night, 
As  if  they  apprehended  fome  great  evil, 
A  general  conflagration,  or  the  devil. 
And  when  he  better'd — oh  !  'twas  grand  to  fee  'em 
Like  mad  folks  dance,  and  hear  'em  fing  Te  Deum. 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I.f 

Quoth  JOHNSONT,     "  Who  d'ye  think  my   life  will 

"  write!"— 
"  GOLDSMITH,"    faid  I.— Quoth  he,   "  The  dog's  vile 

"  fpite, 

"  Befides  the  fellow's  monftrous  love  of  lying^ 
w  Would    doubtlefs    make   the    book    not  worth    the 

st  buying," 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.| 

That  worthy  gentleman,  good  Mr.  Scott, 
Said,  'twas  our  SOCRATES'S  lucklefs  lot 

*  Pa8«  J5-  t  Pa3c  31*  ^  P^e  13. 

To 


BOZZY    AND    riOZZT. 

To  have  the  WAITER,  a  fad  nafty  blade, 

To  make,  poor  gentleman,  his  lemonade; 

Which  WAITER,  much  againft  the  DOCTOR'S  wifli, 

Put  with  his  paivs  the  fugar  in  the  dim  : 

The  DOCTOR,  vex'd  at  men  a  filthy  fellow, 

Began,  with  great  propriety,  to  bellow  ; 

Then  up  he  took  the  difh,  and  nobly  flung 

The  liquor  out  of  window  on  the  dung  ; 

And  DOCTOR  SCOTT  declar'd,  that,  by  his  frown, 

He  thought  he  would  have  knock'd  the  fellow  down. 

MADAME    PIOZZ  I.* 

Dear  DOCTOR  JOHNSON  left  off  drinks  fermented; 
With  quarts  of  chocolate  and  cream  contented ; 
Yet  often  down  his  throat's  prqdigious  gutter, 
Poor  man  !  he  pour'd  a  flood  of  melted  better  ! 

BOZZY. 

With  glee,  the  DOCTOR  did  my  girl  behold  ; 
Her  name  VERONICA,  juft  four  months  old. 
This  name  VERONICA,  a  name  though  quaint,. 
Belonged  originally  to  a  Saint ; 
But  to  my  old  Great  Graiidam  it  was  giv'n — 
As  fine  a  woman  as  e'er  went  to  Heav'n ; 
And  what  muft  add  to  her  importance  much, 
This  lady's  genealogy  was  Dutch, 
The  man  who  did  efpoufe  this  dame  divine, 
Was  ALEXANDER,  Earl  of  Kincardine  ; 
Who  pour'd  along  my  body,  like  a  {luice, 
The  noble,  noble,  noble  blood  of  BRUCE  f 
And  who  that  own'd  this  blood  could  well  refufe 
To  make  the  world  acquainted  with  the  news  ? 
But  to  return  unto  my  charming  child — 
About  our  Doctor  JOHNSON  me  was  wild ; 
And  when  he  left  off  fpeaking,  (he  would  flutter,. 
Squall  for  him  to  begin  again,  and  fputter ! 
And  to  be  near  him  a  ftrong  wilh  exprefs'd, 
Wtych  proves  he  was  not  iuch  a  horrid  beafh. 

#  Page  102, 
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Her  fondnefs  for  the  Doctor  pleas'd  me  greatly  ;- 
On  which  I  loud  exclaim'd  in  language  itateiy, 
Nay,  if  I  recoiled  aright,  Ifivore^ 
I'd  to  her  fortune  add  j^W  hundred  more  I 

MADAME     PIOZZI.* 
One  day,-  as  we  were  all  in  talking  loft, 
My  mother's  fav'rite  fpaniel  ftole  the  toaft;    < 
On  which,  immediately,  I  fcrcam'd,  u  Fie  on  her-  — 
"  Fie,  BELLE,"  laid  I,  "  you  us'd  to  be  on  honour."— 
"  Yes,"  JOHNSON  cry'd  ;  "  but,  Madam,  pray  be  told,  . 
"  The  reafon  for  the  vice  is  —  BELLE  grows  'old" 
But  JOHNSON  never  could  the  dog  abide, 
Becaufe  my  mother  wafh'd  and  comb'd  his  hide.. 
The  truth  on't.is  —  BELLE  was  not  too  well  bred^ 
Who  always  would  injjft  on  being  fed; 
And  very  often  too,  the  fancy  SLUT 
Infixed  upon  having  the.  />/?  cut, 

B-O-Z'Z  Y. 

Baft  'nightmuch  care  for  Jo  H  N  so  N  fs  cold  was  us'<?y;  . 
Who^  hitherto,  without  his  nightcap  fnootfd  ; 
That  nought  might  treat  fo  wonderful  a  man  ill,. 
Sweet  Mils  M'LEOD  did  make  a  cap  of  flannel  j.    - 
And  after  putting  it  about  his  head, 
She  gave  him  brandy  as  he  went  to  bed. 

MAD  A-  ME    PlOZZI.f 

One  night  we  parted  at  the  DOCTOR'S  dcory 
When  thus  I  faid,  as  I  had  faid  before, 
4<  Don't  forget  Dicky,  DOCTOR  —  mind  poor  Dick,'f 
On  which  he  turn'cl  round  on  his  heel  fo  quick, 
*4  Madarn,"  quoth  he,  "  and  when  I've  ferv'd  that  elf,.. 
'*  Lguefs  I  theu  may  go  and  hang  myfelf." 


*'P.age  2-c«k  f  Page  204.. 
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B  O  ZZ  Y.'; 

At  night,  well  foak'd  with  rain,  and  wondrous  weary, 
We  got  as  wet  as  (hags  to  INVER  ARY  ; 
We  lupp'd  moft  royally — were  vaftly  frifky, 
\VThen  JOHNSON  ordered  up  a  gill  of  whifkey : 
Taking  the  glafs,  fays  I,  "  Here's  Miftrefs  Th'rale."— 
{k  Drink  her  in  sokijty  not,"  faid  he,  "  but  ale." 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I.f 
The  DOCTOR  had  a  cat,  and  chriften'd  Hodge, 
That  at  his  houfe  in  Fleet-Street  us'd  to  lodge.  ' 
This  Hodge  grew  old,  and  fick,  and  us'd  to  wifh. 
That  all  his  dinners  might  be  form'd  of  fjk ; 
To  pleafe  poor  Hodge,  the  DOCTOR,  all  fokind, 
Went  out,   and  bought  him  Afters  to  his  mind\ 
This  every  day  he  did — nor  afk'd  black  FR  ANK,£ 
Who  deem'd  himfelf  of  much  too  high  a  rank, 
With  vulgar  fijh-fags  to  be  forc'd  to  chat, 
And  purchafe  oyfters  for  a  mangy  cat. 

SIR    JOHN. 

For  God's  fake  flay  each  anecdotic  fcrap; 
Let  me  draw  breath,  and  take  a  trifling  nap ; 
With  one  half-hour's  reftoring  (lumber  bleft, 
And  Heav'n's  afliftance,  I  may  bear  the  reft. 

~AJidi\ — What  have  I  done,  inform  me,  gracious  Lord? 
That  thus  my  ears  with  nonfenfe  fhould  be  bor'd  I 
Oh  !  if  I  do  not  in  the  trial  die, 
The  Devil  and  all  his  brimflone  I  defy. 
No  punifliment  in  other  worlds  I  fear; 
My  crimes  will  all  be  expiated  here. 
Ah !  ten  times  happier  was  my  lot  of  yore, 
When,  rais'd  to  conference  that  all  adore, 
I  fat,  each  feilion,  king-like,  in  the  chair, 
Aw'd  ev'ry  rank,  and  made  the  million  ftare : 

•*  Page  483.  f  Page  102.  J  Dr.  Johnfon's  fcrvant. 
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Lord  paramount  o'er  ev'ry  Juftice  riding; 
In  caufes,  with  a  Turkifh  iway,  deciding  T 
Yes,  like  a  noble  Bafhaw  of  three  tails, 
I  fpread  &fear  and  trembling  through  the  jails  ?• 
Bleft,  have  I  brow-beaten  each  thief  and  ftrumpet. 
And  blafted  on  them,  like  the  laft  day's  trumpet. 
1  know  no  paltry  weaknefs  of  the  foul — 
JVo  fniv'ling  pity  dares  my  deeds  control : 
Aiham'd,  the  iveaknefs  of  my  King  I  hear ; 
Who,  childifh,  drops  on  ev'ry  death  *  a  tear. 
Return, f  return  again,  thou  glorious  hour, 
That  to  my  grafp  once  gav'ft  my  idol,  pow'r; 
When  at  my  feet  the  humble  knaves  would  fall  j 
The  tlaaitTnng  Jupiter  of  HICKS'S  Hall. 

The  Knight  thus  finifhing  his  fpeech  fofair, 
Sleep  pull'd  him  gently  backwards  in  his  chair ; 
Op'd  wide  the  mouth  that  oft  on  jail 
Then  raised  his  nafal  ORGAN  to  a  roar, 
That  aclually  fu-rpafs'd,  in  tone  and  g 
The  grumbled  ditties  of  his  fev'rite  ba]e.\ 

*  Such  is  the  report  concerning  his  tncft  tender-braited  Majefty, 
when  he  fuflfers  the  law  to  take  its  courfe  on  criminals,  How  unlike 
the  Great  Frederic  of  Pruflia,  who  delight^  in  a  itan^in^f 

f  Sir  John  wHtes  in  vain — His  hour  of  infolence  returns  no  more.. 

$  The  violoncello,  on  which  the  Knight  is  a  performer. 
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E  C  L  O  G  U  E. 


PART    II. 

O W  from  his  fleep  the  KNIT, HT,  affrighted,  fprung, 
Whilft  on  his  ear  the  words  of  JOHNSON  rung; 
For,  lo  !  in  dreams  the  furly  RAMBLER  rofe, 
And  wildly  flaring,  feem'd  a  man  of  woes. 

Wake,    HAWKINS,"    (grow I'd    the   Doctor,    with  a 

frown) 

And  knock  that  fellow  and  that  woman  down  : 
Bid  them  with  JOHNSON'S  life  proceed  no  further; 
Enough  already  have  they  dealt  in  murther : 
Say,  to  their  tales  that  little  truth  belongs ; 
If  fame  they  mean  me,  bid  them  hold  their  tongues. 

"  In  vain  at  glory  gudgeon  Bo  SWELL  fnaps— 
His  mind,  a  paper  kite — compos'd  of  fcraps; 
Juft  o'er  the  baps  of  chimnies  form'd  to  fly  ; 
Not  with  a  wing  lubiime  to  mount  the  Jky. 
Say  to  the  dog,  his  head's  a  downright  drum^ 
Unequal  to  the  Hift'ry  of  TOM  THUMB  : 
**  Nay — tell,  of  anecdote,  that  thirfty  leech, 
He  is  not  equal  to  a  Tyburn  Speech.* 

"  For  that  PIOZZI'S  wife,  SIR  JOHN,  exhort  her, 
4(  To  draiu  her  immortality  from  porter  ; 
M  Give  up  her  anecdotical  inditing, 
**  And  ftudy  houfewifery  inftead  of  writing: 
"  Bid  her  a  poor  biography  iufpend  ,• 
41  Nor  crucify,  through  vanity,  a  friend, 

I  know  no  bufinefs  women  have  with  learning ; 
**  I  fcorn,  I  hate  the  mole-ey'd  half-difcerning  ; 

Campofed  for   the   unfortunate   Inave  of   Newgate,    by  different 
Iwftorhns. 
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"  Their  wit  but  ferves  a  hulband's  heart  to  rack,. 
*'  And  make  eternal  horfe  whips  for  his  back. 

"  Tell  PETER  PINDAR,  mould  you  chance  to 

him, 

**  I  like  his  genius  —  fhould  be  glad  to  greet  him  : 
*'  Yet  let  him  know,  crown*  d  heads  are  lacred 
<c  And  let  liim  rev'rence  more  the  left  of  kings 
"  Still  on  his  pegafus  continue  jogging, 
44  And  give  that  Bo  SWELL'S  back  another  flogging.'"1 

Such  was  the  dream  that  wak'd  the  fleeping  Knight^ 
And  op'd  again  his  eyes  upon  the  light  — 
Who,  mindlefs  of  old  JOHNSON  and  his  frown, 
And  ftern  commands  to  knock  the  couple  down^ 
Refolv'd  to  keep  the  peace  —  and,  in  a  tone 
Not  much  unlike  a  maftiff  o'er  a  bone, 
He  grumbled,  that,  enabled  by  the  nap, 
He  now  could  meet  more  biographic  fcrap; 
Then  nodding  with  a  magiftratial  air, 
To  farther  anecdote  he  call'd  the  FAIR. 

MADAME    PIOZZLf 
Dear  Doctor  JOHNSON  lov'd  a  leg  of  pork, 
And  hearty  on  it  would  his  grinders  work  : 
He  lik*d  to  eat  it  fo  much  over  done, 
That  one  might  {hake  the  ilefli  from  off  the  bone. 


*»  This  is  a  flrange  and  almoft  -incredible  Speech  from  Jolmfon' 
mouth,  as,  not  many  years  ago,  when  the  age  of  a  certain  Great  Pe 
jbnitge  became  the  fubjrd  of  debate,  the  DocVor  broke  an  upon  the  con 
verfation  with  the  following  queftion  :  —  a  Of  what  importance  to  th 
«  prefent  company  is  his  age?  —  Of  \vh.it  importance  would  it  hav 
tf  been  to  the  world  if  he  had  never  ex'^ied?^  —  If  \\ejrjay  judge  likewif 
from  the  following  fpeech,  he  deemed  the  prejcnt  poflfjfir  of  ascertai 
throne  as  -much  an  itfutfer  as  King  William,  whom,  according  to  Mr 
Bofwell's  account,  he  btjcvundrdi.  The  ftory  is  this  :  —  An  ncquairjt 
ance  of  Johnfon's,  Mifs  Reynolds,  afked  him  if  he  could  not  fing 
He  replied.  "  I  know  bvtt  ont  fong  :  and  that  is?  The  Kiwi  Jhall  enjo 
<*  ;hjs  otvn  again." 

f  Page  8. 
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A  veal  pye  too,  with  fiigar  cramm'd  and  plums, 
Was  wondrous  grateful  to  the  Doctor's  gums. 
Though  us'd  from  morn  to  night  on  fruit  to  fluff, 
He  vow'd  his  belly  never  had  enough. 

BO  Z  Z  Y.# 

One  Thurfday  morn  did  Do<ftx>r  JOHNSON  wake., 
And  call  out  "  Lanky,  Lanky,"  by  miftake — 
But  recollecting — "  Bozzv,  Bozzy,"  cry'd— ^ 
For  in  contractions  JOHNSON  took  a.  pride  ! 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I.} 
Whene'er  our  friend  would  read  in  bed  by  night, 
Poor  Mifter  THRALE  and  I  were  in  a  fright ; 
For,  blinking  on  his  book  too  near  the  flame, 
Lo  !  to  the  fore-top  of  his  wig  it  came  ; 
Burnt  all  the  hairs  away,  both  great  and  fmatt, 
•Down  to  the  very  net- work,  nam'd  the  caul. 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.§ 

At  Corrachatachin's,  in  hoggifm  funk, 
1  got  with  punch,  alas !  confounded  drunk  : 
Much  was  I  vex'd  that  I  could  not  be  quiet,. 
But,  like  a  ftupid  blockhead,  breed  a  riot — * 
I  fcarcely  knew  how  'twas  I  reel'd  to  bed. 
Next  morn  I  wak'd  with  dreadful  pains  of  head, 
And  terrors  too,  that  of  my  peace  did  rob  me ; 
For  much  I  fear'd  the  Moralift  would  mob  me. 
Biic  as  I  lay  along,  a  heavy  log, 
The  Doctor,  ent'ring,  call'd  me  drunken  dog. 
Then  up  role  I  with  apoftolic  air, 
And  read  in  Dame  M'KINNON'S  book  of  pray'r, 
In  hopes  for  fuch  a  fin  to  be  forgiv'n, 
And  make,  if  poffible,  my  peace  with  heav'ji. 
*T\vas  ftrange  that,  in  that  volume  of  .divinity, 
I  op'd  the  Twentieth  Sunday  after  Trinity, 

•    Page  384.  J  Page  237,^  §  Pngc  317. 
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And  read  theie  words — *  Pray  be  not  drunk  with  wine, 
*  Since  drunkennefs  doth  make  a  man  a  fwine.' 
"  Alas !"  fays  I,  "  the  finner  that  I  am  !" 
And  having  made  my  fpeech,  I  took  a  dram. 

MADAME    P I  O  Z  Z  I.* 
One  day,  with  fpirits  low,  and  forrow  fill'd, 
I  told  him  that  I  had  a  coufin  kill'd : 
"  My  dear,"  quoth  he,  "  for  heay'n's  fake  hold  your 

canting ; 

"  Were  all  your  coudns  kill'd,  they'd  not  be  wanting : 
"  Though  Death  on  each  of  them  fhould  fet  his  mark, 
"  Though  ev'ry  one  were  fpitted  like  a  lark, 
**  Roafted,  and  giv'n  that  dog  there  for  a  meal, 
"  The  lofs  of  them  the  world  would  never  feel : 
*'  Truft  me,  dear  Madam,  all  your  dear  relations 
"  Are  nits — are  nothings  in  the  eye  of  nations." 

Again,§  fays  I,  one  day,  "  I  do  believe, 
"  A  good  acquaintance  that  I  have  will  grieve 
"  To  hear  her  friend  hath  loft  a  large  eftate."— 
"  Yes,"  anfwer'd  he,  "  lament  as  much  her  fete, 
**  As  did  your  horfe  (I  freely  will  allow) 
"  To  hear  of  the  nufcarriage  of  your  cow." 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.J 

At  Enoch,  at  M'Queen's,  we  went  to  bed  ; 
A  colour'd  handkerchief  wrapp'd  JOHNSON'S  head  : 
He  faid,  "  God  blefs  us  both — good  night;"  and  then, 
/,  like  a  parifli  clerk,  pronounc'd  Amen ! 
My  good  companion  foon  by  fleep  was  feiz'd ; 
But  I,  by  lice  and  fleas,  was  fadly  teaz'd ; 
Methought  a  fpider,  with  terrific  claws, 
Was  ftriding  from  the  wainfcot  to  my  jaws ; 
But  {lumber  foon  did  every  fenfe  entrap, 
And  fo  I  funk  into  the  fweeteft  nap. 

*  Page  63.  §  Page  189.  %  Page  103. 
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MADAME    PIOZZI.* 
Trav'lling  in  Wales,  at  dinner-time  we  got  en 
Where,  at  Leweny,  lives  Sir  ROBERT  COTTON. 
At  table,  oar  great  Moralift  to  pfeafe, 
Says  J,  "  Dear  Doctor,  arn't  thofe  charming  peas  ?" 
Quoth  he,  to  contradict,  and  run  his  rig, 
"  Madam,  they  poflibly  might  pleafe  a  />/r." 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.f 

Of  thatching,  well  the  Doctor  knew  the  art-; 
And  with  his  threfhing  wifdom  made  us  ftart : 
Deferib'd  thf  greateft  fecreis  of  the  Mint, 
And  made  folks  fancy  that  he  had  been  in't. 
Of  hops  and  malt  'tis  wondrous  what  he  knew  ; 
And  well  as  any  brewer  he  cculd  brew. 

MADAME    PIOZZI4 

In  ghofts  the  Doctor  ftrongly  did  believe, 
I  And  pinn'd  his  faith  on  many  a  liar's  fleeve. 
He  faid  to  Doctor  LAWRENCE,  "  Sure  I  am, 
I**  I  heard  my  poor  dear  mother  call  out  '  SAM.' 
[**  I'm  fnre,"  faid  he,  «« that  I  can  truft  my  ears; 

And  yet,  my  mother  had  been  dead  for  years." 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.§ 

When  young,  ('twas  rather  filly  I  allow) 
luch  was  I  pleas'd  to  imitate  a  cow. 
[One  time,  at  Drury  Lane,  with  Doctor  BLAIR, 
~  ly  imitations  made  the  playhoufe  flare  ! 
»p  very  charming  was  I  in  my  roar, 

it  both  the  galleries  clapp'd,  and  cried  "  Encore." 
Heft  by  the  general  plaudit  and  the  laugh, 
try'd  to  be  a  jackals  and  a  calf; 
Jut  who,  alas !  in  all  things  can  be  great  ? 
Ln  fhort,  I  met  a  terrible  defeat  5 

c  70.          t  Pa§e  3^4-          \  Page  192.         §  Paje  499. 
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So  vile  I  bray'd  and  bellow'd,  I  was  hifs'd  ; 
Yet  all  who  knew  me,  wonder'd  that  I  mifs'd. 
BLAIR  whifper'd  me,  "  You've  loft  your  credit  now; 
44  Stick,  Bos  WELL,  for  the  future,  to  the  Coiv." 

MADAME     PIOZZI.* 

Th'  affair  of  Blacks  when  JOHNSON  would  difcufs, 
He  always  thought  they  had  not  fouls  like  its  ; 
And  yet,  whene'er  his  family  would  fight, 
lie  always  faid  black  FR ANKW  f  as  in  the  right. 


I  muft  confefs  that  I  enjoy'd  a  pleafure 
In  bearing  to  the  North  fo  great  a  treafure  : 
Thinks  I,  I'm  like  a  bulldog  or 'a  hound, 
Who,  when  a  lump  of  liver  he  hath  found, 
Runs  to  fome  corner,  to  avoid  a  riot, 
To  gobble  down  his  piece  of  meat  in  quiet : 
I  thought  this  good  as  all  JOE  MILLAR'S  jokes; 
And  fo  I  ttf9  and  told  it  to  the  folks. 

MADAME    PIOZZ  I.|| 

Some  of  our  friends  wifh'd  JOHNSON  would  compofc 
The  lives  of  authors  who  had  fhone  in  profe : 
As  for  his  />o?u'r,  no  mortal  man  could  doubt  it- 
Sir  Ri c H  A  R  D  Mu  s  G R  A  v E  he  was  warm  about  it ; 
Got  up,  and  footh'd,  intreated,  begg'd  and  pray'd, 
Poor  man  !  as  if  he  had  implor'd  for  bread. 
*;  Sir  RICHARD,"  cry'd  the  Doctor,  with  a.frown, 
"  Since  you're  got  up,  I  pray  you,  Sir,//  ^ow«." 

B  O  Z  Z  Y, 

Of  Doctor  JOHNSON  having  giv'n  a  fketch, 
Permit  me,  Reader,  of  myfelf  to  preach : 


The  Do&or's  man-fervant. 
Page  2  9 5^ 
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The  world  will  certainly  receive  with  glee 
The  flighteft  bit  of  hiftory  of  me. 
Think  of  a  gentleman  of  ancient  blood  ! 
Prouder  of  title  than  of  being  good ; 
A  gentleman  juft  thirty -three  years  old  ; 
Married  four  years,  and  as  a  tiger  bold ; 
Whofe  bowels  yearn'd  Great  Britain's  foes  to  tame, 
And  from  the  cannon's  mouth  to  fwallow  flame ; 
To  get  his  limbs  by  broad  fwords  carv'd  in  wars, 
Like  fome  old  bedftead,  and  to  boaft  his  fears ; 
And,  proud  immortal  actions  to  achieve, 
See  his  hide  bor'd  by  bullets  like  a  fieve. 
But,  lo !   his  father,  a  well-judging  Judge, 
Forbade  his/on  from  Edinburgh  to  budge ; 
Refolv'd  the  French  fhould  not  his  b — fide  claw ; 
So  bound  \\isfon  apprentice  to  the  law. 
This  gentleman  had  been  in  foreign  parts, 
And,  like  UJLYSSES,  learnt  a  world  of  arts : 
Much  wifdom  his  vaft  travels  having  brought  him, 
He  was  not  half  the  fool  the  people  thought  him ; 
Of  prudence,  this  fame  gentleman  was  Juc/iy 
He  rather  had  too  little  than  too  much, 
Bright  was  this  gentleman's  imagination, 
Well  calculated  for  the  higheft  ftation  : 
Indeed  fo  lively,  give  the  Dev'l  his  due, 
Jtje  ten  times  more  would  utter  than  was  true ; 
Which  forc'd  him  frequently.,  againft  his  will, 
Poor  man  !  to  fwallow  many  a  bitter  pill : 
One  bitter  pill  among  the  reft  he  took, 
Which  was,  to  cut  fome  fcandal  from  his  book. 
By  Doctor  JOHNSON  he  is  well  portray'd  : 
Quoth  SAM,  "  Of  BOZZY  it  may  well  be  faid, 
14  That,  through  the  moft  inhoipitable  fcene, 
44  One  never  can  be  troubled  with  the  fpleen, 
44  Nor  ev'n  the  greateft  difficulties  chafe  at, 
44  Whilft  fuch  an  animal  is  near  to  laugh  at.'* 
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MADAME     FIOZZ  I.* 
FOR  me,  in  Latin,  Doctor  JOHNSON  wrote 
Two  lines  upon  Sir  JOSEPH  BANKS'S  goat; 
A  goat !  that  round  the  world  fo  curious  went; 
A  goat  !  that  now  eats^grafs  that  grows  in  Kent  1 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.f 

To  Lord-Mo NBODDO  a  lew  lines  I  wrote, 
And  by  the  fervant,  Jofeph,  fent  this  note  : 

"  (Thus  far,  my  Lord,  from  Edinburgh,  my  home, 
i4  With  Mifter  SAMUEL  JOHNSON,  I  am  come; 
44  This  night,  by  us,  mu  ft  certainly  be  feen 
44  The  very  handfome  town  of  ABERDEEN. 
"  For  thoughts  of  JOHNSON,  you'll  be  not  apply  M  to  ; 
"  I  know  your  Lordfhip  likes  him  hfs  than  /  do. 
"  So  near  we  are — to  part,  I  can't  tell  how, 
*'  Without  fo  much  as  making  him  a  loiu  : 

Bendes,  the  RAMBLER  fays1,  to  fee  MONBODD, 
He'd  go  at  leaft  two  miles  out  of  his  road ; 
Which  fhows  that  he  admires  (whoever  rails) 
The  pen  which  proves  that  men  are  born  with  tails, 
Hoping  that  as  to  health  your  Lordfliip  does  well, 
"•  I  am  your  fervant  at  command, 

"  JAMES  BOSWELL.'' 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  i.J 
On  Mifter  THR  ALE'S  old  hunter  JOHNSON  rode, 
Who  with  prodigious  pride  the  beaft  beftrode ; 
And  as  on  BRIGHTON  DOWNS  he  dajffd  a^uay^ 
lJuch  was  he  pleas'd  to  hear  a  fportfman  fay, 
That  at  a  chafe  he  was  as  tight  a  hand 
As  e'er  a  fporting  lubber  in  the  land. 

B  O  Z  Z  Y.§, 

One  morning,  JOHNSON,  on  the  Ifleof  MULL, 
Was  of  his  politics  excefiive  full : 

l*kPage72.         f  Page  207.         J  Ibid.         §  Page  424. 

Quoth 
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Quoth  he,  "  That  PULTENEY  was  a  rogue  'tis  plain; 
**  Befides,  the  fellow  was  a  Whig  in  grain." 
Then  to  his  principles  he  gave  a  banging, 
And  fwore  no  Whig  was  ever  worth  a  hanging. 

'Tis  wonderful,"  fays  he,  "  and  makes  one  ftare, 

To  think  the  Livery  chofe  JOHN  WILKES  Jlord  May'r; 

A  dog,  of  whom  the  world  could  nurfe  no  hopes ; 

Prompt  to  debauch  .their  girls,  and  rob  their  fhops." 

MADAME    PIOZZI. 
Sir,  I  believe  that  anecdote  a  lie ; 
>ut  grant  that  JOHNSON  faid  it — ly  the  bye, 
As  WILKES  unhappily  your  friendjliip  fhar'd, 
The  dirty  anecdote  might  well 


BOZZY. 

Madam,  I  ftick  to  truth  as  much 
And  damme  if  the  ftory  be  not  true. 
What  you  have  faid  of  JOHNSON  and  the 
As  much  the  RAMBLER  for  zfavage  marks, 
'Twas  fcandalous,  ev'n  CANDOUR  muft  allow, 
To  give  the  hift'ry  of  the  horfe  and  cow. 
What  but  an  enemy  to  JOHNSON'S  fame, 
Dar'd  his  vile  prank  at  LITCHFIELD  playhoufe  name— 
Where,  without  ceremony,  he  thought  fit 
To  fling  the  man  and  chair  into  the  pit  ? 
Who  would  have  regifter'd  a  fpeech  fo  odd 
On  the  dead  STAY-MAKER  *  and  Doctor  DODD  ? 

MADAME     PIOZZI. 

SAM  JOHNSON'S  threlhing  knowledge  and  his  thatch- 
May  be  your  own  inimitable  hatching  : 
Pray  of  his  wifdom  can't  yon  tell  more  news  ? 
Could  not  he  make  a  fhirf,  and  cobble  (hoes, 
Knit  ftockings,  or,  ingenious,  take  up  ftitches; 
Draw  teeth,  drefs  wigs,  or  make  a  pair  of  breeches  ? 

*  Fiozzi's  Anecdote?,  pngc  51,  firft  «d'«tIoT>. 

You 
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You  prate  too  of  his  knowledge  of  the  MINT, 
As  if  the  RAMBLER  really  had  been  in't. 
Who  knows,  bnt  you  will  tell  us  (truth  forfaking) 
That  each  bad  {hilling  is  of  JOHNSON'S  making ; 
His,  each- vile  fixpence  that  the  world  hath  cheated  5 
And  his,  the  art  that  ev'ry  guinea  fweated  ? 
About  his  brewing  knowledge  you  will  prate  too, 
Who  fcarcely  knew  a  hop  from  a  potatoe  : 
And  though  of  beer  he  joy'd  in  hearty  fwigs, 
I'd  pitagainft  his  taite  my  hufband's//§-j. 

BOZZY.      . 

How  could  your  folly  tell,  fo  void  of  truth, 
That  miferable  ftory  of  the  youth, 
Who,  in  your  book,,  of  Doftor  JOHNSON  begs 
Moll  ferioufly  to  know  if  cats  laid  eggs ! 

MADAME    PIOZZI. 

Who  told  of  Miftrefs  Montague  the  lie — 
So  palpable  a  falfehood  ? — Bozzy,  fie ! 

BOZZY. 

Who,  maddening  with  an  anecdotic  itch, 
Declar'd  that  JOHNSON  call'd  his  mother  b-tcht 

MADAME     PIOZZI. 

Who,  from  McDonald's  rage  to  favehis  fnout, 
Cut  twenty  lines  of  defamation  out  ? 

BOZZY. 

Who  would  have  faid  a  wopd  about  SAM'S  wig, 
Or  told  the  ftory  of  the  peas  and  pig  ? 
Who  would  have  told  a  tale  fo  very  fiat, 
Of  FRANK  the  Black,  and  HODGE  the  mangy  cat  ? 

MADAME     PIOZZI. 

Good  me  !  you're  grown  at  once  confounded  tender  / 
Of  Doctor  JOHNSON'S  fame  a  fierce  defender  : 

i  I'm 
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I'm  fure  you've  mention'd  many  a  pretty  ftory, 
Not  much  redounding  to  the  Doctor's  glory. 
.Afoy  for  a  faint  upon  us  you  would  palm  him— - 
Firil  murder  the  poor  man,  and  then  embalm  him  ! 

BOZZY. 

Why  truly,  Madam,  JOHNSON  cannot  boajl — 
By  your  acquaintance,  he  hath  rather  loft. 
His  character  fo  mockingly  you  handle, 
You've  funk  your  comet  to  a  farthing  candle. 
Your  vanities  contriv'd  the  fage  to  hitch  in, 
And  brib'd  him  tvith  your  cellar  and  your  kitchen : 
But  lucklefs  JOHNSON  play'd  a  lofing  game; 
Though  faefand  beer  he  won,  he  loft  his  fame. 

MADAME     PIOZZI. 

One  quarter  of  your  book  had  JOHNSON  read, 
f  ift-criticifm  had  rattled  round  your  head. 
Yet  let  thy  fatire  not  too  far  purfue — 
Your  book  has  merit,  give  the  Dev'l  his  due. 
Where  Grocers  and  where  Pajiry-cooks  refide, 
Thy  book,  with  triumph,  may  indulge  its  pride  j 
Preach  to  the  patty-pans  fententious  fturf, 
And  hug  that  idol  of  the  nofe,  call'd  fnuff ; 
With  all  its  ftories  cloves  and  ginger  pleafe, 
And  pour  its  wonders  to  a  pound'  of  cheefe ! 

BOZZY.~ 

Madam,  your  irony  is  wondrous  fine  ! 
Senfe  in  each  thought,  and  wit  in  ev'ry  line  ; 
Yet,  Madam,  when  the  leaves  of  my  poor  book 
Vifit  the  Grocer,  or  the  Paftry-cook, 
Your's,  to  enjoy  of  Fame  they'*//?  reward, 
May  aid  the  trunk-maker  of  Paul's  Church- Yard  ; 
In  the  fame  alehoufes  together  us'd, 
By  the  fame  fingers  they  may  be  amus'd  ; 
The  greafy  fnuffers yonr's,  perchance,  may  wipe, 
Whilft  mincy  high  honour'd,  lights  a  toper's  pip^. 

The 
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The  praife  of  COURTENAY  *  my  book's  fame  fecures-^- 
Now,  who  the  devil,  Madam,  praifes  jour's  f 

MADAME    PIOZZI. 

Thoufands,  you  blockhead — no  one  now  can  doubt  it  j 
For  not  a  foul  in  London  is  without  it. 
The  folks  were  ready  C  A  DELL  to  devour, 
Who  fold  the  firfl  edition  in  an  hour. 
So  ! — COURTEN  AY'S  praifes  fave  you  ! — ah  !  that  'Squire 
Deals,  let  me  tell  you,  more  in  fmoke  than  fire. 

BOZZY. 

^Zounds  !  he  has  prais'd  me  in  ihefweete/?  line— 

MADAME    PIOZZI. 

Aye  !  aye  !  the  verfe  and  fubjecl  equal  fhine. 
Few  are  the  mouths  that  COURT  EN  AY'S  wit  rehearfc—     , 
Mere  cork  in  politics,  and  lead  in  verfe. 

BOZZY. 

Well,  Ma'am!  fince  all  that  JOHNSON  faid  or  wrote, 
You  hold  fo  facred,  how  have  you  forgot 
To  grant  the  wonder-hunting  world  a  reading 
Of  SAM'S  Epiftie,  juft  before  your  wedding ; 
Beginning  thus  (in  ftrains  not  form'd  to  flatter) 

"  Madam, 

"  If  that  m/yj}  ignominious  matter 
u  Be  not  concluded" — 

Farther  fhall  I  fay  ? 

JNo — we  (hall  have  it  frpmjw^y^fome  day, 
To  juftify  your  pailion  for  the  Yout&9 
With  all  the  charms  of  eloquence  and  truth. 

*  The  lively  rattle  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons — indeed  its  Momus ; 
who  fceuis  to  have  been  fe'e<ftcd  by*this  conflituents  more  for  the  purpofes 
of  iaughing  at  the  misfortunes  of  his  country,  than  healing  the  ifo.v»</j. 
He  is  the  auth^  of  a  poem  lately  puhlifhed,  that  endeavours,  totis  viribus, 
tojuwe  that  Dodor  Jobn(ya  was  -i  brute  arwcll  as  a  rKO.aJ'fi .' 

MADAME 
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MADAME    PIOZZI. 

What  was  my  marriage,  Sir,  to  you  or  him  f 
He  tell  me  what  to  do  !  —  a  pretty  whim  ! 
He,  tp  propriety  (the  Dealt)  refort  ! 
As  well  might  elephants  prefide  at  court. 
Lord  !   let  the  world  ;o  damn  my  match  agree  ; 
Good  God  !   JAMES  Bos  WELL,  what's  that  <&Q 
The  folks  who  paid  refj.;e<5ls  to  Miftrefs  THRALE, 
Fed  on  her  pork,  poor  fouls  !  and  fwill'd  her  ale, 
May  /£•&?#  at  Piozzr,  nine  in  ten  — 
Turn  up  the  nofe  of  fcorn  —  good  God  !  what  then  ? 
For  me.)  the  Dev'l  may  fetch  their  fouls  fo  great  ; 
They  keep  their  homes,  and  /,  thank  God,  my  meat. 
When  they,  poor  owls  !  Hiall  beat  their  cage,  a  jail, 
I,  unconfm'd,  mail  fpread  my  peacock  tail  ; 
Free  as  the  birds  of  air,  enjoy  my  eafe, 
Chooft-  my  own  food,  and  fee  what  climes  I  pleafe. 
/fufFer  only  —  if  I'm  in  the  wrong  : 
So,  now,  you  prating  puppy,  hold  your  tongue. 

SIR    JOHN. 

For  fhame  !  for  fhame  I  for  Heav'ns  fake  fatl  be  quiet—* 
Not  BILLINGSGATE  exhibits  fuch  a  riot. 
Behold,  for  SCANDAL,  you  have  made  a  feaft, 
And  turn'd  your  idol,  JOHNSON,  to  a  beaft  : 
'Tis  plain  that  tales  of  ghofts  are  arrant  lies, 
Or  inftantaneoufly  would  JOHNSON  rife; 
Make  you  both  eat  your  paragraphs  fo  evil, 
And  for  your  treatment  of  him,  play  the  devil. 
Juft  like  two  Mohawks  on  the  man  you  fall; 
No  murd'rer  is  worfe  ferv'd  at  SURGEONS  HALL, 
Inftead  of  adding  fplendour  to  his  name, 
Your  books  are  downright  gibbets  to  his  fame. 
Of  thofe,  your  anecdotes  —  may  I  be  curft, 
Jf  I  can  tell  you  which  of  them  is  worft.. 
You  never  with  pofterity  can  thrive  — 
'Tis  by  the  RAMBLER'S  death  alone  you  Kvt'i 

&&« 
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Like  wrens  (that  in  fome  volume  I  have  read) 

Hatch 'd  by  ftrange  fortune  in  a  horfe's  head. 

Poor  Sam  was  rather  fainting  in  his  glory. 

But  now  his  fame  lies  foully  dead  before  ye  : 

Thus  to  fome  dying  man  (a  frequent  cafe) 

Two  Doftors  come,  and  give  the  coup.de  grace. 

Zounds,  Madam  !   mind  the  duties  of  a  wife, 

And  dream  no  more  of  Do6tor  JOHNSON'S  Life; 

A  happy  knowledge  in  a  pye  or  pudding 

Will  more  delight  your  friends  than  all  your  ftudying ; 

One  cut  from  ven'fon  to  the  heart  can  fpeak 

Stronger  than  ten  quotations  from  the  Greek  ; 

One  fat  Sir  Loin  poflefies  more  fublime 

Than  all  the  airy  caftles  built  by  rhyme.  , 

One  nipperkin  of  ftlngo  with  a  toaft 

Beats  all  ftreams  the  Mufes  Fount  can  boaft ; 

Bieft,  in  one  pint  of  porter,  lo  !  my  belly  can 

Find  raptures,  not  in  all  the  floods  of  Helicon. 

Enough  thofe  anecdotes  your  pow'-rs  have  fliown  ; 

SAM'S  Life,  dear  Ma'am,  will  only  damn  your  ow«v 

For  thee,  JAMES  Bos  WELL,  may  the  hand  of  Fate 
Arreft  thy  goofe-quill,  and  confine  thy  prate  ! 
Thine  egotifms  the  world  difgufted  hears — 
Then  load  with  vanities  no  more  our  ears, 
Like  fome  lone  puppy,  yelping  all  night  long, 
That  tires  the  very  echoes  with  his  tongue. 
Yet,  fhould  it  lie  beyond  the  pow'rs  of  Fate 
To  flop  thy  pen,  and  ftill  thy  darling  prate  ; 
To  live  in  folitude,  oh !  be  thy  luck, 
A  chattering  magpie  on  the  Ifle  of  MUCK. 

Thus  fpoke  the  Judge  ;  then  leaping  from  the  chair, 
He  left,  in  confirmation  loft,  the  Fair  : 
Black  FRANK  *  he  fought  on  anecdote  to  cram, 
And  vomit  fir  ft  f  a  life  of  furly  SAM. 

*  Doftor  Johnfon's  Negro  fervanf. 

•f  The  Knight's  volume  is  reported  to   be  in  great   forvrnrdnefr,  and 
liliely  to  diftance  his  formidable  competitors. 

Shock'«l 
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Shock'd  at  the  little  manners  of  the  Knight, 
The  rivals  marv'ling  mark'd  his  fudden  flight  ; 
Then  to  their  pens  and  paper  rulh'd  the  twain. 
To  kill  the  mangled  RAMBLER  o'er  again. 


K-  B.  The  quotations  from  Mr.  Bofwcll  arc  made  from  the  fecond 
edition  of  his  Journals ;  thofe  from  Mrs.  Piozzi,,  from  the  fixft  edi* 
rioii  of  her  Aaecdotes. 
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ODE       UPON       ODE; 

OK, 

•A  PEEP    AT   ST.   JAMES'S-, 

OR, 

NEW-YEAR's  DAY; 

««, 
WHAT   YOU   WILL. 


${I<Q  me  cunque  rapit  temfejlas,  deferor  Jtofpes.          HORACB. 

Juft  as  the  maggot  bites,   I  take  my  way — 

To  Painters  now  my  court  refpeclful  pay  ; 

.Now  (ever  welcome !)  on  the  Mufe's  wings, 

Drop  in  at  Windfor,   on  the  Beft  of  Kingr.  / 

Now  at  St.  James's,  ab-->ur  Handel  pr«(C> 

Hear  Odes,  fee  Lords  and  'Squires,  and  fmilc  at  State. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


READER, 

I  THINK  it  neceflary  to  inform  thee,  if  thou  haft  not 
read  Mr.  Wharton's  Ode,  that  J  mean  not  to' fay  that 
he  hath,  TOTIDEM  VERBIS,  fungwhat  I  have  aflerted  of 
him  ;  I  therefore  beg  that  my  Ocle  may  be  confidered  as 
an  amplification  of  the  ingenious  Laureat's  idea. 


P  R  O  E  M  I  U  M. 


T£"NOW,  Reader,  that  the  LAUREATES  port  fublime 
T*"  Is  deftin'd  to  record,  in  handfome  rhyme, 

The  deeds  of  Britifli  Monarchs,  twice  a  year : 
IS  great — how  happy  is  the  tuneful  tongue ! 
If  pitiful — (as  Shakefpeare  fays)  the  fang 

"  Muft  fuckle  fools,  and  chronicle  fmalt  beer." 

But  Bards  mufl  take  the  up-hill  with  the  down  ; 

Kings  cannot  always  oracles  be  hatching :. 
Maggots  are  oft  the  tenants  of  a  crown — 

Therefore,  likethofein  cheefe,  not  worth  the  catching*. 

O  gentle  Reader  !  if,  by  God's  good'  grace, 

Or  (what's  more  fought)  good  intereft  at  Courtj 

Thou  gett'ft,  of  Lyric  Trumpeter,  the  place^ 
And  hundreds  are,  like  gudgeons,  gaping  for't ; 

Hear  !   (at  a  palace  if  thou  mean'ft  to  thrive) 

And  of  a  fteudy  coachman  learn  to  drive,, , 

Whene'er  employ 'd  to  celebrate  a  King, 

Let  FANCY  lend  thy  Mufe  her  loftieil  wing— 

Stun  with  thy  miriftrelfy  th'  affrigiited  fphere;. 
Bid  thy  voice  thunder  like  a  hundred  batteries ; 
t\>r  common  founds,  conveying  common  flatteries, 

Are  zephyrs  whifp'hng  to  the.  Royal  ear. 

Know— glutton-like,  on  praife  each  Monarch  crams  r 
Hot  fpices  fuit  alone  their  pamper'd  nature  : 

Alas  !  the  ftomach,  parch'd  by  burning  drams^ 
With, mad-dog  terror,  ftarts  at  fimple  water. 

2*  3.  fierce 
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Fierce  is  each  royal  mania  for  applaufe  ; 

And,  as  a  horfe-pond  wide,  are  Monarch  maws— 

Form'd  therefore  on  a  pretty  ample  fcale  : 
To  found  the  decent  panegyric  note, 
To  pour  the  mode/1  flatt'nes  down  their  throat, 

Were  offering  fhrimps  for  dinner  to  a  whale. 

And  mind,  whene'er  thou  ftrik'ft  the  lyre  to  Kings, 
To  touch  to  Abigails  of  Courts,  the  ftrings ; 

Give  the  Queen's  Toad-eater  a  handfome  fop, 
And  fwear  me  always  has  more  grace 
Than  ev'n  to  fell  the  meaneft  place — 

Swear  too,  the  woman  keeps  no  Title-mop  ; 
Sells  not,  like  Jews  in  Paul's  Church-yard  their  ware, 
Who  on  each  paifenger  for  cuftom  flare, 
And,  in  the  happy  tones  of  traffic,  cry, 
"  Sher  !  vat  you  buy^  Sher  t — Ma  flam  !  vat  you  buy  ? 

Thus,  Reader,  ends  the  Prologue  to  my  Ode  ! 

The  true-bred  Courtiers  wonder  whrift  I  preach — 
And,  with  grave  vizards,  and  ftretch'd  eyes  to  God, 

Pronounce  my  Sermon  a  moft  impious  fpeech  .v 
With  all  my  fpirit — let  them  damn  my  lays— - 
A  Courtier's  curfes  are  exalted  praife.. 


I  HEAR  a  ftartled  Moralift  exclaim, 
"  Fie,  PETER,  PETER!  fie  for  fhame ! 

"  Such  counfel  disagrees  with  my  digeftion."" 
Well!  well!  then,  my  old  SOCRATES,  to  pleafe  thee< 
For  much  I'm  willing  of  thy  qualms  to  eafe  thee, 

I'll  nobly  take  the  other  fide  the  quefiion. 

Par  Exemple  : 

FAIR  Praife  is  flerlrng  gold — all  mould  defire  it— 

Flatt'ry,  bafe  coin — a  cheat  upon  the  nation ; 
And  yet,  our  vanity  doth  much  admire  it, 
,  And  really  givss'it  all  its,  circulation. 
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FLATT'RY'S  a  fly  infinuating  fcrew ; 

The  World— a  bottle  of  Tokay  fo  fine— 
The  engine  always  can  its  cork  fubdue, 

And  make  an  eafy  conqueft  of  the  wine. 

FLATT'RY'S  an  ivy  wriggling  round  an  oak  ; 

This  oak  is  often  honeil  blunt  JOH-N  BULL— 
Which  ivy  would  its  great  fupporter  choak, 

Whilft  JOHN  (fo  thick  the  walls  of  his  dark  Icull) 
Deems  it  a  pretty  ornament,  and  ftruts — 
Till  Mafter  IVY  creeps  into  JOHN'S  guts,, 
And  gives  poor  thoughtlefs  JOHN  a  let  of  gripes : 
Then,  like  an  organ,  opening  all  his  pipes, 
JOHN  roars  ;  and,  when  to  a  confumption  drain'd^ 
Finds  out  the  knave  his  folly  entertained. 

PHAISE  is  a  modeft,  wnaffuming  maid, 

As  fimply  as  a  Quaker  beauty  dreft  : 
No  oftentation  her's — no  vain  parade  ; 

Sweet  nymph  !  and  of  few  words  pofTeft  • 
Yet,  heard  with  rev'rence  when  fhe  filence  breaks^ 
And  dignifies  the  man  of  whom  fhe  fpeaks. 

FLATT'RY'S  a  pert  French  Milliner — a  jade 
Cover'd  with  rouge,  and  flauritingly  array *d — 
Makes  faucy  love  to  ev'ry  man  (he  meets, 
And  offers  ev'n  her  favours  in  the  ftreets. 

And  yet,  inftead  of  heeding  public  hides, 
Divines  fo  grave— Philofophers  can  bear  her  j 
What's  ftranger  ftill,  with  childifh  rapture  hear  her; 

Nay,  court  the  {hailing  harlot's  very 
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RICH  as  Dutch  cargoes  from  the  fragrant  Eaft,, 
Or  cuftard  pudding  at  a  city  feaft, 
TOM'S  incenfe  greets  his  Sovereign's  hungry  nofe :: 
For,  bating  birth-day  torrents  from  ParnafTus, 
And  New-year's  fpring-tide  of  divine  molafles,. 
Fame  in  a  fcanty  rill  to  Windfor  flows  !: 

Poets  (quoth  tuneful  TOM),  in; ancient  times,. 
Delighted  all  the  country  with  their  rhymes ; 

Sung  Knights  and  barbed  fteeds- with  valour  big ; 
Knights  who  encounter'd;  witches — murder Jd  wizards,. 
Flogg'd  Pagans,  till  they  grumbled  in  their  gizzards;. 

Rogues  !  with  no  more  religion  than*.a  pig. 

Knights  who  illumin'd  poor  dark  fouls, 
Through  pretty  little  well-form 'd  eyelet  holes,. 
By  pious  pikes  and  godly  lances  made — 
Toots  !  that  work'd  wonders  in  the  holy  trade  ^ 
With  battle-axes  fit  to- knock  down  bulls, 

&nd  therefore  qualified  (  F  wot)  full  well,., 

With  force  the  facred  Oracles  to  tell 
Unto  the  thickeft  unbelieving  feu  Us : 

Knights,  who,  fo  famous  at  the  game  of  Tourney, 

Took  boldly  to  the  Holy  Land  a  journey,. 

To  plant,  with  fwords,  in  hearts,  the  Gofpel  feeds;; 

Juft  as  we  hole,  for  cucumbers,  hot-beds, 

Or  pierce  thebofom  of  the  fulleri  earth,. 

To  give  to  radifhes  or  onions  birth : 

Knights,  who,  when  tumbled  on  the  hoftile  field,, 
to  an  enemy  oblig'd  to  yield, 
4 
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Could  neither  leg,  nor  arm,  nor  neck,  nor  nob  flir: 
Poor  devils !  w.ho,  like  alligators  hack'd, 
At  length  by  hammers,  hatchets,  fledges,  crack'd, 

Were  dragg'd  from  coats  of  armour — like  a  lobfter. 

Great  (fays  the  Laureat)  were  the  Poet's  puffings 
On  idle  daring  red-crofs  raggamuffins, 

Who,  for  their  cliildifhiiefs,  defcrv'd  a  birch : 
Quoth  TOM,  a  worthier fubjeft  now,  thank  God! 
Infpires  the  lofty  Dealer  in  the  Ode, 

Than  blockheads  battling  for  old  Mother  Church* 

Times  (quoth  our  courtly  Bard)  are  alter'd  quite; 
The  Poet  fcorm  what  charm'd  of  yore  the  fight  j 

Goths,  Vandals,  caftles,  horfes,  mares : 
The  poliftVd  Poet  of  the  prefent  day 
Doth  in  his  tafty  fliop  difplay, 

Ah  !  vaftly  prettier-colour'd  wares. 

The  Poet  moulds  his  harp  to  manners  mild, 

Quoth  TOM— to  Monarchs,  who,  with  rapture  wild, 

Hear  their  own  praife  with  mouths  of  gaping  wonder, 

And  catch  each  crotchet  of  the  Birth-day  thunder : 

Crotchets  that  fcorn  the  praife  of  common  folly—  j 

Though  not  molt  mujical — mod  melancholy  ; 

Ah !  crotchets  doom'd  to  charm  our  ears  no  more, 

Although  by  Milter  PARSONS  fet  mfcore; 

Drear  and  eternal  iilence  doom'd  to  keep, 

Where  the  dark  waters  of  oblivion  fleep  : 

To  fpeak  in  humbler  Englifli — doom'd  to  reft, 

With  Court  addrefles,  in  a  muity  cheft. 

Yet  all  the  Lady  Amateurs  declar'd, 

They  were  the  charming  ft  things  they  ever  heard : 
As  for  example — all  the  angel  GIDEONS — 

That  is,  my  Lady,  and  her  daughters  fair, 

With  coal-black  eye-brows,  and  fweet  Hebrew  air— * 
The  lovely  produce  of  the  two  religions  : 
Thus,  in  their  virtues,  fox-hounds  beft  fucceed, 
W'hen  fportfmen  very  wifely  crofs  the  breed  ; 
And  thus  with  nobler  lultre  mines  the  fowl 
Begot  between  a  game-heii  and  an  owl.  _ 

Sir 
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Sir  Sampfon  too  declar'd,  with  voice  divine*, 
"  Datjhlnce  he  haf  turn*Chreeftian,  and  eat  hog, 

**  He  nebber  did  hear  moo/fiic  half flio  fine  ; 

"  No  !  nebberjhmce  he  lefs  de  Shinny >gogxe" 

His  Grace  of  Queenfb'rry  too,  with  eyes  though  dim, 
And  one  deaf  ear,  was  there  in  wonder  drown'd'J 

Lift'ning,  in  attitude  of  Corp'ral  Trim, 

He  rais'd  his  thin  grey  curl  to  catch  the  found  t 

Then  fwore  the  airs  would  never  meet  their  matches, 
But  in  his  own  immortal  glees  and  catches.* 
Yet  were  thofe  crotchets  all  condemn'd  to  reft 
In  the  dark  bofom  of  a  mufty  cheft ! 

Crotchets  that  form'd  into  fo  fweet  an  air, 
As  charm'd  my  Lady  Mayorefs  and  Lord  Mayor  : 
Who  thought  (and  really  they  were  true  believers) 
The  mufic  equall'd  marrow- bones  and  cleavers. 
Strains  !  that  the  Reverend  Bifhops  had  no  qualms 
In  faying,  that  they  equall'd  David's  Pfalms; 
But  not  furpafs'd  in  melody  the  bell 
Thatmournfulfoundeth  an  Archbifhop's  knell  j 
Strains  that  Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey  deem'd  divine^ 
Sweet  as  the  quavers  of  his  fatteft  fwine. 

OE'en  bluff  Lord  Brudenell's  felf  f  admir'd  theflrain^ 
In  all  the  tuneful  agonies  of  pain ; 
Who,  winking,  beat  with  duck-like  nods  the  time, 
And  call'd  the  mulic  and  the  words  fublime. 

Yes,  this  moft  lofty  Lord  admir'd  the  Ode  ; 

A  Lord  who,  too,  delights  in  Opera-dancicg ; 

Thus  fagely  both  thofe  ufeful  arts  advancing, 
Mofl  nobly  fpreading  Britain's  fame  abroad. 

*  Though  not  a  Purcdl,  his  Grace  is  allowed,"  by  many  orhii 
*nur-cal  guefts,  to  be  a  very  pretty  catch-maker* 

t  A  prodigious  Amateur  ; — without  his  Lord/kip  there  can  b?  no- 
rehcarfal. 

Sa 


much  by  dancing  is  his  Lordmip  won, 
Behind  the  Op'ra  fcenes  he  conftant  goes, 
To  kifs  the  little  finger  of  COULON,* 
To  mark  her  knees,  and  many -twinkling  toes. 

Too,  all  the  other  Lords,  with  whifpers  fwarming, 
2ry'd  bravo  !  bravo  f  charming  !  bravo  !  charming  ! 
And  Majefly  itfelf,  to  mufic  bred, 
^ronounc'd  it  "  Very,  very  good,  indeed  !" 
ndulging,  p'rhaps,  the  wry  nat'ral  dream, 
That  all  its  charms  were  owing  to  the  theme. 

Vot  but  fome  finall  degree  of  harmlefs  pleafure 
Might  in  tlie  brace  of  R-y-l  bofoms  rife, 

fo  think  they  heard  it  without  wafte  of  treafure  • 
As  fixpeiices  are  lovely,  in  their  eyes. 

ror,  not  long  fince,  I  heard  a  forward  dame 
rhus,  in  atone  of  impudence,  exclaim — 

Good  God  !  how  Kings  and  Queens  a  fong  adore  ! 

With  what  delight  they  order  an  tncorg  / 
"  When  that  fame  fong,  encor'd)  for  nothing  flows  ! 
**  This  MADAM  MARA  to  her  forrow  knows. 
"  To  Wind  for,  oft,  and  eke  to  Kew, 
"  The  R-y-l  mandate  MARA  drew. 
[  No  cheering  drop  the  dame  was  aflc'd  to  fip  ; 
"  No  bread  was  offer'd  to  her  quiv'ring  lip ; 
'*  Though  feint,  (he  was  notfuffer'd  to  fit  down: 
'*  Such  was  the  goodne/s — grandeur  of  the  Cr — n  ! 
"  Now  tell  me,  will  it  ever  be  believ'ci, 
"  How  much  for  fong  and  chaife-hire  fhe  receiv'd  ? 
"  How  much  pray,  think  ye  r" — Fifty  guineas — "  No." 
Moft  furely  forcy.'—  "  No/  no  "—Thirty.— "  Poh  ! 
"  Pray,  guefs  in  reafon — come,  again." — 

Alas  '  you  jeer  us — Twenty  at  the  lead ; 

No  man  could  ever  be  fo  great  a  b — ft 
As  not  to  give  her  twenty  for  her  pain. — 
"  To  keep  you,  then,  no  longer  in  fufpenfe, 

*'  For  MA RA'S  chaife-hire  and  unrivall'd note, 
M  Out  of  their  liMnderful  benevolence, 

w  Their  bounteous  M — ies  gave — not  a  groat.'* 

"  Aye,'1 

*  A  firft  dancer  at  the  Opera. 
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"  Aye  !"  cry'd  a  fecond  fland'rer,  with  a  frjeer, 
"  I  know  a  ftory  like  it — You  fhall  hear. — 
"  Poor  Miftrefs  SIDDONS,  fie  wasorder'd  out 
"  To  wait  too  upon  MAJESTY,  to  fpout — 
**  To  read  old  Shakefpeare's  As  you  like  it  to  'em  ; 
"  And  how  to  mind  their  flops,  and  commas,  ihevv 
"  She  read — was  told  'twas  very,  very  fine, 
"  Excepting  fiere  and  there  a  line — 

**  To  which  the  Royal  wifdom  did  object-— 
**  And  which,  in  all  the  pride  of  emendation, 
**  And  partly  cb  improve  her  reputation, 

44  His  M-j — y  thought  proper  to  correct : 
w  Then  turning  to  the  Partner  of  his  Bed, 

44  On  tiptoe  mounted  by  felf-approbation, 

'*  A  very  modeft  elevation, 
M  He  cry'd,  *  Mind,  CHARLY,  that's  the  way  to  read, 

14  The  Aclrefs  reading,  fpouting — out  of  breath, 
44  Stood  all  the  time — was  nearly  tir'd  to  death ; 
44  Whilft  their  great  M-j— ies,  in  Royal  flyle, 
44  At  perfect  eafe  were  Jilting  all  the  while. 
44  Nor  otfer'xi  to  her  was  one  drop  of  beer, 
**  Nor  wine,  nor  chocolate,  her  heart  to  cheer  : 
'  Ready  to  drop  to  earth,  ilie  muft  have  funk, 
**  But  for  a  child,  that  at  the  hardfhip  fnrunk— 
**  A  little  PRINCE,  who  mark'dher  fituatiori, 
"  Thus,  pitying,  pour'd  a  tender  exclamation: 

4  La  !  Miftrefs  SIDDONS  is  quite  faint  indeed, 
4  How  pale  !   I'm  fure  fhe  cannot  longer  read : 
4  She  fomewhat  wants,  her  fpirits  to  repair, 
4  And  would,  I'm  fure,  be  happy  in  a  chair'' 

44  What  follow'd  ?— Why,  the  R-y-1  pair  arofe 
44  Surely  enough,  one  fairly  may  fuppofe  ! 
li  And  to  a  room  adjoining  made  retreat, 
"  To  let  her,  for  one  minute,  Jital  a  feat. 


'emi 
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"  At  length-die  Aftrefs  ceas'd  to  read  and  fpout 

"  Where  generofity's  a  crying  fin  : 
44  Her  curt'fy  dropp'd — and  nodded  to — came  out — 

"  So  rich  !" — How  rich  ? — "  as  rich  as  (he  went  in." 
Such  are  the  ftories  twain  ! — Why,  grant  the  facl, 
Are  PRINCES,  pray,  like  common  folks  to  aft? 

Should  MARA  call  it  cruelty \  and  blame 

Such  R-y-1  condud,  I'd  cry,  Fie  upon  her"! 

To  Miftrefs  SIDDONS  freely  fay  the  fame- 
Sufficient  for  fuck  people  is  the  honour  ! 

E'en  I,  the  BARD,  expecl  no  gifts  from  KINOS, 
Although  I've  faid  of  them  fuch  handfome  things  ; 
Nay,  not  their  eye's  attention,  whofe  bright  ray- 
Would,  like  the  SUN,  illumine  my  poor  lay, 
And,  like  the  SUN,  ib  kind  to  procreation, 
Increafe  within  my  brain  the  maggot  nation. 
So  much  for. idle  tales. — Now,  MUSE,  thy  ftrain 
Digreffive,  turn  to  Drawing-Rooms  again. 

There  too  was  PITT,  who.fcrap'd  and  bow'd  to  groitnd, 
And  whifper'd  Majefty,  'twas  va-ftly  fine ; 

Then  wifn'd  i'uch  harmony  could  once  be  found 
Where  //«•,  each  day,  was  treated  like  a  fwine. 

By  that  arch-fiend  CHARLES  Fox,  and  his  vile  party ; 
Villains !  in  nought  but  black  rebellion  hearty  ; 
Fellows !  who  had  the  impudence  to  place 
The  f acred  fceptre  underneath  the  mace, 
And  twifted  ropes,  with  malice  difappointed, 
To  hamper  or  to  hang  the  LORD'S  ANOINTED, 

To  whom  a  certain  SAGE  fo  earneft  cry'd, 

5*  Don't  mind — don't  mind — the  rogues  their  aims 
"  have  mifs'd— 

*c  Don't  fear  your  place,  whilft  I  arnwell  fupply'd— • 
"  But  mind,  mind  poverty  of  Civil  Lift. 

VOL.  I.  A  a 
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44  Swear  that  no  K — g's  fo  poor  upon  the  globe ; 
"  Compare  me — yes,  compare  me  to  poor  JOB. 
*'  What,  what,  PITT — hse?  We  muft  have  t'other 

t;  grant — 
"  What,    what?    You  know  PITT,  that  my  old    dead 

"  AUNT* 

"  Left  not  a  fixpence,  PITT,  thefe  eyes  to  blefs, 
"  But  from  the  parifli  fav'd  that  fool  at  Hcffe. 

*'  But  mind  me — hae,  to  plague  her  heart  when  dying, 
"  I  was  a  conftant  hunter— Nim rod  ftill ; 

**  And  when  in  ftate  as  dead's  a  mack'rel  lying, 
"  I  car'd  not,  for  I  knew  the  Woman's  Will. 

"  And  three  days  after  fhe  was  dead, 

"  Which  fome  folks  thought  prodigioufly  profane, 
**  I  took  it— yes— I  took  it  in  my  head, 

"  To  order  Sir  John  Brute  at  Drury-lane : 
"  Had  flie  refpefted  me,  I  do  aver, 
"  J  fliould  have  ftay'd  at  home,  and  thought  of  her. 

«;  And  mind — keep    GEORGE    as   poor  as  a    church 

"  moufe; 

<{  Vote  not  a  halfpenny  for  Carleton  Houfe  : 
*'  This  may  appear  like  wonderful  barbarity— 
"  But  mind,  PITT  mind — he  gains  in  popularity. 

«;  I  fee  him.  o'er  his  Father  try  to  rife, 
"'  And  mount  an  eagle  to  the  Ikies; 

"  But  poverty  will  check  his  daring  flight—- 
<c  Besides,  Ihould  GEORGE  receive  a  grant, 
**  He  gets  the  golden  orbs  I  want— - 

"  Then  Civil-Lift  deficiencies,  good  night ! 

*  The  late  Pdncefs  Amelia  fent  nearly  four  hundred  thoufand  pounds 
out  of  the  kingdom;  y<  t  what  is  that  Cum  to  ten  or  iwelve  millions 
\v-hi: h  may  one  day  travel  from,  the  nation.  Thh  is  a  ferious  affair, 
and  which  ought  to  be  looked  to. 

"  And 
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**  And  hae  !  that  wicked  fon-in-law  of  BROWN,* 
**  Lofliig  all  fort  of  rev'rence  for  a  Crown, 

"  Hath  feat  me  in  a  bill  fo  dread — 
**  What's  very  ftrange  too,  PITT,  I'll  tell  ye  more, 
"  The  rafcal  came  into  my  houfe,  and  fwore 

"  'Twas  a  juft  bill,  and  that  he  muft  be  paid  ; 
*  Yes,  that  he  would,  he  fwore — (how  faucy!  PITT)-* 
i;  Or  fend  a  lawyer  to  me  with  a  wff. 

"  Down  fent  I  RAMUS  to  him  o'er  and  o'er, 
44  To  fay  that  BROWN  had  had  enough — 

"  And  bid  him  to  the  Palace  come  no  more 
"  To  pefter  Majefty  with  bills  and  fluff. 

"  What,  PITT,  pray  don't  you  think  I'm  right — quite 

"  right?" 

On  which  the  Premier,  with  a  fault'rlng  bow, 
Star'd  in  the  face  by  TRUTH — looking  I  don't  know 
how, 

Henfd  out  a  faint  a(Tent — Heav'ns,  how  polite  ! 
How  pretty  'twas  in  PITT,  what  great  good  fenfe, 
Not  to  give  Majefty  the  lead  offence  ! 
Whereas,  the  CHANCELLOR,  had  he.  been  there, 
Whofe  tutor,  one  would  think,  had  been  a  bear, 
Thinking  a  Briton  to  no  forms  confin'd, 
But  born  with  privilege  to  fpeak  his  mind, 
Had  anfwer'd'with  a  thund'ring  tongue, 
*;  I  think  your  Majefty  d-mn-tion  wrong :— - 
"I  know  no  moral  or  prefcriptive  right 
*'  In  Kings  to  ***  a'fubjeA  of  a  mite  : 

"  Give  him  his  juft  demand — it  is  but  fit— 
"  Such  littlenefles  look  extremely  odd — 
"  Before  me  fliould  the  matter  come,  by  G-d 

"  Your  Majefty  will  cnrfedly  be  bit ; — 
"  Kings  by  a  fenfe  of  honour  fliould  be  fway'd — 
«  Holland  mujl,  will,  by  G-d  he  Jhall>  be  paid." 

*  Mr.  Holland,  the  nrchite&,  wh'o  married  a  daughter  of  the  late 
Capability  Brown,  and  who  hath  fevcral  times  impertinently  troubled 
the  Palace  with  a  bill  of  two  thousand  pounds,  due  for  work  done 
by  his  father-in-law  in  the  Royal  gardens. 

A  a  2  Lord 
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Lord  ROCHFORD,  too,  the  gentle  youth  I  was  there, 
Whofe  fweet  falfetto  voice  is  often  fported 

In  glees  and  catches  ;•  fo  that  all  who  hear,  / 
Believe  a  pretty  femi-vir  imported. 

Anxious  to  pleafe  the  royal  pair, 

Lord  SALISBURY  prais'd  the  words  and  air; 

My  Lord— who  boafts  a  pretty  tuneful  palate, 
Who  kindly  teaches  cobblers  how  to  fmg, 
Inftructs  his  butler,  baker,  on  the  firing, 

And  with  Apollo's  laurel  crowns  his  valet.* 

"  A  cobbler,  baker,  chang'd  to  a  mufician, 

"  Butlers,  and  lick-trenchers!"  my  reader  roars 5 

**  The  facred  art  is  in  a  fweet  condition — 
*'  A  pretty  way  of  rubbing  out  old  fcores ! 

'*  God  blefs  his  generofity  and  purfe  : 

"  Soon  probably  his  grandmother,  or  nurfe, 

"  May  to  the  happy  band  unite  their  notes— 
"  Perchance,  the  lift  refpectable  to  grace,    < 
*'  His  Lordfhip's  fav'rite  horfe  may  fhew  his  face, 

i{  And  earn,  as  chorus  finger,  all  his  oats." 

There  too,  that  clofe  attendant  on  the  KING, 
Sir  CHARLES,  f  the  active,  elegant,  andfupple, 

Join'd  with  the  happy  Beings  of  the  ring, 

And  bow'd,  and  fcrap'd  before  the  fceptred  couple* 

Pour'd  high  encomium  on  the  birth-day  din, 

•And  won  the  meed  of  many  a  royal  grin. 

Sir  CHARLES  !  the  moft  polite,  devoted  man, 
Form'd  perfectly  upon  the  Courtier  plan, 
Watches  each  motion  of  the  royal  lips, 
And  round  his  Majefty  fo  lively  fkips : 

*  His  Lordlhip  made  fome  fad  appointments  to  his  Majelly's 
tand — ignorant,  unmufical  rogues,  who  receive  the  {alary,  and  thrum 
by  proxy  :  however,  he  hath  behaved  bcttr  lately,  and  made  atonement, 
by  giving  Shield,  Dance,  Blake,  Parke,  and  Hackwood,  to  the  band. 

f  Sir  Charles  Thompfon. 

Keen 
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Keen  as  a  hawk,  obferves  his  Sovereign's  eye, 
Explores  its  wants,  and  dwells  upon  its  ftare, 

As  if  he  really  was  to  live  or  die 

According  to  th'  appearance  of  the  glare  : 

Hops,  dances,  of  true  con  rtlinefs  the  type, 

Juft  like  a  pea  on  a  tobacco-pipe. 

Oft  will  his  facred  M  -  y  look  down, 
With  afpeft  confcious  of  a  glorious  Crown  •; 
Look  down  with  furly  grandeur  on  the  Knight, 
As  if  fuch  fervile  homage  was  his  right  ; 
And,  by  a  Jlare,  inform  the  fearful  thing, 
The  difference  'twixt  a  fubjecl  and  a  King,. 

Thus  when  a  little  fearful  puppy  meets 
A  noble  Newfoundland  dog  in  the  itreets, 

He  creeps,  and  whines,  and  licks  the  lofty  brute  j 
Curls  round  him,  falls  upon  his  back,  and  thea 
.s  up  and  gambols  —  frifks  it  back  agen, 

.Mul  crawls  in  dread  fubmiffion  to  his  foot  ; 
Looks  up,  and  hugs  his  neck,  and  feems  t'intreat  him', 
With  ev'ry  mark  of  terror,  not  to  eat  him. 

The  Newfoundland  dog,  confcious  of  his  might,. 

Cocks  high  his  tail  and  ears,  his  ftate  to  faow  ; 
Then  lifts  his  leg  (a  little  impolite) 

And  almoft  drowns  the  fuppiicant  below  ; 

Then  feems,  in  full-blown  majefty,  to  fay, 

*'  Great  is  my  power  —  but,  lo  !  I'll  not  abufe  it; 

*'  I'm  CAESAR  !  paltry  creature,  go  thy  way  ; 
"  But  mind,  I  can  devour  thee,  if  I  chuie  it." 


Sir  CJTARLES  at  theatres  oft  fhows  his 
Skips  from  his  Majefty  behind  the  fcene, 

To  majce  a  famous  a^refs  bleft,  by  faying, 
How  pleas'd  the  Monarch  is  —  how  oft  he'clapp'3, 
How  oft  the  Queen  her  fan  fo  gracious  tapp'd, 

In  approbation  of  her  charming  playing  .1 


Aa  3  Then 
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Then  will  the  Knight,  with  motions  all  fo  quick, 
Rufh  back  again,  o'erjoy'd,  through  thin  and  thick, 

And  to  their  Sacred  Majefties  repair, 
Loaded  with  curtfies,  fpeeches,  thanks,  fine  things  I 
Proud  as  fome  old  dame's  nag  with  queens  and  kings 

Of  gingerbread,  to  grace  a  country  fair. 

Then  will  Sir  CHARLES  race  back,  with  bokl  career, 
With  fomething  neiu  the  Royal  mouths  fhall  utter, 

Sweet  to  the  Aftrefs's  aftonifh'd  ear, 

As  fugar-plums  to  brats—or  bread  and  butter  j 

Then  back  to  Majefty  Sir  CHARLES  will  fly 

With  the  great  Aclreis's  fublime  reply  ; 

As  for  example — ^  Dear  Sir  CHARLES,  dear  friend, 

"  Pray  thank  their  Majefties'  extreme  good  nature> 
**  Who  in  their  goodneffes  can  condefcend 

"  To  honour  thus  their  poor  devoted  creature  : 
ft  Whofe  patronage  gives  glory  to  a  name; 
"  Whofe  (miles  alone  confer  immortal  fame. — 
**  I  beg,  Sir  CHARLES,  you'll  fay  the  kumbleft  things- 
**  Commend  me  to  the  bed  of  Queens  and  Kings.. 

Back  with  the  meflages  Sir  CHARLES  will  run^ 
And  with  them  charm  of  Majefty  the  Sun, 
And  bid  him,  like  his  brother  in  the  Ikies, 
Dart  fmiling  radiance  from  his  mouth  and  eyes  f 
Thrice  happy  Knight !  all  parties  form'd  to  pleafe  ! 
Bieft  porter  of  fuch  melTages  as  thefe ! 

Thus  midft  the  battle's  rage,  like  lightning,  fcours 
An  Aide-de-camp,  his  General's  orders  carrying ;, 

Bravely  he  gallops  through  the  bullet  Ihow'rs, 
But  fcarce  a  fingle  minute  tarrying ; 

Then  to  the  General  back  with  anfvver  comes, 

the  deep  thunder  of  great  guas  and  drums ; 


Now 
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Now  forth  again  with  more  command  he  fallies, 
Then  back,  then  forth  again  behold  him  hurry ; 

To  this  which  runs  away,  to  that  which  rallies, 
All  buftle,  uproar  wild,  and  hurry  fcurry  ! 

Yet  was  there  one  who  much  the  day  decry 'd— 
Old  Lady  MARY  DUNCAN   (fays  report) 

41  What,  no  dear,  dear  Caftrato  here!"  fhe  figh'd; 
"  Why  then,  p-x  take  the  roarings  and  the  Court ; 

"  Then  Lord  have  mercy  on  my  tortur'd  ears, 

"  And  fliield  me  from  the  fhouts  of  fuch  He  Bears. 

"  Are  fuch  the  pretty  notes  to  pleafe? 

"  Then  may  I  never  more  hear  founds  likethefe  ! 

"  In  days  of  yore  they  might  have  had  their^  merity. 
"  Amongft  the  rams- horns  to  have  borne  a  bob 
u  That  did  at  Jericho  the  wond'rous  job — 

"  Knock'd  down  the  wall  with  fo  much  fpirit.. 

The  founds  may  anfwer  to  play  tricks 
"  Amongtt  a  pack  of  drunken  afles; 
.**  To  break,  as  if  it  were  with  flicks, 
"  The  bones  of  bottles  and  poor  glafles.. 

"  Where,  where  is  Pacchierotti's  heart-felt  ftrain  ? 

"  Where  Rubinelli's  Jojtenuto  note  ? 

That  tickled  oft  my  fighingfoul  to  pain  ? 

"  That  bade  my  fenfes  in  Elyfium.  float  ? 
**  Avaunt !  you  vile  black-bearded  rogues — avail nt  \. 

'Tis  fmoother  chins,  and  fweeter  tones,  /  want. 

"  My  Lord  of  EXETER  was  alfo  there, 
Who,  marvTing,  cock'd  his  time- difcerning  ear 

To  Arains  that  did  fuch  honour  to  a  Throne  :. 
There  UXBRIDGE  taught  the  audicaice  how  to  think,. 
With  much  fignificant  and  knowing  wink, 

And  fpeeches  clad  in  Wifdom's  critic  tone ; 
Who  look'd  muficians  through  with  half-fhut  eyes;. 
Moftfolemn,  moll  chromatically  wife! 

SAIIDWICB, 
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SANDWICH,  the  glory  of  each  jovial  meeting, 
This  fiddler  now — now  //;#/,  To  kindly  greeting, 

Appear'd,  and  0  rewdly  pov,rrd  his  /ia/is  and  hums  f 
Great  in  tattoo,  my. Lord,  and  crofs -hand  roll ; 
Great  m  the  dead -march  ftroke  fublime  of  Saul, 

He  beats  Old  Afsbridge  *  on  the  kettle-drums. 

What  pity,  to  our  military  hoft, 

That  fuch  a  "charming  drummer  fliould  be  loft  I 

And  feel  through  life  his  glories  overcaft, 
And  that  dull  Board, f  where,  never  could  he  learny    . 
Of  (hips,  the  difference  between  ft  em  and  ftern, 

Hen-coops  and  boats,  the  rud'der  and  the  mail. 

Say — 'midft  the  tuneful  tribe  was  EDMUND  BURKE  ? 
No  !  MUN  was  cutting  out  for  HASTINGS,  work  ; 

Writing  to  Coufm  WILL:};  and  Co.  to  league  'ein 
Again  ft  that  rogue,  who  like  a  ruffian  rofe, 
And  tweak'd  a  bulfe  of  jewels  from  the  nofe 

Of  Dames  in  India,  chriften'd  Munny  Begum. 
EDMUND  !   who  formerly  look 'd  fierce  as  Grimbaki 
On  that  moft  horrid  imp,  Sir  Thomas  Rumbold  ; 

Vow'd,  like  a  (heep,  to  flay  that  Eaftern  thief ; 
Till  ftrange  good  fortune  open'd  EDMUND'S  eyes  t 
Oh  !  then  he  heard  of  Innocence  the  cries, 

And,  like'- Jew  converts,  damn'd  his  old  belief,. 
Yet,  let  fome  rjraife  for  MUN'S  converfion  pafs 
To  that  great  wonder-worker,  Saint  Dunda,s. 

EDMUND!  who  battled  hard  for  POWELL'S  life, 
And  fwore  no  man,  in  virtue,,  e'er  went  further  t 

To  prove  which  oath,  this  POWELL  took  a  knife, 
And  made  the  world  believe  it,  by  felf-nmrther. 

Reader,  fuppofe  I  give  thee  a  fmall  Ode, 

Made  when  vile  TIP  POO  SAIB  in  triumph  rode,, 

*  A  kettle  drummer  of  great  celebrity. 

f  The  Admiralty.  J  la  India. 

And 
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And  play'd  the  devil  on  our  Indian  Borders, 
Jn  perfon,  or  by  vile  Satanic  orders  : 

When  Edmund  Burke,  fo  famous  for  fine  fpeeches, 

From  trope  to  trope,  a  downright  rabbit,  ikipping 
Meant,  fchool- boy  like,  to  take  down  HASTINGS  breeches^ 
And  give  the  noble  Gov  EKNOR  a  whipping  ? 

If  rightly,  Reader,  I  translate  thy  phiz, 
Thou  fmil'fl  confent — I  thank  tliee — here  it  is. 

But  mark  my  cleanlinefs  ere  I  begin  : 

Know,  I've  not  caught  the  Itch  of  party  fin  ; 

To  PITT,  or  Fox,  I  never  did  belong; 

TKUTH,  TRUTH  I  feek — fo  help  me  GOD  OF  SO-NG  \ 

P'rhaps  to  a  Heathen  oath  thou  may 'ft  Jemur  f 
Well  then— Snfpicion  that  I  mayn't  incur, 

But,  like  a  Cftriftian,  fvvear  /  do  not  jkam-~ 
By  all  the  angels  of  yon  lofty  Iky, 
Where  burning  feraphims  and  cherubs  cry, 

I'm  of  no  party — curfe  me  if  I  am  ! 

By  all  thofe  wonder-mongers  faints  and  martyrs, 
Cut  for  the  love  of  God  in  halves  and  quarters ; 

By  each  black  foul  in  purgatory  frying ; 
By  all  thofe  whiter  fouls,  though  we  can't  fee  'em, 
Singing  their  A-ve-Mary  and   Te  Deum 

On  yon  bright  cloud — I  fwear  I  am  not  lying. 

No  !  free  as  air  the  Mufe  fliall  fpread  her  wing, 
Of  whom,  and  when,  and  what  Ihe  pleafes,  nng; 
Though  Privy -Councils,*  jealous  of  her  note> 
Prefcrib'd,  of  late,  a  halter  for  her  throat. 

Let  folly  fpring — my  eagle,  falcon,  kite, 
Hawk — fatire — what  you  will — fliall  mark  her  flight; 
Through  huts  or  palaces  ('tis  juflthe  fame), 
With  equal  rage,  purfue  the  panting  game ; 

*  This  is  3.  piece  of  fcciet  hiltory. 

And 
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And  lay  (by  princes,  or  by  peafants,  bred) 
Low  at  the  OWNER'S  feet,  'the  CUCKOO,  dead. 


ODE    TO     EDMUND. 

MUCH  edified  am  I  by  EDMUND  BURKE  ! 

Well-pleas'd  I  fee  his  mill-like  mouth  at  work, 
Grinding  away  for  poor  Old  England's  good  : 

He  give,s  of  elocution  fuch  a  feiift  ! 

He  tells  of  fuch  dread  doings  in  the  Eaft  ! 
And  fighs,  as  'twere  for  his  own  flefti  and  blood. 


Clout,  Lack,   Omra,   Dujluck,  Na&ot>,  Bunder^ 
Crore,  Choultry,  Begum,  leave  his  lips  in  thunder. 
With  matchlefs  pathos,  Mun  defcribes  the  gag 

Ernploy'd  by  thatdamn'd  fon  of  HYDER   NAIG, 
Nam'd  TIPPO'O  —  Gags!  that  Britim  mouths  deteft! 

Occafion'd  partly  by  that  man  fo  fad, 

That  HASTINGS!  —  oh!  deferving  all  that's  bad— 
That  villain,  murd'rer,  tyrant,  dog,  wild  beafl  ! 

Poor  EDMUND  fees  poor  Britain's  fetting  fun  ; 
Poor  EDMUND  ^razwj  —  and  Britain  is  undone! 

Reader  !  thou  haft,  I  do  prefume, 

(God  knows  though)  been  in  a  fnug  room, 
By  coals  or  wood  made  comfortably  warm  ; 

And  often  fancy  'd  that  a  ftorm  without 

Hath  made  a  diabolic  rout  — 
Sunk  {hips  —  tore  trees  up  —  done  a  world  of  harm. 

Yes  !  thou  haft  lifted  up  thy  tearful  eyes, 

Fancying  thou  heardft  of  manners  the  cries  ; 

And  figh'd,  "  How  wretched  now  muft  thoufands  be! 

"  Oh  !  how  I  pity  the  poor  fouls  at  fea!" 

When,  lo  !  this  dreadful  tempeft,  and  his  roar, 

A  zefifyr  —  in.  the  key-hole  of  the  door  ! 
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Now,  ma^  not  EDMUND'S  bowlings  be  a  figh  ' 

Prefling  through  EDMUND'S  lungs  for  loaves  and  fifties, 

On  which  he  long  hath  look'd  with  longing  eye, 
To  fill  poor  EDMUND'S  not  o'er-burthen'd  difhes? 

Give  MUN  a  fop — forgot  will  be  complaint; 
BRITAIN  be  fafe,  and  HASTINGS  prove  a  Saint. 


NOW  for  the  Drawing-room — O  Mufe,  fo  madding, 
Delighted  in  digreflion  to  be  gadding. 

Hampden  and  Fortefcue  (brave  names !)  attended— 
The  loft  in  Catches  wonderfully  mended. 
The  lovely  Lady  Clarges  too  was  there, 

To  all  the  graces  as  to  mufic  born ; 
Whofe  notes  fo  fweetiy  melting  foothe  "the  ear ! 

Soft  as  the  robin's  to  the  blufh  of  morn  ! 

There  to  the  rare  Viol-di-Garnla  Pratt, 
Whofe  fingers  fair  the  firings  fo  nicely  pat, 
And  bow  that  brings  out  founds  unknown  at  Babel— 
Though  not  fo  fweet  as  thofe  of  Mifter  Abel. 
Dear  Maid  !  the  daughter  of  that  Prince  of  Pratt?, 
Who  mufic  com  as  well  as  law ;  and  fwears 
The  girl  {ha.\\Jcru6  no  foul  but  Handel's  ears, 
To  whom  he  thinks  our  great  compofers,  cats : 

Id  eft,  Sacchini,  Haydn,  Bach,  and  Gluck, 
And  twenty  more,  who  never  had  the  luck 

To  pleafe  the  nicer  ears  of  fomc  crown*  d  FOLK  ; 
Ears  that,  like  other  people's  though  they  grow, 
Poor  creatures !  really  want  the  fenfe  to  know 

Pfalm  tunes  fo  mournful  from  the  old  Black  Joke. 

That  mufty  mufic-hunter  too — Muf.  D. 
Much-travei'd  Burney,  came  to  hear  and  fee  ; 
HE,  in  his  tour,  who  found  fuch  great  protectors— 
Kings,  Queens,  Dukes,  Margraves,  Margravines,  Eleftors, 

Who 
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Who  afk'd  the  Doctor  many  a  gracious  queftidiy 
And  treated  him  with  marv'ious  hofpitality ; 

4GueiIing  he  had  as  clever  a  digeition 

For  meat  and  drink,  as  muiic  of  rare  quality. 

Not  with  much  glee  the  Doftor  heard  the  Ode, 
But  turn'd  his  difappointed  eyes  to  GOD  ; 

And  wifh'd  it  his  own  fetting,  with  a  flgh ; 
For,  ere  to  Sai'ibury's  houfe  the  Doctor  came, 
To  get,  as  ODE-SETTER,  enroli'd  his  name, 

Behold  !   behold  the  wedding  ivas  gone  by* 

Ah !  how  unlucky  that  the  prize  was  loft  ! 

Parfons,  who,  daring,  dam'd  thro'  thick  and  thiiir— • 
Eclipfe  the  fecond  ':•— got  like  lightning  /«, 

When  Burney  juft  had  reach'd  the  diftant  pft. 

Yet,  gentle  Mufe,  let  candour  -tin s  allow, 
Th;  t,  thoug!)  his  heart  was  mortified  enow, 
The  Dcclor  did  his  rival's  art  admire, 
And  own'd  his  maiden  crotchets  full  of,  fire ; 
Crotchets!  though fweet,  alas!  condemn'd  to  lie, 
Like  Royal  virtues,  hid  from  mortal  eye ! 

Crotchets  that  fongful  Mifter  Parfons  tries 
To  Tom's  big  phral'e,  to  make  fublimer  cries  ; 

Thrice  happy  union  to  entrance  the  foul  ! 
How  like  the  notes  of  cats,  a  vocal  pair, 
By  boys  (to. catch  their  wild  and  mingled  air) 

Ty''d  tail  to  tail,  and  thrown  acrois  a  pole  ! 

But  where  was  great  Sir  \Votkyn  all  this  time? 
Why  heard  he  not  the  air  and  iofry  rhyme  •> 

^he  ileek  WeKh  Deity,  who  mufic  knows; 
T,he  ALEXANDER  of  the  Tot'n'am  *  troops, 
Who,  tutor'd  by  his  dampings,  nods,  grunts,  whoops, 

Do  wond'rous  execution  with  their  bows  ? 

*  Sir  Watkyn  is  a  Member  of  the  Ancient  Mufic  Concert  in  Tot 
tenham-Street,  and  much  attended  to,  both  for  his  art  and  fcicnce. 

'  Sir 
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Sir  Watkyn,  deep  in  difmal  dudgeon  gone, 
Far  in  his  Cambrian  villa  f  fat  alone ; 
To  Miflrefs  Walfmgham  J  he  fcrubb'd  his  bafe, 
Whilll  anger  fwell'd  the  volume  of  his  face, 
Flaming,  like  funs  of  London  in  a  fog ; 

Of  Miflrefs  Walfingham  he  fung  with  ire ; 

His  eyes  as  red  as  ferret's  eyes,  with  fire ; 
His  mighty  foul  for  vengeance  all  agog. 

ACHILLES  thus,  affronted  to  the  beard, 
His  fledge-like  fift  o'er  Agamemnon  rear'd, 

And  down  his  throat  would  fain  his  words  have  ramm'd ; 
Who,  after  oaths  (a  pretty  decent  volley,) 
And  rating  the  long  Monarch  for  his  folly, 

Infarm'd  the  King  of  Men  he  might  be  d-mn'd ; 
Then  to  his  tent  majejtic  ftrode,  to  ilrum 
And  fcrape  his  anger  out  on  tweedle-dum. 

Yet  Miftrefs  Walfingham  the  Ode  attended  ; 
From  'Squire  Apollo  lineally  defcended — 
A  dame  who  dances,  paints,  and  plays,  and  fings; 
The  Saint  Cecilia — Queen  of  wind  and  firings! 
Though  fcarcely  bigger  than  a  cat — a  dame, 
'Mid ft  the  Bas  Bleus,  a  giant  as  to  fame. 

When  fiddle,  hautboy,  clarinet,  brxffoon, 

On  Sunday  (deem'd  by  «j  good  Chriftians,  odd) 
Unite  their  clang,  and  pour  their  merry  tune 

In  jiggifti  gratitude  to  GOD  ; 
Lo  !   if  a  witlefs  Member  mould  defire, 

Iriftead  of  Handel,  ftrains  perchance  of  Haydnf 
A  fierce  SE  MIR  A  MIS  fhe  flames  with  fire — 

This  Amazonian,  crotchet- loving  maiden  ! 
She  looks  at  him  with  fuch  a  pair  of  eyes1. 

Reader,  by  way  of  yJ/?///<?-digrellion, 
Which  to  my  /ubjecT:  happily  applies— 

Didft  ever  fee  Grimalkin  in  a  paflion, 

f  Wynneftay. 

+  The  qmrrcl  between  the  Knight  and  t*  e  L.^dy  was  a  wonc'erf,il 
*ne — Tuntefne  ani'mit  (oeLjlibus  irce  ? 

VOL.  I.  B  b  Lifting 
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Lifting  her  back,  and  ears,  and  tail,  and  hair; 
Giving  her  two  expreffive  gogglers, 
(Not  in  the  fweet  and  tender  ilyle  of  oglers) 

A  fierce,  broad,  wild,  fix'd,  furious,  threat'ning  flare? 

;If  fo— -thou  may 'ft  fome  faint  idea  have 

Of  this  great  Lady  at  her  tuneful  club— 
Who  very  often  hath  been  heard  to  rave, 
And.with  much  eloquence  the  Members  fnub. 

Some  people  by  their  fouls  will  fwear, 
That  if  Muficians  mifs  but  half  a  bar, 

Juft  like  an  Irishman  fhe  ftarts  to  bother  ; 
And,  in  the  violence  of  quaver-madnefs, 
Where  nought  mould  reign  but  harmony  and  gladmfs, 

She  knocks  one  tuneful  head  again  ft  another; 
Then  fcreams  in  fuch  chromatic  tones 
Upon  ApolJo's  poor  affrighted  fons, 
Whole  trembling  tongues,  when  her's  begin  to  found, 
.Are,  in  the  dire  vociferation,  drowii'd! 

Thus  when  old  Oxford's  bell,  baptiz'd  Great 

Shakes  all  the  city  with  his  iron  tongue, 
The  little  tinklers  might  as  well  be  dumb 

As  a/k  attention  to  their  puny  fong, 
So  much  the  Lilliputians  are  o'ercome, 

By;  the  deep  thunder  of  the  Mighty  Tom. 

Handel,  as  fam'd  for  manners  as  a  pig, 
Enrag'cj,  ;upon  a  time  puli'd  off  his  wig, 
And  flung  it  plump  in  poor  Cuzzoni's  face, 
Becaufe  the  little.  Syren  mifs'd  a.  grace : 
Mufieians,  therefore,  fliould  beware ; 

Or;  in -the  face,  of  fome  unlucky  chap, 
Although  fbe  cannot  fling  a  load  of  hair, 

She  probably  may  dart  her  cap. 

Qft  when  «  youth  to  fome  fweet  blufhing  maid 

Hath  flily  whifper'd  amatory  things, 
And,  more  by  paffion  than  by  mufic  fway'd, 
e  on  the  tuneful  dialogue  of  ilrings ; 
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Rous'd  like  a  tigrefs  from  a  fav'rite  feaft, 
Up  hath  the  valiant  Gentlewoman  fprung, 
With  lightning  look,  and  thundering  tongue, 

Ready  with  out-ltretch'd  neck  to  eat  the  beaft 
That  boldly  dar'd — fo  blafphemoufly  raili— » 

Mix  with  the  air  divine  his  love-fick  traftr. 

Reader,  attend  her— fhe  will  fo  enrich  ye 

With  mufic  knowledges  of  every  kind. 
From  that  poor  nothing- monger,  old  Quilici, 

To  Handel's  lofty  and  capacious  mind ; 
Run  wild  divifions  on  the  various  merit 
Of  this  and  that  compofer's  fpirit — 

On  CLUCK'S  fublimities  be  all  fo  chatty; 
Talk  of  the  ferto- comic  of  Piccini, 
Compare  the  elegance  of  fweet  Sacchini, 

And  iron  melodies  of  old  Scarlatti ! 

But  not  one  word  oil  Britifh  worth,  I  ween ; 
Their  very  mention  gives  the  Dame  the  fpieen  :• 
-  'Twere  e'en  difgrace  to  tell  their  mawkifh  names ; 
Mere  cart-horfes— poor  uninvenrive  fools, 
Who  neither  mufic  make,  nor  know  its  rules ;   . 
Whofe  works  fhould  only  come  to  light  in  flames. 

To  depths  of  mufic  doth  this  Dame  pretend, 
Nought  can  her  fcience  well  tranfcend,— 

If  you  the  Lady's  own  opinion  afk; 
And  when  (lie  talks  of  mufical  enditers, 
She  fhews  a  vaft  acquaintance  with  all  writers, 

And  takes  them  critically  all  to  talk. 

Dear  Gentlewoman  !  who,  fo  great,  fo  chafte, 
So  foreign  in  her  tweedle-dummijli  tafle. 
Faints  at  the  name  of  that  enchanting  fellow, 
The  melting  Amorofo,  Paifiello  ! 

With  notes  on  Tarchi,  Sard,  will  o'erwhelm  ye ; 
Giordani,  fweeter  than  the  Hybla  honey ; 
Anfofli,  Cimerofa,  Bach,  Bertoni, 

Rauzzini,  Abel,  Pleyel,  Guglielmi ! 

B  b  a  Caa 
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Can  tell  you,  that  th'  Italian  fchool  is  airy, 
Exprefiive,  elegant,  light  as  a  fairy  ; 
The  German,  heavy,  deep,  fcholaflic  ; 

The  French,  moil  miferably  whining,  moaning, 
Oft  like  poor  devils  in  the  colic  groaning, 
Noify  and  groaning,  hideous,  Hudibraflic. 

The'  female  vifitors  around  her  gaze, 

With  wond'ring  eyes,  and  mouths  of  wide  amaze, 

To  hear  her  pompoufly  demand  the  key 

Of  ev'ry  piece  muficians  play  ; 

Aflonifli'd  fee  this  Petticoat-  Apollo, 

With  flamping  foot,  and  beck'ning  hands 
^Vnd  head,  time-nodding,  iflue  high  commands, 
Beating  the  Tot'n'am-road  Director  *  hollow. 

Yes—  they  behold,  amaz'd,  this  tuneful  whale, 
And  catch  each  crotchet  of  her  rich  difcourfe, 
XJtter'd  with  claflic  elegance  and  force, 

On  Diatonic  and  Chromatic  fcale  : 
Then  flare  to  fee  the  Lady  wifely  pore 
On  fcientific  zig-zag  fcore. 

Reader,  at  this  great  Lady's  Sunday  meeting, 
'Midfl  tuning  inftruments,  each  other  greeting, 

Screaming  as  if  they  had  not  met  for  years, 
So  joyous,  and  fo  great  their  clatter  !  —  fay, 
Didfl  ever  fee  this  Lady  ilriking  A 

Upon  her  harp  fi  chord,  with  bending  ears  ? 
With  open  mouth,  and  (tare  profound, 

Attention  naiPd,  and  head  awry, 

Watching  each  atom  of  the  tuneful  cry, 
Till  Alzmire  uriifon    oes  round? 


Didft  ever  her  hands  outflretch'd  like  wings, 
Towards  the  Band,  though  led  by  CRAMER, 

Wide  fwimming  for  pianos  on  the  firings  — 

Now  fudden  rais'd,  like  Mifler  Chriftie's  hammer, 


*  Joah  Bate,  Efquire. 

Td 
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To  bid  the/orte  *  roar  in  fudden  thunder, 
And  fill  the  gaping  multitude  with  wonder  ? 
Thou  never  didft  ? — then,  friend,  without  a  hum, 
I  envy  thee  a  happinefs  to  come ! 

"  He  moulds  his  harp,"  quoth  TOM,  "  to  manners  mild;" 
To  Kings,  for  babe- like  manners  ./£%/>/<?  ftyl'd, 

And  gracM  with  virtues  that  would  fill  a  tun; 
To  him  the  Poet  humbly  makes  a  leg, 
Who,  goofe-like,  brooding  o'er  the  fav'rite  egg 

Of  Genius,  gives  the  Phoenix  to  the  fun. 

To  him,  who  for  fuch  eggs  is  always  watching, 
And  never  more  delighted  than  when  hatching  j 
Which  makes  the  number  offer'd  to  the  fun, 
So  vaft ! — why,  verily  as  thick  as  peas, 
That  people  may  collect,  with  equal  eafe, 
A  thoufand  noble  inflances,  as  one. 

What  numbers,  WISDOM  to  his  care  hath  giv'n ! 

All  hatch'd — fome  living — others  gone  to  Heav'a : 
Thus  in  the  pinnick's  f  neft  the  cuckoo  lays, 

Then,  eafy  as  a  Frenchman,  takes  her  flight : 
Due  homage  to  the  eggs  the  pinnick  pays, 

And  brings  the  little  lubbers  into  light. 

The  modern  poet  fings,  quoth  TOM  again, 
Of  M chs,  who,  with  economic  fury, 

Force  all  the  tuneful  world  to  Tot'n'am-lane, 
And  lock  up  all  the  doors  of  harmlefs  Drury.* 

*  Motions  eftablifhed  by  the  Cognofcenti  for  ihcwing  the  light  and 
(hade  of  mufic. 

f  A  bird  Co  called  in  fome  countries,  that  attends  the  wife  bird, 
and  feeds  him. 

£  The  Oratorios  were  to  have  been  performed  at  Drury-lane,  this 
year,  under  the  conduct  of  Mr.  Linley  and  Dr.  Arnold.  The  Mara 
vas  to  have  exhibited  her  Tocalitits,  This  would  have  been  adenth- 
ftroke  to  the  pigmy  performance  in  Tottenham-court  Road.  Ho\v 
ihould  the  pigmy  be  faved  ?  By  killing  the  giant :  and  lo  !  his  death- 
warrant  hath  been  figned. — By  what  power  of  the  conftitutioii  ?  None  ? 
—Can  the  Grand  Monarjuc  do  more  ?  ^Ic^uid  dtlirant  Rtges,  flec- 
luniur  Achivi. 

Bb3  Say, 
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Say,  why  this  curfe  on  Drury's  harmlefs  door, 
That  thus,  in  anger,  M  -  Y  fhould  lock  it  ? 

Mufe,  are  the  Tot'n'am-ftreet  fubfcribers  poor? 

Will  Drury  keep  fonie  pence  from  Tot'n'am's  pocket  ? 

Doth  threat'ning  bankruptcy  extend  a  gloom 

O'er  the  proud  walls  of  Tot'n'am's  regal  room  ? 

Perchance  'tis  Mara's  fong  that  gives  offence  ? 

Hinc  illte  lachrymts  !  —  I  fear  : 
The  fong  that  once  could  charm  the  R  —  1  fenfe, 

Delights,  alas  !  no  more  the  Royal  ear. 
Gods  !  can  a  guinea  darken  ev'ry  note, 
And  make  the  nightingale's  a  raven's  throat  ? 

But  let  me  give  his  M—  y  a  hint, 

Frefh  from  my  brain's  prolific  mint  : 
Suppofe  we  amateurs  mould,  in  a  fury, 

Juft  take  it  in  our  John-Bull  heads  to  fay 

(And  lo  !  'tis  very  probable  we  may) 
'*  We  ^y///  have  Oratorios  at  Drury  r" 


How  muft  he  look  ?  Blank  —  wonderfully  blank  ; 
And  ihink  fuch  fpeecjb  an  infult  on  his  rauk  ? 
What  could  he  do  ?  —  oppofe  with  ire  fo  hot  ? 
1  think  his  M  -  y  had  better  not  /* 

Pity  a  King  mould  with  his  fubjects  fquabble 

About  an  Oratorio  or  a  Play  : 
It  puts  him  on  a  footing  with  the  rabble  j 

And  that  is  mofl  unkingly,  let  me  fay. 
\ 

.Suppofe  he  comes  off  conqueror  !  —  alas  \ 

For  fuch  a  victory  he  ought  to  Jigk. 
But,  Lord  !  fuppofe  it  fo  mould  come  to  pafs, 

That  Majeity  comes  off  with  a  black  eye  ? 

*  Indeed  his  M  -  y  hath  prudently  taken  the  hint.  —  Drury,  in 
fpite  of  the  Rqyal  iiown,  hath  had  her  Oratorios  performed,  to  the  no 
fa;  ail  mo^tificatiota  of  poor  deferred  Tottenham. 

Whether 
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Whether  he  lofe  or  win  the  day, 

The  world  will  chriften  it  a  paltry  fray* 

Kings  ftiould  be  never  in  the  7tro»j-*— 

They  never  are,  fome  wifeacres  declare. 
Poh !  fuch  a  fpeech  may  do  for  birth-day  fong ; 

But  makes  us  philofophic  people Jlare  ! 

I  know  a  certain  owner  of  a  C n, 

Not  quite  a  hundred  miles  from  Windfor  town, 

Who  harbour 'd  of  i  is  neighbour  horrid  notions— 
A  widow  gentlewoman,  who,  he  faid, 
Popp'd  from  her  window  ev'ry  day  her  head 

Impertinent,,  to  watch  his  Royal  motions. 

"  What?    what?"    quoth  M y,  "  I'll  teach  her 

*•  eyes 

"  To  take  my  motions  by  fnrprife  : 
"  One  cannot  breakfaft,  dine,  drink  tea,  nor  fup, 

"  But,  whip  !  the  woman's  head  at  once  is  out, 

"  To  fee  and  hear  what  we  are  all  about : 
"  I'll  cure  her  of  that  trick — and  block  her  up.'* 

Mad  as  his  military  GRACE! 
For  fortifying  ev'ry  place, 

*  Yet  let  as  give  an  inftance  of  wrong  proceedings. — A  certain 

K and  Q. ,  inftcod  of  having  concerts  at  their  palace,  in  the 

ftyleofo.her  Princes,  fuch  as  the  King  of  France,  the  Emperor,  the 
Emprefs  of  Rufiia>  &c.  have  entered  into  a  private  fubfcription  for  a 
concert  in  a  pitiful  itre-t.  They  pay  their  fix  guineas  a- piece ;  and, 
what  is  more  extraordinary,  get  in  their  children,  as  we  nre  told,  gratis! 
What  is  (Kill  more  extraordinary,  they  have  entered  irrto  a  bond  for 
ttfrtVKMf  two  'houfand  pounds  for  putting  the  houfc  into  a  decent  re 
pair ;  fit  for  the  reception  of  th  K of  .he  firft  cmjiiie  upon  earth. 

Of  whom  has  this  money  been  borrowed  ?  Marvelling  read*  r  !  of  the 
poor  mufic'ans'  fund  !  which  money  might  have  reen  placed  out  to  a 
much  fuprrior  advantage.  Let  me  add,  that  the  fubfcribers  order  a 
formal  rehearfal  plevious  to  every  conceit  ;  fo  thar,  in  ta£t,  they  get  a 
double  concert  for  their  money  ; — undoubtedly  to  the  vnft  fatisfadtion  of 
the  finger*  of  the  happy  Cramer,  Borghi,  Shield,  Cervetto,  &c.  who,  in 
this  inftance,  earn  their  money  not  very  unlike  the  patient  and  laborious 
animal  called  a  drayh^i'c. 

•J-  Duke  ot  Richmond. 

•  3  From 
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From  dockyards  to  a  neceflary  hpufe, 

The  M ch  dreamt  of  nothing  but  the  wall, 

The  faucy  fpy  in  petticoats  to  maul, 

And  make  her  eagle  pride  crawl  like  his  loufe. 

Now  workmen  came,  with  formidable  (tones, 

To  block  up  the  poor  widow  JONES, 
Who  mark'd  this  dread  blockade,  and  with  a  frown, 

And  to  the  caufe  of  freedom  true, 

One  of  the  old  hen's  chicks  fo  blue, 
Faft  as  the  K built  a/»,  the  dame  pull'd  down. 

'Twas  up — 'twas  down — 'twas  up  again — 'twas  down- 
Much  did  the  country  with  the  battle  ring, 
Between  the  valiant  Widow  and  the  K , 

That  admiration  rais'd  in  Windfor  town  : 

The  migh'.y  battling  Bronghtons,  and  the  Slacks, 
Ne'er  knew  more  money  betted  on  their  backs. 

Sing,  hcav'nly  Mufe,  how  ended  this  affray  : 
Juft  as  it  happens,  faith,  nine  times  in  ten, 
When  dames  fo  fpirited  engage  with  men ; 

That  is — th'  heroic  Widow  won  the  day : 

The  K- could  not  the  woman  maul; 

But  found  himfelf  molt  fhamefully  defeated  ; 

Then,  very  wifely,  he  retreated, 
And,  very  prudently,  gave  up  the  wall. 

Now  fing,  O  Mufe,  the  warlike  ammunition 

Us'd  by  the  Dame  in  her  befieg'd  condition, 
That  on  the  hoft  of  vile  invaders  flew  ; 

Say,  did  no  God  nor  Goddefs  cry  out,  Shame ! 

And  nobly  haflen  to  relieve  the  Dame 
From  fuch  a  refolute  and  hoftile  crew  ? 

Yes — Neptune,  like  her  guardian  angel,  kind, 
Join'd  the  poor  Widow  Jones,  and  ran  up  flairs; 
Then  fiercely  caught  up  certain  earthen  wares, 

And,  pleas'd  his  fav'rite  element  to  find, 

Bid, 
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Bid,  on  their  heads,  the  briny  torrents  flow, 
And  wanYd,  like  fliags,  the  combatants  below. 

The  goddefs  Cloacina  too,  fo  hearty, 
Rufli'd  to  the  Widow's  houfe,  and  join'd  the  party 
But  fay,  what  ammunition  fill'd  her  hand, 
Fame  for  the  Widow  to  acquire, 
To  bid  the  enemy  retire, 
And  give  to  public  fcorn  the  daring  band  ? 


What  thatyfrotfg-  ammunition  was,  the  Bard 
Heard  as  a  fecret  —  therefore  muft  not  tell  ; 

Nor  would  he  for  a  thoufand  pounds  reward, 
To  beaux  reveal  it,  or  the  fweeteft  belle. 

Yet  Nature  poffibly  hath  made  a  fnout, 

Bleft  with  fagacity  tofmell  it  out. 

Reader,  don't  fland  fo,  itaring  like  a  calf; 
Thy  gaping  attitude  provokes  my  laugh  ; 
Thou  think'ft  that  Monarchs  never  can  aft  ill  * 
Get  thy  head  fhav  'd,  poor  fool  !  or  think  fo  dill. 

Whether  thou  deem'ft  my  flory  falfe  or  true, 

I  value  not  a  rufh. 

Wilt  have  another  :  —  '*  No.*'—  Nay,  prithee  do  — 
"  I  won't."  —  Thou   lhalt,    by  Heavens  !    fo  prithee 
hufli  f 

But  ere  I  give  the  tale,  my  tuneful  bride, 

My  Lady  Mufe,  fhall  talk  of  Kings  and  Pricfej 

Some  Kings  on  thrones  are  children  on  the  lap; 

Children,  that  all  of  us  fee  ev'ry  day  ; 
Brats  that  kick,  fquall,  and  quarrel  with  their  papf 

Tearing,  and  fwearing  they  will  have  their  way  f 
And  what,  too,  their  great  reputation  rifles, 
Kings  quarrel,  juft  like  children,  about  trifle*. 

Moreover  —  'tis  a  terrible  affair 

For  kingly  woriliip  to  be  kickrd  by  fellow* 
Who  probably  feed  half  their  time  on  air, 

Mending  old  kettles  or  old  bellows, 

My 
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My  Lady  PRIDE'S  a  very  lofty  BEING, 

Much  pleas'd  with  people's  fc raping,  bowing,  kneeing; 
Fruitful  in  egotifms,  and  full  of  brags  ; 

Her  Ladyfhip  in  nought  can  brook  denial ; 

And,  as  for  infult,  'tis  a  killing  trial, 
And  more  efpecially  from  men  of  rags. 

For  PRIDE,  fuch  is  her  ftatelinefs,  alas  t 
Rather  than  feel  the  kickings  of  an  aft, 
Would  calmly  put  up  with  a  leg  of  horfe  ; 
Though  pelting  her  with  fifty  times  the  force; 
Nay,  though  her  brains  came  out  upon  the  ground^' 
Were  brains  within  her  head-piece  to  be  found. 


A  KING  AND  A  BRICKMAKER.* 
A   TALE. 

A  KING,  near  Pimlico,  with  nofe  and  ftate, 

Did  very  much  a  neighbouring  brick-kiln  hate, 
Becaufe  the  kiln  did  vomit  nafly  fmoke ; 

Which  fmoke — I  "can't -fay  very  nicely  bred— 

Did  very  often  take  it  in  its  head 
To  blacken  the  Great  Houfe,  and  try  the  K —  to  choak. 

His  facred  Majefty  would,  fputt'ring,  fay, 
Upon  a  windy  day, 

"  Pfl  make  the  rafcal  and  his  brick-kiln  hop— 
"  P-x  take  the  fmoke — the  fulphur ! — zounds  I— - 
"  It  forces,  down  my  throat  by  pounds ; 

"  My  belly  is  a  downright  blackfmith's  ftiop.'*' 

One  day,  he  was  fo  pefter'd  by  a  cloud — 
He  could  not  bear  it,  and  thus  bawl'd  aloud : 

"  Go,"  roar'd  his  M y  unto  a  Page,   „ 

Work'dj  like  a  lion,  to  a  dev'lifh  rage, 

*  A  Mr.  Scott. 

«  Go, 


ODE    UPON    ODE.  287 

"  Go,  tell  the  rafcal  who  the  brick-kiln  owns, 
**  That  if  lie  dares  to  burn  another  brick, 
"  Black  all  my  houfe  like  hell,  and  make  me  fick, 

"  I'll  tear  his  kiln  to  rags,  and  break  his  bones.'* 

;Off  Billy  Ramus  fet,  his  errand  told  : 

On  which  the  Brickmaker,  a  little  bold, 
.Exclaim'd,  "  He  break  my  bones,  good  Matter  Page, 

"  He  fay  my  kiln  Ihah't  burn  another  brick, 

"  Becaufe  it  blacks  his  houfe,  and  makes  him  fick ! 
"  Billy,  go,  give  my  love  to  Matter's  rage, 

"  And  fay,  more  bricks  I  am  refolv'd  to  burn ; 

"  And  if  the  fmoke  his  Worfliip's  ttomach  turn, 
*s  Tell  him  to  ftop  his  mouth  and  fnout: 

"  Nay  more,  good  Page  ;  his  M y  fhall  find 

'u  I'll  always  take  th'  advantage  of  the  wind, 
•"  And,  dam'me,  try  to  fmoke  him  ouf." 

~This  was  a  ihameful  meflage  to  a  K— 

From  a  poor  ragged  rogue  that  dealt  in  mud ; 

Yet,  though  fo  impudent  a  thing, 

The  fellow's  rhet'ric  could  not  be  withftood. 

Stiff  as  againft  poor  Haftings,  Edmund  Burke, 
This  Brickmaker  went  tooth  and  nail  to  work, 

And  form'd  a  true  Vefuvius  on  the  eye : 
The  fmoke  in  pitchy  volumes  roll'd  along, 
Rufh'd  through  the 'Royal  dome  with  fulphur  ftrong, 

And,  thick  afeending,  darten'd  all  the  fky. 

"To  give  the  fmoke  a  nattier  ftink, 
Indignant  Reader,  what  dott  think  ? 

The  fellow  fcrap'd  the  filthieft  fluff  together, 
•Old  wigs,  old  hats,  old  woollen  caps,  old  rugs, 
Replete  with  many  a  colony  of  bugs, 

Old  {hoes,  old  boots,  and  all  the  tribe  of  leather. 

Thus  did  the  cloud  of  ttink  and  darkaefs  made 
The  buikling  for  the  Lord's  AiK>iuted  made, 

And 
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And  blacken  it  like  palls  that  grace  a  burying  : 
Thus  was  this  man  of  mud  and  ftraw  empioy'd, 
.And  at  the  thought  fo  wicked,  everjoy'd, 

Of  fmoking  God's  Vicegerent  like  a  herring  ; 

Of  ferving  him  as  we  .do  parts  of  fwine, 

With  turkey  that  to  pleafe  our  tafte  combine  : 

But,  lo  !  this  daring  baneful  rogue  of  brick 

Fell,  for  his  Sovereign  fortuna>:ely,  Tick, 

And,  ere  rhe  wretch  could  glut  his  fpleen  and  pride, 

By  turning  Monarchs  into  bacon  —  died. 


THE  modern  bard  (quoth  TOM)  fublimely  (ings 

Of  fharp  and  prudent -economic  Kings, 
Who  rams,  and  ewes,  and  lambs,  and  bullocks  feed, 

And  pigs  of  every  fort  of  breed. 

Of  Kings  who  pride  themfelves  on  fruitful  fows  ; 
Who  fell  fkim  milk,  and  keep  a  guard  fo  flout 
To  drive  the  geefe,  the  thievi'h  rafcals,  out,  ' 

That  ev'ry  morning  us'd  to  fuck  the  cows  :* 

Of  Kings  who  cabbages  f  and  carrots  plant 

For  fuclias  wholefome  vegetables  want ; 
Who  feed,  too,  poultry  for  the  people's  fake, 

Then  fend  it  through  the  villages  in  carts, 

To  cheer  (how  wondrous  kind!)  the  hungry  hearts 
Of  fuch  as  only  pay  for  what  they  take. 

The  poet  now,  quoth  TOM'S  rare  lucubration, 
Si ngeth  commercial  treaties — commutation — 

Taxes  on  paint,  pomatum,  milk  of  rofes, 

Olympian  dew,  gloves,  fticking-plafter,  "hats, 
Quack  med'ciues  for  fick  Chriftians,  and  found  rats, 

A-nd  alUhat  charm  our  eyes,  or  mouths,  or  nofes. 

*  Is  it  poflible  for  this  ftory  to  be  true  2  We  would  rathe*  give  it  as 
mfocryphal. 

f  Mr.  Wharton  fays  in  his  <Ode,  «  Who  plant  the  Civic  Bay  ;"  but 
fee  affUredly  meant  cabbages  and  carrots : — the  fa&  proves  it. 

The 
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The  modern  bard,  fays  TOM,  fublimely  fings 
Of  virtuous,  gracious,  good,  uxorious  Kings, 

Who  love  their  wives  fo  conftant  from  their  heart; 
Who  down  at  Windfor  daily  go  a  (hopping, 
Their  heads,  right  royal,  into  houfes  popping, 

And  doing  wonders  in  the  haggling  art. 

And  why,  in  God's  name,  mould  not  Queens  and  Kings 
Purchafe  a  comb,  or  corkfcrew,  lace  for  cloaks, 

Edging  for  caps,  or  tape  for  apron-ftririgs, 
Or  pins,  or  bobbin,  cheap  as  other  folks  ? 

Reader  !  to  make  thine  eyes  with  wonder  ftare, 

I  tell  thee,  farthings  claim  the  Royal  care  ! 
Farthings  are  helplefs  children  of  a  guinea  : 

If  not  well  watch'd,  they  travel  to  their  coft; 
For,  lo  !  each  copper-vifag^d  little  ninney 

Is  very  apt  to  ftray,  and  to  be  loft. 
Extravagahce  I  never  dar'd  defend  ; 
The  greateft  Kings  fhould  fave  a  candle  end  : 
Since  'tis  an  axiom  fure,  the  more  folks  fave, 
The  more,  indifputably,  they  muft  have. 
Crown'd  heads,,  of  faving  (liould  appear  examples; 
And  Britain  really  boafts  two  pretty  iamples  ! 

The  modern  poet  n*ngs,  quoth  TOM  again, 

Of  fweet  excifemen,  an  obliging  train  ; 
Who,  like  our  guardian  angels,  watch  our  houfet;, 

And  add  another  civil  obligation 

That  addeth  greatly  to  our  reputation  — 
Hug,  in  our  abiences,  our  loving  fpoufes. 

Reader  !  when  tir'd,  I'm-  fond  of  taking,  breath  : 
Now,  as  thou  doit  admire  the  true  fublimi^ 
-And,  coniequentiy,  my  ifnmortai  rhyme, 

'Tis  clear  thou  never  canft  dtfire  niy  death. 


s,  in  their  fongs,  rtiufl  mudcaliy.  die  ; 
If  that's  the  cafe  then,  Reader,  fo  might  /. 
Let  me,  then,  join  thy  wifhe&  —  flay  thy  rapture, 
And  nuvfe  mv  lunps,  to  fine  a  fecond  chapter. 

i.  c  c  ;N 
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IN    CONTINUATION. 

**  f^J-R  ANT  me  an  honeft  fame,  or  grant  me  none,- 
^-*    Says  Pope  (I  don't  know  where)  a  little  liar  ; 

Who,  if  he  prais'd  a  man,  'twas  in  a  tone 

That  made  his  praife  like  bunches  of  fweetbriar, 

Which,  while  a  pleafing  fragrance  it  beflovvs, 

Pops  out  a  pretty  prickle  on  your  nofe. 


folks  to  exclaim,  who  fill  a  throne, 
"  Grant  me  an  horieft  fame,  or  grant  me  none,;" 

"Sochi  Princes  .were  upon  the  forlorn  hope  : 
Soon,  very  fbon,  to  reputation  dead, 

Their  idle  Laureats,  faith,  -might  fhut  up  fhop, 
And  bid  their  lofty  genius  go  to  bed. 

Mufe,  this  is  all  well  faid  ;  but,  not  1*  offend  ye, 

I  beg  you  will  not  cultivate  digrelfion— 
Plead  not  the  poet's  quidlibet  andcndi  ; 

For  furely  there  are  limits  to  th'  expreffion.: 
Then  ceafe  to  wanton  thus  in  epifode, 
And  tell  the  world  of  Mifter  WAR  TON'S  Ode. 

The  modern  poet,  Laureat  THOMAS,  fays, 

To  Botany's  grand  ifland  tunes  'his  lays, 
Fix'd  for  the  fwains  and  damfels  of  St.  Giles, 

Whole  knowledge  'in  the  hocus-pocus  art 

Bids  them  from  Britain  fomewnat  fudden  ftart, 
To  teach  to  fouthern.  climes  their  minifterial  wiles  -a 

Improve  the  wifdom  of  the  commonweal, 
And  teach'  the  fimple  natives  how  to  fleal  : 
The  picklock  fciences,  fo  dark,  explain; 
And  to  ingenious  murder  turn.each  brain. 

Quoth  TOM  again-—  the  modern  poet  lings 
^Of  fweet,  good'-rj3tur'd,vinoffeniive  Kings; 
Who,  by  a  miracle,  efcjap'd  with  life  — 
a<lamlers.mQft  tremendous  knife,^ 

A  knifs 
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A  knife  that  had  been  taught,  by  toil  and  art, 
To  pierce  the  bowels  of  a  pye  or  tart. 

Thus,  having  giv'n  a  full  difplay 

Of  what  our  Laureat  fays,  or  meant  to  fuy  ; 

I'll  beg  of  THOMAS  to  ihftruft  my  ears, 
Why,  in  his  verfes,  he  fhould  call 

The  knights  who  grac'd  the  high -arch 'd  Hall, 
A  fet  of  bears  ?* 

Why  the  bold  fteel-clad  knights  of  elder  d 

Are  not  entitled  to  a  little  praife, 
Who  for  God's  caufe  did  palace,  houfe,  and  hut  fell ; 

As  well  as  Monarchs  of  the  prefent  date, 

Whofe  dear  religion,  6'f  which  poets  prate; 
Might  lodge,  without  much  fqueezing,  in  a  nutfhdl  ? 

"  What  King  hath  fmall  religion  ?"  thou  replied. 

"  If  G the  Tb...  thou  meaneft— bard,  thou  Heft." 

Hold,  THOMAS — not  fo  furious:  I  know  things 

That  add  not  to  the  piety  of 

I've  feen  a  K.  at  chapel,  I  declare, 

Yawn,  gape,  laugh,  in  the  middle  of  a  pray'r. — 

When  inward  his  fad  optics  ought  to  -roll, 
To  view  the  dark  condition  of  his  foul ; 
Catch  up  an  opera -glafs,  with  curious  eye, 
•  Forgetting  God,  fome  Granger's  phiz  to  fpy, 
As  though  defirous  to  obferve,  if  Heav'n 
Had  Chriftian  features  to  the  vifage  giv'n ; 
Then  turn  (for  kind  communication,  keen) 
And  tell  fome  new-found  wonders  to  the  Queen, 

Thus  have  thefe  eyes  beheld  a  cock  fo  {lately, 
(Indeed  thefe  lyric  eyes  beheld  one  lately) 

Lab'ring  upon  a  dunghill  with  each  knuckle  j  , 
When,  after  many  a  peck,  and  fcratch,  and  fcrub, 
This  hunter  did  unkennel  a  poor  grub, 

On  which  the  fellow  did  fo  ftrut  and  chuckle  ! 

*  Vide  the  word  Savage,  in  the  Laureat's  Ode  for  the  new  year. 

C  c  2  He 
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He  peck'd  and  fquinted — peck'd  and  kenn'd  agen, 
Hallooing  luftily  to  Madam  Hen  ; 
To  whom,  with  airs  of  triumph,  he  look'd  round, 
And  told  what  noble  treafure  he  had  found. 

"  Ah!  Peter,  Peter,"  Lanreat  THOMAS  cries, 
"  Thou  haft  no  fear  of  Kings  before  thy  eyes ; 
44  Great — little — all  with  thee  are  equal  jokes, 
44  And  mighty  Monarchs  merely  common  folks. 
"  Ah !  wicked,  wicked,  wicked  Peter,  know—" 
Know  what?  "  That  Monarchs  are  not  merely Jhoiv; 
**  Souls  they  poflefs,  and  on  a  glorious  fcale." 
To  this  I  aniwer,  THOMAS,  with  a  tale. 

A  Duke  of  Burgundy  (I  know  not  which) 
Thus,  on  a  certain  time,  addrefs'd  a  poet  :-— 

"  I'm  much  afraid  of  that  fame  fcribbling  itch, 
*c  You've  wit — but  pray  be  cautious  how  you  {how  it; 

**  Say  nothing  in  your  rhymes  about  a  King : 

**  If  praife,  'tis  lies — if  blame,  a  dangerous  thing." 
That  is,  the  Duke  believ'd  the  King,  uncivil, 
Might  kick  the  faucy  poet  to  the  devil. 

T.W. 

PETER,  there's  odds  'twixt  ftaring  and  ftark  mad-— » 

P.P. 

Who  dares  deny  it  ? — So  there  is,  egad  ! 

T.W. 
Thou  think'ft  no  Prince  of  common  fenfe  pofTeft— > 

P.P. 

THOMAS,  thou  art  mi  flak  en,  I  proteft, 
On  StaniHaus  the  Mufe  could  pour  her  ftrain, 
Who,  dying,  funk  a  Sun  upon  Lorraine  : 
Too  like  the  parted  Sun,  with  glory  crown'd — 
He  fill'd  with  blufnes  d'eep  th'  horifon  round. 
Fred'rick  the  Great,  who  died  the  other  day, 
Had  for  himfeif.  indeed,  a  deal  to  fay  : 

W 


• 
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We  muft  not  touch  upon  that  King's  belief—* 
Becaufe  I  fear  he  feldom  faid  his  pray'rs ; 

Nor  dare  we  fay  the  Hero  was  no  thief, 
Becaufe  he  plunder'd  ev'ry  body's  wares. 

I'm  told  the  Emperor  is  vaftly  wife— - 
And  hope  that  Madam  Fame'  hath  told'  no  lies  •; 
Yet,  irr  his  difputatioiis  with  the  Dutch, 
The  Monarch's  oratory  was  not  much  : 
Full  many  a  trope  from  bayonet  and  drum 
He  threatened — but,  behold  !  'twas  all  a  hum". 

Wife  are  our  gracious  Q; -sfuperl  relations, 

The  pride  and  envy  of  the  German  nations ; 
People  of  fafhion,  worfhip,  -wealth,  and  itate — 
Lo !  what  demand  for  them,  in  heav'n,  of  late  ! 

Lo !  with  his  knapfack,  ev'n  juft  now  departed, 
As  fine  a  foldier,  faith,  as  ever  ftarteci — 
Whom  D^ath  did  almoft  dread  to  lay  his  ctaivs  on— 
Old  Captain  what's  his  name? — Saxehiiberghaufen  :*' 
For  whom  (with  zeal,  for  folks  of  worjliip,  burning)' 
We  once  again  are  blacken'd  up  by  mourning  ; 
To^  mow  by  glove,  cloth,  ribband,  crape,  and  fan, 
A  peck  of  trouble  for  th'  old  gentleman. 

Ah  me  !  what  dozens,  dozens,  dozens, 

Our  Q^- — -  hath  got  of  uncles,  aunts,  and  coil fm>** 
Egad,  if  thus  thofe  folks  continue  dying, 

Each  Briton,  doom'd  to  difmal  black, 

Muft  always  bear  a  hearfe-like  back, 
And,  like  Hera.clitus,  be  always  crying. 

Great  is  the  northern  Emprefs,  I  confefs ! 

Much,  in  her  humour,  like  our  good  Queen  Befs  ; 

*  Great  Uncle  to  our  moft  gracious  Q^    He  clieu  in  the  Emperor's 

ftrvice. 

C  c  3  Who 
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Who  keeps  her  fair  court  dames  from  getting  drunk  :* 
And  alfo  temperate  herfelf,  folks  fay, 
She  fcarcely  drinks  a  dozen  drams  a  day  ; 
in  love  matters,  is  a  Queen  tffpunk. 


Yet  like  I  not  fuch  woman  for  a  wife  — 

Such  heroines,  in  a  matrimonial  (Irife, 
Might  hammer  from  one's  tender  head  hard  notes  ; 

I  own  my  delicacy  is  fo  great, 

I  cannot  in  difpute,  with  rapture,  meet 
Women  who  look  like  men  in  petticoats. 

Oft  in  a  learn'd  difpute  upon  a  cap, 

By  way  of  anfiver  one  might  have  a./7tf/>—  • 
P'rhaps  on  a  (imple  petticoat  or  gown  — 

Nay  !  poflibly  on  Madam's  being  kifs'd  ! 
.And  really  I  would  rather  be  knock  'd  down 

By  weight  of  argument,  than  weight  of  fift. 

I  like  not  dames  whofe  converfation  runs 

On  battles,  lieges,  mortars,  and  great  guns  : 
The  milder  Beauties  win  my  foften'd  foul, 

Who  look  for  falhions  with  defiring  eyes  : 
Pleas'd  when  on  fetes  the  conventions  roll, 

Cork  rumps,  and  merry  -thoughts,  and  lovers'  fighs. 

LOVE  !  when  I  marry,  give  me  not  an  ox  — 
I  hate  a  woman  like  a  fentry-box  ; 
Nor  can  I  deem  that  dame  a  charming  creature, 
Whofe  hard  face  holds  an  oath  in  ev'ry  feature. 

In  woman,  angel  fweetnefs  let  me  fee  : 

No  galloping  horfe-godmothers  for  me. 

I  own  i  cannot  brook  fuch  manly  belles 

As  Mademoifelle  d'Eons,  .and  Hannah  Snells  : 

Yet  men  there  are  (how  ftrange  are  Love's  decrees  !) 

Whofe  palates  e'en  Jack-Gentlewomen  pleafe. 

;-<:  At  an  Aflembly  :u  PcrerftnKgh,  fome  years  fincc,  which  was  ho 
noured  with  the  piefence  of  the  Emprefs,  one  of  the  rules  was,  that  no 
lady  tfiould  come  d  unk  into  the  room. 

How 
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How  diff'rent,  Cynthia,  from  thy  form  fo  fair, 

That  triumphs  in  a  love-infpiring  air ; 
Superior  beaming  ev'n  where  thousands  dune— - 

Thy  form  !— where  all  the  tender  graces  play, 

And,  blufhing,  feern  in  ev'ry  fmile  to  fay, 
"  Behold  we  boafl  an  origin  divine  !" 

See  too  the  Queen  of  France — a  gem,  I  ween  ! 

With  rev'rence  let  me  hail  that  charming  Queen, 
Blifs  to  her  King,  and  luftre  to  her  race. 

Though  Venus  gave  of  beauty  half  her  (lore, 

And  ail  the  Graces  bid  a  world  adore — 
Her  fmaileft  beauties  are  the  charms  offatf. 

T.W. 

Heav'ns !  why  abroad  for  virtues  muft  you  roam  ? 

P.P. 
Becaufe  I  cannot  find  them,  Tom,  at  home.  \ 

I  beg  your  pardon — yes — the  Prince  of  Wales 
(Who'fe  a&ions  fmile  contempt  on  Scandal's  tales) 

Ranks  in  the  Mufe's  favour  high. 

J  wifii  fame  folksy  that  I  could  name  with  eafe, 

Bleft  with  his  head — his  heart — his  pow'rs  to  pleafe— 

Then  Pity's  foul  would  ceafe  from  many  a  figh  ! 

The  crouching  courtiers,  that  furround  a  throne,    .    , 
And  learn  to  {peak  and  grin  from  one  alone, 

Who  watch,  like  dancing  dogs,  their  matter's  nod — 
Are  ready  now,  if  horfewhipp'd  from  their  places, 
At  Carlton  Houfe  to  fliew  their  topple  faces, 

And  call  the  Prince  they  vilify,  a  God. 

T.  W. 

Think'ft  thou  not  Caefar  doth  the  arts  poffefs  ? 

P.P. 
Arts  in  abundance  ! — Yes,  TOM — yes,  TOM — yes ! 

T.W, 
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T.  W. 

Think'ft  .thou  not  Casfar  would  each  joy  forego, 
To  make. his  children  happy  ? 

P.P. 

No,  TOM — no. 

T.  W. 
What !  not  CM  bag,  to  blefs  a  child,  beftow  ?— 

P.P. 

Hfav'n  help  thy  folly  ! — no,  TOM — no,  TOM — no  ! 

The  fordid  fouls  that  Avarice  enflaves, 

Would  gladly  grafp  their  guineas  in  their  graves  •: 

Like  that  old  Greek — a  miferable  cur, 

Who  made  himfelf  his  own  executor. 

A  cat  is  with  her  kittens  much  delighted; 

She  licks  fo  lovingly  their  mouths  and  chins  : 
At  ev'ry  danger,  lord  !  how  pufs  is  frighted  ! 

She  curls  her  back,  and  fwells  her  tail,  and  grins, 
Rolls  her  wild  eyes,  and  claws  the  backs  of  curs 
Who  fmell  too  curious  to  her  children's  furs. 

This  happens  whilft'her  cats  are  -young  indeed  ; 

But when  grown  up,  alas !  how  changed,  their  luck! 
No  more  fhe  plays  at  bo-peep  with  her  breed, 

Lies  down,  and,  mewing,  bids  them  come  and  fuck. 

No  more  me  fports  and  pats  them,  friiks  and  purs  : 
Plays  with  their  twinkling  tails,  and  licks  their  furs  : 
But  when  they  beg  her  ble  fling  and  embraces,- 
Spits,  like  a  dirty  vixen,  in  their  faces. 

Nay,  after  making  the  poor  lambkins  flyf- 
She  watches  the  dear  babes  with  fqu  in  ting  eye  5 
And  if  (he  fpies  them  with  a  bit  of  meat, 
Springs  on  their  property,  and  fteals  their  treat, 

3  No 
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No  more  a  tender  love  the  feems  to  feel ; 
The  dev'l  for  HER  may  eat  'cm  at  a  meal — 
With  all  HER  foul ;  the  jade,  fo  wondrous  faving, 
Cries,  "  Off !  you  now  are  at  your  own  beard-fliaving, 

So— to  fome  K...S  this  evil  doth  belong ;-— 
Th'  intelligence  is  good,  I  make  no  doubt; 

Who  feem  to  like  their  offspring  when  they're  young, 
^But  lofe  that  fond  affection  when  they're  ftotit } 

Far  off  they  fend  them— nor  a  lixpenee  give : 

I  wonder,  THOMAS,  where  fuch  M hs-live  ! 

Should  fuch  a  M h,  THOMAS,  erofs  thy  way, 

And  for  thy  flatt'ry  offer  butts  of  fack ; 

Say  plainly  that  he  would  difgrace  thy  lay ; 
And,  turning  on  him  thy  poetic  back, 

Bid,  like  a  porcupine,  thine  anger  brittle ; 

Nor  damn  thy  precious  foul,  to  wet  thy  whittle* 


CONCLUSION, 

THINK  not,  friend  TOM,  I  envy  thee  thy  rhyme, 
By  numbers,  I  aflure  thee,  deem'd  fublime ; 

Or  that  thy  Laureat's  place  my  fpleen  provokes : 
The  King  (good  man  !)  and  I  mould  never  quarrel, 
E'en  though  his  royal  wifdom  gave  the  laurel 

To  Mifter  TOM-A-STILES,  or  JOKN-A-NOJCES. 

Old-fafhion'd,  as  if  tutor'd  in  the  srk, 
I  never  iigh'd  for  GLORY'S  high  degrees  : 

This  very  inftant  Ihould  our  Grand  Mmarqus 
Say,  "  PETER,  be  my  Laureat,  if  you  pleafe:** 

"  No,  pleafe  your  Majetty,'T  mould  be  my  anfwer, 
*4  With  fweeteft  diffidence  and  modeft  grace  ; 

*'  The  office  fuits  a  more  ingenious  man,  Sir  j 
"  In  God's  name,  therefore,  let  him  have  the  place  r 

"_  Unlike  the  poets,  'tis  my  vaft  affliction 

*t  To  be  a  miserable  hand'at^rw. 

<f  But, 
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'*  But,  Sir,  I'll  find  feme  lyric  undertaker, 
**  Acroftic,  Tebus,  or  conundrum  maker^ 
"  Who  oft  hath  rode  cm  Pegafus  fo  fiery, 
*'  And  won  the  fweepftakes  in  the  LADY'S 
'*  Such,  SIRE,  in  poetry  fhall  hitch  your  name, 
"  And  tojujfichnt  juftict  to  your  fame." 


AN 
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TO 


ODE  UPON  ODE. 


Principibus  placuifle  viris  non  ultima  laus  eft.  HORAT. 

The  BARD  whofe  vcrfe  can  charm  the  BEST  OF 
Pcrformeth  mcjl  extraordinary  things ! 


THE   ARGUMENT. 

PETER  nobly  acknowkdgeth  error,  fufpefteth  an  inter 
fering  Devil,  and  fupplicateth  his  Reader — He  boaftetb, 
wittily  parodieth,  and  moft  learnedly  quoteth  a  Latin 
Poet — He  fheweth  much  affection  for  Kings,  illuftrating 
It  by  a  beautiful  fimile — PET.ER  again  waxeth  witty 
• — Refoluiion  declared  for  rhyme  in  confequence  of  en 
couragement  from  our  two  UNIVERSITIES — PETEB. 
wickedly  accufed  of  King-roafting  ;  refuteth  the  male 
volent  charge  by  a  moft  apt  illuftration — PETER  criti- 
cifeth  the  blunders  of  the  ftars---PfiTER  replieth  to  the 
charges  brought  againft  him  by  the  World---he  difplayeth 
great  Bible  knowledge,  and  niaketh  a  fhrewd  obfervation 
on  KING  DAVID,  URIAH,  and  the  Sheep,  fuch  as  no 
Commentator  ever  made  before---PETER  challengeth 
Courtiers  to  equal  his  intrepidity,  and  proveth  his  fupe- 
riority  of  courage  by  giving  a  deleclable  tale  of  DUMP 
LINGS — PETER  anfwereth  the  unbelief  of  a  vociferous 
World— -Declareth  totis  wribus  loveforKiNGS---PETER 
peepeth  into  futurity,  and  telleth  the  fortune  of  the 
PRINCE  OF  WALES---HC  defcanteth  on  the  high  pro 
vince  of  ancient  Poets,  and  difplayeth  claflical  erudition 
---PETER  holdeth  conference  with  a  Q^aker---PETER, 
as  ufual,  turneth  rank  EgotiJl---He  telleth  ftrange  news 
relating  to  MAJESTY  and  PEPPER  ARDEN---PE TER  apo- 
logifeth  for  impudence,  by  a  tale  of  a  French  King, — 
PETER,  imitating  OVID,  who  was  transported  for  his 
impudent  Ballads,  talketh  to  his  ODE — Suggefteth  a 
royal  anfwer  to  Odes  and  Ode- fa6tors-- -Happily  fe- 
Ie6teth  a  ftory  of  King  CANUTF,  illuftrating  the  danger 
of  flopping  the  mouths  of  Poets  with  halters,  &c.  in- 
ftfad  o-f  meat---PETER  concludeth  with"  a  wife  ob- 
iervatjon. 

AN 


(       30!       ) 
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ODE  UPON  ODE. 


"DEADER,  I  folemnly  proteft 
"•  I  thought  that  I  had  work'd  up  all  my  rhyme ! 
What  ftupid  demon  hath  my  brain  pofiefs'd? 
I  prithee,  pardon  me  this  time. 

Afford  thy  patience  through  more  Ode; 
>Tis  not  a  vaft  extent  of  road  : 

Together  let  us  gallop  then  along  : 
Mo'ft  nimbly  fhall  old  Pegafus,  my  hack,  (Hr. 

To  drop  the  image — prithee  hear  my  fong, 
Some  '  more  Idjl  ivords  of  Mr.  Baxter*' 

A  wondrous  fav'rite  with  the  tuneful  throng, 
Sublimely  great -are  PETER'S  pow'rs  of  fong; 
His  nerve  of  fatire,  too,  fo  very  tough, 
Strong  without  weaknefs,  without  foftnefs  rough. 

What  HORACE  faid  ofllreams  in  eafy  lay, 
The  maiVling  World  of  PETER'S :' tongue  may  fay ; 
•His  tongue,  fo  copious  in  a  flux  of  metre, 
**  LABITUR  PET  LAEETUR!" 


Vox.  I.  D  d  ODE 
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O      D      E. 


ORLD 1  flop  thy  mouth— I  am  refolv'd  to  rhyme— 

I  cannot  throw  away  a  vein  fublime: 
If  I  may  take  the  liberty  to  brag ; 
I  cannot,  like  the  fellow  in  the  Bible, 
Venting -upon  his  mailer  a  rank  libel. 

Conceal  my  talent  in  a  rag : 
Kings  mufl  continue  ilill  to  be  my  theme— 
Eternally  of  Kings  I  dream. 

As  beggars  ev'ry  night,  we  mufl  fuppofe, 
Dream  of  their  vermin,  in  their  beds ; 
Becaufe,  as  ev'ry  body  knows, 
-  Such  things  are  always  running  in  their  heads. 

Befides — were  I  to  write  of  common  folks, 
No  foul  would  buy  my  rhymes  fo  flrange,  and  jokes : 
Tfien  what  becomes  of  mutton,  beef,  and  pork? 
How  would  my  maflicating  mufcles  work? 

Indeed,  I  dare  not  fey  they  would  be  idle ; 

But,  like  my  Pegafus's  chaps,  fo  flout, 
Who  plays  and  wanfons  with  his  bridle, 

.And  nobly  flings  the  foam  about. 

So  mine  would  work — "  On  what  ?"  my  reader  cries, 
With  a  flretch'd  pair  of  unbelieving  eyes— 
Heav'n  hel£)  thy  moft  unpenetrating  wit ! 
On  a  hard  morfel — HUNGER'S  iron  bit. 

By  all  the  rhyming  goddeHes  and  gods 
I  will— I  mujl,  perfift  in  Odes  j 

And 
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And  not  a  pow'r  on  earth  fhall  hinder  :• 
I  hear  both  *  Univeriities  exclaim, 
'?'  PETER,  it  is  a  glorious  road  to  fame  ; 

"  Euge  Poet  a  magne — well  faid,  PINDAR  I" 

Yet  feme  approach  with  apoftolic  face, 

And  cry,  "  O  PETER,  what  a  want  of  grace 

"  Thus  in  thy  rhyme  to  roaft  a  King  !" 
Iroaft  a  King  !  by  heav'ns  'tis  not  a  fact— 
I  fcorn  fuch  wicked  and  difioyal  aft : 

Who  dares  aflert  it,  fays  a  fland'rous  thing. 

Hear  what  I  have  to  fay  of  Kings : 

If,  unfublime,  they  deal  in  child! (h  things, 

And  yield  not,  of  reform,  a  ray  of  hope; 
Each  mighty  Monarch  ftrait  appears  to  me 
A  roafter  of  himfelf — Fdo  de  fi  ; 

I  only  att  as  Cook,  and  dijh  him  iep* 

Reader  !  another  fimile  as  rare  : 

My  verfes  form  a  fort  of  bill  of  farey 

Informing  gnefts  what  kind  of  flefh  and  flfk 

Is  to  be  found  within  each  difli ; 

That  eating  people  may  not  be  mi  (taken, 

And  take,  for  ortolan,  a  lump  of  bacon. 

Whenever  I  have  heard  of  Kings 

Who  place  in  goffipings,  and  news,  their  pricfe, 
And  knowing  family  concerns— mean  things  ! 

Very  judicioufly,  indeed,  I've  cry'd, 

"  I  wonder 
"  How  their  blind  ftars  could  make  fo  grofs  a  blunder  P*' 

44  Inftead  of  fitting  on  a  throne 

*'  In  purple  rich — of  ftate  fo  fully 
**  They  fliould  have  had  an  apron  on, 

'*  The  violence  of  the  Univerfuies  on  this  occafibn  may  probaHy 
arife  from  the  contempt  thrown  on  them  by  his  Majelly's  fending  the 
Royal  Children  to  Gottingen  for  education  ;  but  have  not  their  Ma- 
jeftics  amply  made  it  up  to  Oxford,  by  a  vifit  to  that  celebrated  fcmi- 
nary  ?  aud  is  not  Cambridge  to  receive  the  fame  honours  ? 

D  d .2  «  And,. 
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**  And,  feated1  on  a  three-legg'd  frool, 
"  Commanded,  of  dead  hair,  thefprigs 
*'  To  do  their  duty  upon  wigs. 

"  By  fuch  miftakes,  is  Nature  often  foil'd  : 
"  Such  improprieties  mould  never  fpring-r— 

14  _Thus  a  £ne  chattering  larbertnay  be  fpoil'd, 
"  To  make  a  mofl  indiff' rent  King." 

"  Sir,  Sir,  (I  hear  the  world  exclaim) 
"  At  too  high  game  you  impudently  aim. 
*'  How  dare  you,  with  your  jokes  and  gibes, 
"  Tread,  likeaiiorfe,  on  kingly  kibes?'* 

Folks  who  can't  fee  their  errors,  can't  reform  ; 

No  plainer  axiom  ever  came  from  man  ; 
And  'tis  a-Chriftian's  duty,  in  a  ftorm, 

To  fave  his  finking  neighbour,  if  he  can : 
Thus  /  to  Kings  my  Ode  of  Wifdom  pen, 
.Becaufe  your  Kings  have  fouls  like  common  men. 

The  Bible  warrants  me  to  fpeak  the  truth  ; 

Nor  mealy  -mouth 'd  my  tongue  in  filence  keep 
Did  not  good  NATHAN  tell  that  buckifh  youth, 

DAVID  the  KING,  that  he  ftole  flieep? 

Stole  poor  URIAH'S  little  fav'rite  lamb — 
An  ewe  it  chanc'd  to  be,  and  not  a  ram  j 
For  had  it  been  a  ram,  the  royal  glutton 
Had  never  meddled,  with  URIAH'S  mutton. 

What  modern  Courtier,  pray,  hath  got  the  face 

To  fay  to  Majefly,  "  O  King  ! 
"  Atfuc/i  a  time,  \i\fuch  a  place, 

"  You  did  a  very  foolifii  thing  ?" 
What  Courtier,  not  a  foe  to  his  own  glory, 
Would  publiih  of  his  King  this  fimple  ftory  ? 


THE 


TO    ODE    UPON    ODE.  305 

THE  APPLE  DUMPLINGS  AND  A  KING. 


ONCE  on  a  time,  a  Monarch,  tir'd  with  hooping, 
Whipping  and  fpurring, 
Happy  in  worrying 
A  poor,  defencelefs,  harmlefs  buck, 
(The  horfe  and  rider  wet  as  muck,) 
From  his  high  confequence  and  wifdom  ftooping, 
Enter'd,  through  curiofity  a  cot, 
Where  fat  a  poor  old  womjui  and  her  pot. 

The  wrinkled,  blear-ey'd,  good,  old  GRANNY,> 
In  this  fame  cot,  illumin'd  by  many  a  cranny, 

Had  fmifiYd  apple  dumplings  for  her  pot : 
In  tempting  row  the  naked  dumplings  lay, 
When,  lo !  the  MONARCH,  in  his  ufual  way, 

Like  lightning  fpoke,  "  What's  this •?  what's  this  ?  what? 
what  ?" 

Then  taking  up  a  dumpling  in  his  hand, 
His  eyes  with  admiration  did  expand ; 

And  oft  did  Majetfy  the  dumpling  grapple : 
w  'Tis  monftrous,  monftrous  hard  indeed,"  he  cry'd : 
"  What  makes  it,  pray,  fohard?  " — The  Dame  reply'd^ 

Low  curtfeying,  "Pleafeyour  Majefly,  the  apple," 

**  Very  aftonifliing  indeed  ! — ftrange  thing  !" 

(Turning  the  dumpling  round,  rejoin'd  the  King.) 
"  'Tis  moil  extraordinary  then,  ail  this  is— 
"  It  beats  *Pinetti's  conjuring.  4&  to  pieces— 

**  Strvinge  I  ihould  never  of  a  dumpling  dream  ! 

'*  But,  Goody,  tell  me  where,  where,  where's  the  feam  ?" 

*  Formerly  a-gccat  favourite  at  CoijrU 

D  d  3  ««  Sir 
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"  Sir,  there's  no  feam  (quoth  (he) ;  I  never  knew 
"  That  folks  did-apple  dumplings  few." 
<4  No  !   (cry'd  the  flaring  Monarch  with  a  grin) 
*;  How,  how  the  devil  got  the  apple  in  ?" 

On  which  the  Dame  the  curious  fcheme  reveal'd 
By  which  the  apple  lay  fo  fly  conceal'd, 

Which  made  the  Solomon  of  Britain  ftart  j 
Who  to  the  Palace  with  full  foeed  repair'd, 
And  Queen,  and  Princefies  fo  beauteous,  fcar'd, 

All  with  the  wonders  of  the  Dumpling  art ! 

There  did  he  labour  one  whole  week,  to  fliow 
Thewifdom  of  an  APPLE-DUMPLING  MAKER 

And,  io  !  fo  deep  was  Majefly  in  dough, 

The  Palace  feeni'd  the  lodging  of  a  BAKER. 


READER,  thou  likeft  not  my  tale,  look'ft  blue  : 
Thou  art  a  Counter — roareft,  "  Lies,  lies,  lies !" 
Do,  for  a  moment,  flop  thy  cries — 

I  tell  thee,  roaring  infidel,  'tis  true. 

Why  fliould  it  not  be  true  r — The  greateft  men 
May  afk  a  foolifh  queftion  now  arid  then — 

This  is  the  language  of  all  ages. 
FOLLY  lays  many  a  trap—we  can't  efcape  it, 
Nemo  (fays  fome  one)   omnibus  horis  fapit  : 
Then  why  not  Kings,  like  me  and  other  fages? 

Far  from  defpifing  Kings,  I  like  the  breed, 

Provided  King-like  they  behave : 
Kings  are  an  inftrument  we  need, 

Juft  as  we  razors jWant — to  fhave ; 
To  keep  the  State's  i&ce  fmooth — give  it  an  air— 
JLike  my  Lord  North's,  fo  jolly,  round,  and  fair. 


My  fenfe  of  Kings  though  freely  I  impart— 
I  hate  not'ioyalty,  Heav'n  knows  my  heart. 


Princes 
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Princes  and  Princefles  I  like,  fo  loyal- 
Great  GEORGE'S  children  are  my  great  delight  j 

The  fweet  Augufta,  and  fweet  Princefs  Royal, 
Obtain  my  love  by  day,  and  pray'rs  by  night. 

Yes !   I  like  Kings — and  oft  look  back  with  pride 
Upon  the  Edwards,  Harry's  of  our  ifle — 

Great  fouls !  in. virtue  as  in  valour  try'd, 

Whofe  actions  bid  the  cheek  of  Britons  fmile* 

Mufe  !  let  us  alfo  forward  look, 
And  take  a  peep  into  Fate's  book. 

Behold!  the  fceptre  young  AUGUSTUS  fways; 

I  hear  the  mingled  praife  of  millions  rife ; 

I  fee  uprais'd  to  Heav'n  their  ardent  eyes, 
That  for  their  Monarch  aik  a  length  of  days. 

Bright  in  the  brighteft  annals  of  renown, 
Behold  fair  FAME  his  youthful  temples  crown 

With  laurels  of  unfading  bloom  ; 
Behold  DOMINION  fwell  beneath  his  care, 
And  GENIUS,  riling  from  a  dark  defpair, 

His  long-extinguifh'd  fires  relume. 

Such  are  the  Kings  that  fuit  my  tafte,  I  own  : 

Not  thofe  where  all  the  UttkneJJes  join  ; 
Whofe  fouls  fhonld  ftart  to  find  their  lot  a  throng 

And  blufh  to  fliow  their  nofes  on  a  coin. 

Reader,  for  fear  of  wicked  applications, 
I  now  allude  to  Kings  of  foreign  nations. 

Poets  (fo  unimpeach'd  tradition  fays) 

The  fole  hiftorians  were  of  ancient  days, 
Who  help'd  their  heroes  FAME'S  high  hill  to  clamber; 

Penning  their  glorious  acts  in  language  ftrong, 

And  thus  preferving,  by  immortal  fong, 
Their  precious  names  amidft  their  tuiieful  amber. 

What 
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What  am  /  doing  ?  Lord  !  the  very  fame— • 
Preferving  many  a  deed  deferving  Fame, 

Which  that  old  lean,  devouringfhark,  call'd  TIMF,- 

Would,  without  ceremony,  eat ; 

In  my  opinion,  far  too  rich  a  treat : 
I  therefore  merit  Jlatues  for  my  rhyme. 

"  All  this  is  laudable  (a  Quaker  cries) ; 

"  But  let  grave  WISDOM,  Friend,  thy  verfes  rule 
**  Put  out  thine  IRONY'S  two  fquinting  eyes— 

"  Defpife  thy  grinning  monkey,  RIDICULE/' 

What  !  flight  my  fportfve  monkey,  RIDICULE, 

Who  afts  like  birch  on  boys  at  fchool, 
Neglecting  leflbns — truant,  p'rhaps,  whole  weeks  ! 

My  RIDICULE,  with  humour  fraught,  and  wit, 

Is  that  fatiric  friend,  a  gouty  fif, 
Which  bites  men  into  health  and  rofy  cheeks  : 

Amoral  MERCURY  that  cleanfeth  fouls 

Of  ills  that  with  them  play  the  devil ; 
Like  MERCURY  that  much  the  pow'r  controls 

Of  prefents  gain'd  from  ladies  over  civil. 

Reader,  I'll  brag  a  little,  if  you  pleafe: 
The  ancients  did  fo,  therefore  why  not  If 

Xo  !  for  my  good  advice  I  afk  no  fees, 

Whilft  other  Doctors  let  their  patients  die; 

That  is-,  fuch  patients  as  can't  pay  for  cure — 

A  very  felfifh,  wicked  thing,  I'm  fure. 

Now  though  IJm  foul  phyfician  to  the  King, 
I  never  begg'd  of  him  the  fmalleft  thing 

For  all  the  threfhing  of  my  virtuous  brains ; 
Nay,  were  I  my  poor  pocket's  ftate  t'  impart, 
So  well  I  know  my  ROYAL  PATIENT'S  heart, 

He  would  not  .give  me  two-fence  for  my  pains. 


But 
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ut  hark  !  folks  fay  the  King  is  very  mad: 
The  news,  if  true,  indeed,  were  very  fad,. 
And  far  too  ferious  an  affair  to  mock  it : 
Yet  how  can  this  agree  with  what  I've  heard, 
That  fo  much  by  him  are  my  lines  rever'd— 
He  goes  a  hunting  with  them  in  his  pocket  > 

And  when  throion  out — which  often  is  the  cafer 
(In  bacon  hunting,  or  of  bucks  the  race) 

My  verfe  fo  much  his  Majefty  bewitches, 
That  out  he  pulls  my  honour'd  Odes, 
And  reads  them  on  the  turnpike  roads — 

Now  under  trees  and  hedges — now  in  ditches. 

Hark  !  with  aftonimment,  a  found  I  hear, 
That  ftrikes  tremendous  on  my  ear  ; 
It  fays,   Great  Arden,  commonly  call'd  Pepper, 
.  Of  mighty  George's  thunderbolts  the  keeper, 
Tuft  like  of  Jupiter  tFie  famous  eagle, 
Is  order'd  out  to  hunt  me  like  a  beagle. 

But,  eagle  Pepper  givre  my  love 

Unto  thy  lofty  Matter,  Mifter  JOVE, 
And  a(k  how  it  can  fquare  with  his  religion, 

To  bid  thee,  without  mercy,   fall  on, 

With  thy  fliort  ilurdy  beak,  and  iron  talon^ 
A  pretty,  little,  harmlefs,  cooing  pigeon  ? 


Su 


By  heav'ns,  I  difbelieve  the  faft — 
A  Monarch  cannot  fo  un wifely  aft  ! 

ppofe  that  Kings,  fo  rich,  are  always"  mumping^ 
Praying  and  premng  Minifters  for  money  ; 


Bidding  them  on  our  hive  (poor  bees!)  be  thumping, 
Trying  to  (hake  out  all  our  honey. 


A  thing  that  oft  hath  happpen'd  in  our  ifle  !  — 

Pray,  {han't  we  be  allow'd  to  {"mile  ? 

To  cut  a  joke,  or  epigram  contrive^ 

By  way  of  folace  for  our  plunder'd  hive  ? 


A  King 
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A  King  of  France,  (I've  loft  the  Monarch's  name) 
Had,  avaricious,  got  himfelf  bad  fame, 

By  moft  unmannerly  and  thievifh  plunges 

Into  his  fubjects  purfes — 
A  deep  manoeuvre  that  obtain 'd  their  curies, 

Becaufe  it  treated  gentlefolks  like  fpunges. 

To  fhow  how  much  they  relifiYd  not  fuch  fqueezing, 
Such  goods  and  chattel-feizing, 

They  publifh'd  libels  to  difplay  their  hate; 
To  comfort,  in  fome  fort,  their  fouls, 
For  fuch  a  number  of  large  holes, 

Eat  by  this  Royal  Rat  in  each  eftate. 

The  PREMIER  op'd  his  gullet  like  a  mark, 

To  hear  fuch  fatires  on  the  GRAND  MONARQUE,. 

And  roar'd — "  Meffieurs,  you  foon  fhall  feel 
"  My  criticifm  upon  your  ballads, 
"  Not  to  your  tafte  fo  fweet  as  frogs  and  failads  \ 

**  A  ftriclure  critical,  yclep'd  BASTILE.." 

But  firft  he  told  the  tidings  to  the  King ; 

Then  fwore  par  Dieu  that  he  would  quickly  bring 

Unto  the  grinding- ftone  their  nofes  down- 
No,  not  a  foul  of  'em  mould  ever  thrive  ; 
He'd  flay  them,  like  St.  BARTHOLOMEW,  alive- 
Villains  !  for  daring  to  infult  the  Crown. 

The  Monarch  heard  Monfieur  le  PREMIER  out, 
And,  fmiling  on  his  loyalty  fo  ftout, 

Reply'd  "  Monfieur  le  PREMIER,  you  are  wrong  j 
*'  Don't  of  the  pleafure  let  them  be  debarr'd  ; 
*'  You  know  how  we  have  ferv'd  'em— faith  !  'tis  hard 

"  They  mould  not  for  their  money  have  a  fing"' 

OVID,  fweet  ftory-teller  of  old  times, 
(Unluckily  tranfported  for  his  rhymes,) 

Addrefs'd  his  book  before  he  bade  it  walk ; 
Therefore,  my  Worfliipr  and  my  Ode, 
In  imitation  of  fuch  cialiic  mode, 

May,  like  two  Indian  nations,  have  a  talk. 


Dear 
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Dear  Ode  !  whofe  verfe  the  true  fublime  affords, 
**  Go,  vifit  Kings,  Queens,  Parafites,  and  Lords; 
**  And  if  thy  modeft  beauties  they  adore, 
<**  Inform  them  they  (hall  fpeedily  have  more." 

But  poffibly  a  mighty  King  may  fay, 
"  Ode  !    Ode  ! — What  ?    what  ?    I   hate  your    rhyme 
"  haranguing;  , 

"I'd  rather  hear  a  jackafs  bray : 
"  I  never  knew  a  poet  worth  the  hanging. 

'*'.  I  hate,  abhor  them — but  I'll  clip  their  wings ; 

J"  I'll  teach  the  fancy  knaves  to  laugh  at  Kings  : 

"  Yes,  yes,  the  rhyming  rogues,  their  fongs  mall  rue, 

*'  A  ragged,  bold-foe 'd,  ballad- finging  crew. 

"  Yes,  yes,  the  poets  (hall  my  pow'r  confeft; 

"  I'll  maul  that  fpawhing  devil  call'd  the  Prefs." 

If  furious  thus  exclaim  the  King  of  glory, 
Tell  him,  O  gentre  MUSE,  this  pithy  ftory. 


KING   CANUTE    AND   HIS  NOBLES, 

A     TALE. 

» 

CANUTE  was  by  his  nobles  taught  to  fancy, 
That,  by  a  kind  of  royal  necromancy, 

He  had  the  pow'r  OLD  OCEAN  to  controul : 
Down  ruih'd  the  Royal  Dane  upon  the  ftrand, 
And  ifliHxi,  like  a  Solomon,  command — 
Poor  foul  ! 

"  Go  back,  ye  waves,  you  bluft'ring  rogues,3*  quoth  hr, 
;  Touch  not  your  Lord  and  Matter,  SEA  ; 
^  "  For  by  my  pow'r  almighty,  if  you  do'V- 
Then  flaring  vengeance,  out  he  held  a  ftick, 
Vowing  to  drive  OLD  OCEAN  to  OLD  NICK, 
'Should  he  e'en  wet  the  btehet  of  his  ihoe. 

OLD 
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OLD  SEA  retir'd — the  Monarch  fierce  ruflrd  or^ 
And  look'd  as  if  he'd  drive  him  from  the  land : 

But  SEA  not  caring  to  be  put  upon, 
Made  for  a  moment  a  bold  ftand : 

Not  only  make  a  ftand  did  MISTER  OCEAN, 
But  to  his  honeft  waves  he  made  a  motion,     , 

And  bad  them  give  the  King  a  hearty  trimming: 
The  orders  feem'd  a  deal  the  waves  to  tickle; 
For  foon  they  put  his  Majefty  in  pickle, 

And  fet  his  Royalties,  like  geefe,  a  fwimming. 

All  hands  aloft,  with  one  tremendous  roar, 
Soon  did  they  make  him  wifli  himfelf  on  more; 

His  head  and  ears  molt  handfomely  they  dous'd ; 
Juft  like  a  porpus,  with  one  general  Ihout, 
The  waves  fo  tumbled  the  poor  King  about — 

No  Anabaptift  e'er  was  half  fo  fous'd. 

At  length  to  land  he  crawfd,  a  half-drownfd  thing, 
Indeed  more  like  a  crab  than  like  a  King, 

And  found  his  Courtiers  ma  king  rueful  faces. 
But  what  faid  CANUTE  to  the  Lords  ancLGentry, 
Who  hail'd  him  from  the  water,  on  his  entry, 

All  trembling  for  their  lives  or  places  ? 

*<•  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  by  your  advice, 

"  Pve  had  with  MISTER  SEA  ^  pretty  buftle; 
"  My  treatment  from  my  foe  not  over  nice, 

"  Juft  made  a  jeft  for  ev'ry  flirimp  and  mufcle : 

' 

*'  A  pretty  trick  for  .one  of  my  dominion  ! — 
*4  My  Lords,  I  thank  you  for  your  great  opinion. 
"  You'll  tell  me,  p'rhaps,  I've  only  loft  one  game, 

•"  And  bid  me  try  another — for  the  rubber: 
"  Permit  me  to  inform  you  all,  with  fhame, 

"  That  you're  a  fet  of  knaves,  and  I'm  a  lubber." 

Such  is  the  ftory,  my  dear  Ode, 
Which  thou  wilt  bear— a  facred  load  ! 

Yet, 
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Yet,  much  I  fear,  'twill  be  of  no  great  ufe : 
Kings  are  in  general  obftinate  as  mules  ; 
Thofe  who  furrouml  them  moftly  rogues  and  fools, 

And  therefore  can  no  benefit  produce. 

Yet  (lories,  fentences,  and  golden  rules, 
Undoubtedly  were  made  for  rogues  and  fools  • 

But  this  unluckily  the  fimple  fact  is; 
Thofe  rogues  and  fools  do  nothing  but  admire^ 
And,  all  ib  dev'lifti  modeft,  don't  defire 

The  glory  of  reducing  them  to 
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,  foon  as  e'er  thou  ttiik'ft  thy  golden  Iyrey 
Thy  brother  PETER'S  mufe  is  all  on  fire, 
To  fing  of  Kings  and  Queens,  and  fuch  rare  folk : 
Yet,  'midft  thy  heap  of  compliments  fo  fine, 
bay,  may  me  venture  to  believe  a  line  ? 
You  Oxford  wits  moft  dearly  love  a  joke. 

Son  of  the  N"INE,  thou  writeft  well  on  nought; 
Thy  thundering  ftanza.,  and  its  pompous  thought,. 

I  think,  muft  put  a  dog  into  a  laugh: 
EDWARD  and  HARRY  were. much  braver  men. 
Than  this  new-chrifterrd  hero  of  thy  pen  : 

Yes,  laurell'd  ODE  MAN,  braver  far  by  half ; 

Though  on  Blackheath  and  Wimbledon's  wide  plain^, 
GEQRGE  keeps  his  hat  off  in  a  fho.v'r  of  rain; 
Sees  ivvords  and  bayonets  without  a  dread, 
Nor  at  a  volley  winks,  nor  ducks  his  head : 

Although-  at  grand  reviews  he  feems  fo  bleft, 
And  leaves  at  fix  o'clock  his  downy  neff, 

Bead  to  the  charms  of  blanket,  wife,  and  bolder; 
Unlike  his  officers,  who,  fond  of  cramming, 
And  at  reviews  afraid  of  thirft  and  famine, 

With  bread  and  cheefe  and  brandy  fill  their  holfters. 

Sure,  TOM,  we  mould  do  juftice  to  QUEEN  BESS: 
His  prefent  Majefty,  whom  Heav'n  long  blefs 

4  Witb 
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With  wifdom,  wit,  and  arts  of  choked  quality,. 
Will  never  get,  I  fear,  fa  fine  a  niche 
As  that  old  queen,  though  often  call'd  old  b— ch, 

In  FAME'S  colonial  hoafe  of  immortality. 

As  for  John  Dryden's  CHARLFS — that  King 

Indeed  was  never  any  mighty  thing ; 
He  merited  few  honours  from  the  pen  r 

And  yet  lie  was  a  dev'lifb  hearty  fellow, 

Enjoy 'd  his  girl  and  bottle,  and  got  mellow, 
And  mind — kept  company  with  Gentlemen  ; 

For,  like  fome  Kings,  in  hobby  grooms, 

Knights  of  the  manger,  curry-combs,  and  brooms^ 

Loft  to  all  glory,  CHARLES  did  not  delight — 
Nor  jok'd^by  day  with  pages,  fervant  maids, 
Large,  red-poll'd,  blowzy,,  hard  two-handed  jades  y. 

Indeed  I  know  not  what  CHARLES  did  by  night.. 

THOMAS,  I  am  of  candour  a  great  lover;. 

In  fhort,  I'm  candour's  felf  all  over; 
Sweet  as  a  candied  cake  from  top  to  toe ; 

Make  it  a  rule  that  VIRTUE  mall  be  prais'dy 

And  humble  MERIT  from  her  bum  be  rais'd  :. 
What  thinkeft  thou  of  PETER  now? 

Thou  cryeft,  "  Oh  !'  how  falfe  !  behold  thy  King, 
•*  Of  whom  thou  fcarcely  fay 'ft  a  handfome  thing  ; 
44  That  King  has  virtues  that  mould  make  thee  ftare." 
Is  it  for — Then  the  finrs  in  me — 
'Tis  my  vile  optics  that  can't  fee  ;.  p 

Then  pray  for  them,  when  next  thou  fay 'ft  a    ray'r.. 

But,  p'rhaps,  aloft  on  his  imperial  throne, 
So  diftant,  O  ye  Gods  \  from  ev'ry  one, 
The  royal  virtues  are  like  many  a  ftar,* 
From  this  our  pigmy  fyftein  rather  far ;. 

*  Such  was  the  u;bilrac  opinion  of  the  Dutch  aflronomer  Huygens 

Whoft 
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Whofe  light,  though  flying  ever  fines  creation, 
ji  Has  not  yet  pitch'd  upon  our  nation. 

Then  may  the  royal  ray  be  foon  explor'd — 

And,  THOMAS',  if  thoul't  fwear  thou  art  not  humming, 

I'll  take  my  fpying-glafs  and  bring  thee  word 
The  iilftant'l  behold  it  coming. 

But,  THOMAS  WARTON,  without  joking, 

Art  thou,  or  art  thou  «&/,  thy  Sov'reign  imoking? 

Tow  canft  thou  ferioufly  declare, 
That  GEORGE  the  THIRD 
With  Crefly's  EDWARD  can  compare, 

Or  HARRY  ?— -'Tistoo  bad,  upon  my  w~^d; 
GEORGE  is  a  clever  King,  I  needs  muft  own, 
cuts  a  jolly  figure  on  the  throne. 

Now  thou  exclaim'ft,  "  God  rot  it !  PETER,  pray, 
tt  What  to  the  devil  ftiall  I  fing  or  fay  ?" 

I'll  tell  thee  what  to  fay,  O  tuneful  TOM  : 

Sing  how  a  Monarch,  when  his  fon  was  dying, 
His  gracious  eyes  and  ears  were  edifying, 
By  Abbey  company  and  kettle  drum : 

Leaving  that  fon  to  death  and  the  phyfician, 
Between  two  fires — a  forlorn  hope  condition ; 
Two  poachers,  who  make  man  their  game, 
And,  fpecial  markfmen !  feldom  mifs  their  aim. 

Say,  though  the  Monarch  el  id  not  fee  his  Son, 
He  kept  aloof  through  fatherly  affection  ; 

Determin'd  nothing  fhould  be  done 

To  bring  on  ufelefs  tears,  and  difmal  recollection. 

For  what  can  tears  avail,  and  piteous  fighs  r 

Death  heeds  not  howls  nor  dripping  eyes; 

And  what  are  fighs  and  tears  but  wind  and  water, 

That  fliow  the  leakynefs  of  feeble  nature  ? 

TOM, 
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TOM,  with  my  Jlm^k  thou  wilt  not  quarrel; 
Like  air  and  any  fort  of  drink, 
Whizzing  and  oozing  through  each  chink, 

That  proves  the  weaknefs  of  the  barrel. 

Say  for  the  PRINCE,  when  wet  was  ev'ry  eye, 
And  thoufands  pour'd  to  heav'n  the  pitying  figh 

Devout; 

Say  how  a  KING,  unable  to  diflemble, 
Order'd  Dame  SIDDONS  to  his  houfe,  and  KEM&LE»~ 

To  fpout : 

Gave  them  ice  creams  and  wines,  fo  dear  J 

Deny'd  till  then  a  thimble  full  of  beer ; 

For  which  they've  thank 'd  the  author  of  this  metre, 

Videlicet^  the  moral-mender  PETER, 

Who,  in  his  ODE  ON  ODE,  did  dare  exclaim, 

And  call  fuch  royal  avarice,  a  fhame. 

Say — but  I'll  teach  thee  how  to  make  an  ode; 
Thus  (hail  thy  labours  vifit  FAME'S  abode, 
I/i  company  with  my  immortal  lay ; 
And  look,  TOM — thus  I  fire  away — 


BIRTH-DAY      ODE. 

HPHIS  day,  this  very  day,  gave  birth, 
-*-    Not  to' the  brighteft  Monarch  upon  earth, 
Becaufe  there  are  fome  brighter  and  as  big ; 
Who  love  the  arts  that  noa-n  exalt  to  heav'n  t 
GEORGE  loves  them  alfo,  when  they're  giv'n 
To  four  iegg'd  gentry,  chriften'd  dog  and  pig,* 
Whofe  deeds  in  this  our  wonder-hunting  nation 
Prove  what  a  charming  thing  L>  education. 

*  The  dancing  dogs  and  wife  pig  have  formed  a  confiderable  part  ef 
the  royal  araufcmsat. 

Full 
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Full  of  the  art  of  brewing  beer, 

The  Monarch  heard  of  WHIT-BREAD'S  fame: 
Quoth  he  unto  the  Queen,  "  My  dear,  my  dear, 

"  WHIT  BREAD  hath  got  a  marvellous  great  name ; 
*c  CHARLY,  wemuft,rnuil,rrmft  fee  WHITBREAD  brew— 
"  Rich  as  us,  CHAKLY,  richer  than  a  Tew  : 
"  Shame,  ihame,  we  have  not  yet  his  brewhoufe  feen!" 
Thus  fweetly  faid  the  King  unto  the  Queen ! 

'  Red-hot  with  novelty's  delightful  rage, 
To  TV  lifter  WHITBREAD  forth  he  lent  a  page, 

To  fay  that  Majefly  propos'd  to  view, 
With  thirft  of  wondrous  knowledge  deep  inflam'd, 
<  His  vats,  and  tubs,  and  hops,  and  hogfheads  fam'd, 

And  learn  the  noble  fecret  how  to  breiv* 

Of  fuch  undreamt-of  honour  proud, 
Moll  rev'rently  the  Brewer  bo-.v'd  ; 
So  humbly  (fo  the  humble  ftoiy  goes) 
He  touch'd  e'en  terra  fir  ma  with  his  nofe ; 

Then  faid  unto  the  page,  hight  BILLY  RAMUS, 
**  Happy  are  we  that  our  great  King  fliould  name  us, 
44  As  worthy  unto  Majefly  to  mew, 
"  How  we  poor  Chifwell  people  brew" 

Away  fprung  BILLY  RAMUS  quick  as  thought: 
To  Majelly  the  welcome  tidings  brought, 

How  WHITBREAD  flaring  ftood  like  any  (lake, 
'  And  trembled — then  the  civil  things  he  faid — 
On  which  the  King  did  fmile  and  nod  his  head  ; 

For  Monarchs  like  to  fee  their  fubjefts  quake  : 

Such  horrors  nrito  Kings  moll  pleafant  are, 

Proclaiming  rev'rence  and  humility  : 
High  thoughts  too  all  thole  fnaking  fits  declare 

Of  kingly  grandeur  and  great  capability  ! 

People  of  worfhip,  wealth,  and  birth, 
Look  on  the  humbler  fons  of  earth, 

Indeed  in  a  moil  humble  light,  God  knows ! 

High 
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High  ftations  are  like  Dover's,  tow 'ring  cliffs, 
Where  mips  below  appear  like  little  fkiffs, 
The  people  walking  on  the  ftrand,  like  crows. 

Mufe,  (ing  the  ftir  that  happy  WHI THREAD  made;  " 
Poor  gentleman  !  mod  terribly  afraid 

He  fhould  not  charm  enough  his  guefls  divine  : 
He  gave  his  maids  new  aprons,  gowns,  and  fmocks; 
And,  lo!  two  hundred  pounds  were  fpent  in  frocks, 

To  make  th'  apprentices  and  draymen  fine  : 

Bufy  as  horfes  in  a  field  of  clover, 

Dogs,  cats,  and  chairs,  and  (tools  were  tumbled  over. 

AmkMr.  the  Whitbread  rout  of  preparation, 

To  treat  the  lofty  RU.LER  of  the  nation. 

Now  mov'd  King,  Queen,  and  Princefles  fo  grand, 

To  vifit  the  firft  Brewer  in  the  land  ; 

Who  fomeiimes  fwills  his  beer  and  grinds  his  meat 

In  a  fnug  corner  chriilen'd  Chifwell-ftreet ; 

But  oft'ner  charm 'd  with  fafbionable  air, 

Amidft  the  gaudy  Great  of  Portrrian-fquare. 

Lord  AY-LESBURY,  and  DENBIGH'S  Lord  alfo, 
His  Grace  the  Duke  of  MONTAGUE  like^tfe^ 

With  Lady  HARCoukT,  join'd  the  raree-fliow, 
And  fix'd  all  Smithfieid's  marv'ling  eyes  : 

For,  lo  !  a  greater  fhow  ne'er  grac'd  thofe  quarter?, 

Since  Mary  roafled,  juft  like  crabs,  the  martyrs. 

Arriv'd,  tlie  King  broad  grinn'd,  and  gave  a  nod 
To  fmiling  WHITBREAD,  who,  had  God 

Come  with  his  angels  to  behold  his  beer, 
With  more  refpect  he  never  could  have  met— 
Indeed  the  man  was  in  a  fw.eat, 

So  much  the  Brewer  did  the  King  revere. 

HER  MAJESTY  contrived  to  make  a  dip :  , 

Light  as  a  feather  then  the  King  did  flap, 
And  afk'd  a  thoufand  queitions,  with  a  laugh,  ^ 
Before  poor  WH i TJJRE  AD  comprehended  half. 

Reader  5 
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Reader  !  my  Ode  fliould  have  zjimile — 
Well !  in  Jamaica,  on  a  tam'rind  tree, 

Five  hundred  parrots,  gabbling  juft  like  Jews, 
I've  feen — fuch  noife  the  feather'd  imps  did  make, 
As  made  my  very  pericranium  ache — 

Afking.and  telling  parrot  news : 

Thus  was  the  brewhoufe  fill'd  with  gabbling  noife, 
Whilft  draymen  and  the  Brewer's  boys, 

Devoured  the  queftions  that  the  King  didafk: 
In  diff  'rent  parties  were  they  flaring  feen, 
Wond'ring  to  think  they  faw  a  King  and  Queen  ! 

Behind  a  tub  were  fome,  and  fome  behind  a  cafk. 

Some  draymen  forc'd  themfelves  (a  pretty  luncheon) 
Into  the  mouth  of  many  a  gaping  puncheon ; 
And  through  the  bung-hole  wink'd  with  curious  eye, 
To  view,  and  be  aflur'd  what  fort  of  things 
Were  Princefles,  and  Queens,  and  Kings, 
For  whofe  moft  lofty  ftation  thoufands  figh  ! 
And,  lo  !  of  ah1  the  gaping  puncheon  clan, 
Few  were  the  mouths  that  had  not  got  a  maul 

Now  MAJEST.Y  into  a  pump  fo  deep 
Did  with  an  opera-glafs  fo  curious  peep  ; 
Examining  with  care  each  wondrous  matter 
That  brought  up  water  ! 

Thus  have  I  feen  a  magpie  in  the  flreet, 
A  chattering  bird  we  often  meet, 
A  bird  for  curiofity  well  known  j 

With  head  awry, 

And  cunning  eye, 
Peep  knowingly  into  a  marrow -bone. 

And  now  his  curious  M y  did  floop 

To  count  the  nails  on  ev'ry  hoop ; 

And,  lo  !  no  fingle  thing  came  in  his  way, 

That,  full  of  deep  refearch,  he  did  not  fay, 

VOL,  I.  F  f  «  Whaf 
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"  What's  this?    has,    hae.^  what's    that?    what's  thkf 

"  what's  that  ?" 

So  quick  the  words  too,  when  he  deign'd  to  fpeak, 
As  if  each  fyllable  would  break  its  neck. 

Thus,  to  the  world  ofgreaf  whilft  others  crawl, 
Our  Sovereign  peeps  into  the  world  of /mall : 
Thus  microfccpic  geniufes  explore 

Things  that  too  oft  provoke  the  public  fcorn^ 
Yet  fweli  of  ufeful  knowledges  the  ftore, 

JBy  finding  fyftems  ia  a  pepper-corn, 

"Now  boating  WHITBRE  AD  ferious  did  declare, 
To  make  the  Majefty  of  England  flare, 
That  he  had  butts  enough,  he  knew, 
Plac'd  fide  by  fide,  to  reach  along  to  Kew : 
On  which  the  King  with  wonder  fwiftly  cry '3, 
"  What,  if  they  reach  to  Kew  then,  fide  by  fide, 

"  What  would  they  do,  what,   what,   plac'd  end  to 

"  end?" 

To  whom,  with  knitted  calculating  brow, 
The  Man  of  Beer  mofl  folemnly  did  vow, 

Almoft  to  Windfor  that  they  would  extend; 
•On  which  the  King,  with  wond'ring  mien, 
Repeated  it  unto  the  wond'ring  Queen  : 
On  which,  quick  turning  round  his  halter'd  head, 
The  Brewer's  horfe,  with  face  aftonifh'd,  neigh'd ; 
The  Brewer's  dog  too  pour'd  a  note  of  thunder, 
Rattled  his  chain,  and  wagg'eb  his  tail  for  wonder. 

Now  did  the  King  for  other  beers  inquire, 
For Calvert's,  Jordan's,  Thrale's  entire; 
And,  after  talking  of  thefe  diff 'rent  beers, 
Afk'd  WHITBREAD  if  his  porter  equall'd  theirs? 

This  was  a  puzzling,  difagreeing  queftion, 
Grating  like  arfenic  on  his  hoft's  digeftion.j 
A  kind  of  queftion  to  the  Man  of  Cafk 
That  not  ev'n  Solomon  himftlf  would  aft. 

Now 
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Now  Majefty,  alive  to  knowledge,  took 
A  very  pretty  memorandum-book, 
With  gilded  leaves  of  afles'  Ikin  fo  white, 
And  in  it  legibly  began  to  write  — 

Memorandum. 

A  charming  place  beneath  the  grates 
For  roafting  chefnuts  or  potates. 

Mem. 

'Tis  hops  that  give  a  bitternefs  to  beer  — 

Hops  grow  in  Kent,  fays  WHITBRB  AD,  and  eifewhere. 


Is  there  no  cheaper  fluff?  where  doth  it  dwell? 
Would  not  hone-aloes  bitter  it  as  well? 

Mem. 

To  try  it  foon  on  our  fmall  beer  — 
'Twill  fave  us  fev'ral  pounds  a  year. 

Mem. 

To  remember  to  forget  to  afk 

Old  WHITBREAD  to  my  houfe  one  day, 

Mem. 

Not  to  forget  to  take  of  beer  the  cafk, 
The  Brewer  offer'd  me  away. 

Now  having  pencill'd  his  remarks  fo  flirewd, 

Sharp  as  the  point  indeed  of  a  new  pin, 
His  IVJajefty  his  watch  molt  fagely  view'd, 

And  then  put  up  his  afles'  Ikin. 

To  WHITBREAD  now  deign'd  Majefty  to  fay, 
"  WHITBREAD,  are  all  your  horfes  fond  of  hay?" 
"  Yes,  pleafe  your  Majefty,"  in  humble  notes, 
The  Brewer  anfoer'd—  "  alfo,  Sir,  of  oats  ; 

F  f  a  "  Another 
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"  Another  thing  my  horfes  too  maintains, 

"  And  that,  an't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  are  grains." 

M  Grains,  grains,"  faid  Majefty,  to  fill  their  crops  ? 
44  Grains,    grains  ?-— that  comes  from  hops — yes,    hops. 
"  hops,  -hops  ?» 

Here  was  the  King,  like  hounds  fometimes,  at  fault — 
"  Sire/'  cry'd  the  humble  Brewer,  ••  give  me  leave 
"  Your  facred  Majefty  to  undeceive  ; 

**  Grains,  Sire,  are  never  made  from  hops,  but  malt." 

**  Tru^,"  faid  the  cautious  Monarch,  with  a  fmile ; 
*'  From  malt,  malt,  malt — I  meant  malt  all  the  while.'* 
44  Yes,"  with  the  fweeteft  bow,  rejoin'd  the  Brewer, 
"  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  you  did,  I'm  fare." 
"  Yes,"  anfwer'd  Majefty,  with  quick  reply, 
'«  I  did,  I  did,  I  did,  I, 'I,  I,  I." 

Now  this  was  wife  in  WHITER  PAD — here  we  find 

A  very  pretty  knowledge  of  mankind  : 

As  Monarchs  never  muft  be  in  the  lurong^ . 

'Twas  really  a  bright  thought  in  WHIT  BREAD'S  tongue, 

To  tell  a  little  fib,  or  fome  fuch  thing, 

To  fave  the  finking  credit  of  a  King. 

Some  Brewers,  in  a  rage  of  information, 
Proud  to  inftrucl  the  RULER  of  a  Nation, 

Had  on  the  folly  dwelt,  to  feem  dajnn'd  clever ! 
Now,  what  had  been  the  confequence  ?  Too  plain  ! 
The  man  had  cut  his  confequence  in  twain  ; 

The  King  had  hated  the  ivife  fool  for  ever  ! 

Reader,  whene'er  thou  doft  efpy  a  nofe 

That  bright  with  many  a  ruby  glows, 

That  noie  thou  may'ft  pronounce,  nay  fafely  fwear, 

Is  nurs'd  on  fomething  better  than  fmall-becr. 

Thus  when  thou  findeft  Kings  in  brewing  wife, 

Or  Nat'ral  HifFry  holding  lofty  ftation, 
Thou  may'ft  conclude,  with  marv'ling  eyes, 

Such  Kings  have  had  a  goodly  education. 

Now 
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Now  did  the  King  admire  the  bell  fo  fine, 
That  daily  afks  the  draymen  all  to  dine  ; 
On  which  the  bell  rung  out  (how  very  proper!) 
To  fhow  it  was  a  bell,  and  had  a  clapper. 

And  now  before  their  Sovereign's  curious  eye, 
Parents  and  children,  fine,  fat,  hopeful  fprigs, 

Allfnuffling,  fquinting,  grunting  in  their  ftye, 
Appear'd  the  Brewer's  tribe  of  handfome  pigs : 

On  which  th'  obfervant  man,  who  fills  a  throne, 

Declar'd  the  pigs  were  vaftly  like  his  own : 

On  which  the  Brewer,  fwallow'd  up  in  joys, 
Tears  and  aftonifhment  in  both  his  eyes, 
His  foul  brim  full  of  fentiinents  fo  loyal, 

Exclaim'd,  "  O  heav'ns  !  and  can  my  fwine' 

"  Be  deem'd  by  Majefty  fo  fine  ! 
"  Heav'ns !    can  my  pigs    compare,     Sire,    with    pigs 

"  royal  !" 

To  which  the  King  aflented  with  a  nod  ; 
On  which  the  Brewer  bow'd,  and  faid,  "  Good  God  !" 
Then  wink'd  fignificant  on  Miss  ; 
Significant  of  wonder  and  of  blifs; 

Who,  bridling  in  her  chin  divine, 
Crofs'd  her  fair  hands,  a  dear  old  maid,- 
And  then  her  loweft  curt'fy  made 

For  fiich  high  honour  dons  her  father's  fwine. 

Now  did  his  Majefty  fo  gracious  fay,  - 

To  Mifter  WHITBREAD,  in  his  flying  way, 

*'  WHIT  ERE  AD,    d'ye  nick  th'  Excifemen  now  and 

"  then? 
T  WHITER  E  A  D,  when  d'ye  think  to  leave  off  trade  ? 

what?  Mifs  WHU  BREAD'S  ftill  a  maid,  a  maid  > 
t*  What,  what's  the  matter  with  the  men  ? 

**  D'ye  hunt ! — hae,  hunt  ?  No,  QO,  you  are  too  o/<7— 
"  You'll  be  Lord  May'r — Lord  Mayrr  one  day — 

"  Yes,  yes,  I've  heard  io— -  yes,  yes,  fo  I'm  told: 
64  Don't,  don't  the  fine  for  Sheriff  pay : 

r  f  3  ru 
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"  I'll  prick  you  ev'ry  year,  marl,  I  declare : 
"  Yes,     WHITE  RE  AD — yes,     yes — you    lhall   be  Lord 
"  May'r. 

*;  WHITBREAD,  d'ye  keep  a  coach,  or  job  one,  pray? 

"  Job,  job,  that's  cheaper!  ;  yes,  that's  beft,  that's  belt. 
"  Yon  put  yourliv'ries  on  the  draymen — hae? 

"  Hae,  WHITBREAD?    you  have  feather'd  well  your 

"  neft. 

"  What,  what's  the  price  now,  hae,  of  all  your  flock  ? 
"  But,    WHITBREAD,     what's    o'clock,    pray,    what's 
"  o'clock?" 

Now  WHITBREAD  inward  faid,  "  May  I  be  curft 
"  If  I  know  what  to  anfwer  firft ;" 

Then  fearch'd  his  brains  with  ruminating  eye  : 
But  e'er  the  Man  of  Malt  an  anfwer  found, 
Quick  on  his  heel,  lo,  MAJESTY  turn'd  round, 

Skipp'd  off,  and  baulk'd  the  honour  of  reply. 

Kings  in  inquifitivenefs  mould  be  ftrong — 

From  curiofity  doth  wifdom  flow  : 
For  'tis  a  maxim  I've  adopted  long,  -    , 

The  more  a  man  inquires,  the  more  he'll  know. 

Reader,  didft  ever  fee  a  water- fpout  ? 

'Tis  poflible  that  thou  wilt  anfwer,  "  No." 
Well  then  !  he  makes  a  moft  infernal  rout ; 

Sucks,  like  an  elephant,  the  waves  below, 
With  huge  probofcis  reaching  from  the  fky, 
As  if  he  meant  to  drink  the  ocean  dry : 
At  length  fo  full  he  can't  hold  one  drop  more- 
He  bnrfts — down  rufh  the  waters  with  a  roar 
On  forne  poor  boat,  or  (loop,  or  brig,  or  fhip, 
And  almoit  finks  the  waiid'rer  of  the  deep  : 
Thus  have  I  feen  a  Monarch  at  reviews 
Suck  from  the  tribe  of  officers  the  news, 
Then  bear  in  triumph  off  eachtfjoitdr'jus  matter, 
And  foufe  it  on  the  Queen  with  iuch  a  clatter  ! 

3  I  always 
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I  always  would  advife  folks  to  afk  queftions; 

For,  truly,  queftions  are  the  keys  of  knowledge : 
Soldiers,  who  forage  for  the  mind's  digeftions, 

Cut  figures  at  th'  Old  Bailey,  and  at  College ; 
Make  Chancellors,  Chief  Juftices,  and  Judges, 
E'en  of  theloweft  green- bag  drudges. 

The  fages  fay,  Dame  TRUTH  delights  to  dwell, 
Strange  manfion  !  in  the  bottom  of  a  well. 
Queftions  are  then  the  windlafs  and  the  rope 
That  pull  the  grave  old  gentlewoman  up : 
*Damn  jokes  then,  and  unmannerly  fuggeftions, 
Reflecting  upon  Kings  for  afldng  queftioris. 

Now  having  well  employ 'd  his  royal  lungs 

On  nails,  hoops,  ftaves,  pumps,  barrels,  and  their  bungs, 

The  King  and  Co.  fat  down  to  a  collation 

Of  flefli  and  filh,  and  fowl  of  ev'ry  nation. 

Dire  was  the  clang  of  plates,  of  knife  and  fork, 

That  merc'lefs  fell  like  tomahawks  to  work, 

And  fearlefs  fcalp'd  the  fowl,  the  fifli,  and  cattle, 

Whilft  WH!TBREAD,  in  the  rear,  beheld  the  battle. 

The  conqu'ring  Monarch,  (lopping  to  take  breath 
Amidft  the  regiments  of  death, 

Now  turn'd  to  WHITBREAD  with  complacent  round, 
And,  merry,  thus  addrefs'd  the  Man  of  Beer  : 
'*  WHITBREAD,  is't  true  ?  I  hear,  I  hear 

"  You're  of  an  ancient  family — renown'd — 
"  What  ?  what  ?  I'm  told  that  you're  a  limb 
*'  Of  PYM,$  the  famous  fellow  PYM  : 
"  W'.at,  WHJTBREAD,  is  it  true  what  people  fay? 
"  Son  of  a  Round-head  are  you  ?  hze  ?  hae  ?  hae  ? 
*4  I'm  told  that  you  fend  Bibles  to  your  votes — 

*'  A  fnufflhig  round-headed  lbc;et\  — 
"  Pray'r-books  inflead  of  calli  to  bny  them  coats — 

t{  Bunyans,  and  Practices  of  Piety : 

*  This  alludes  to  il  c  lats  Dr.   }ohnf.in'{-  laugh  on  a  Great  Perfonage, 
for  a  laudable  curiofuy  in  the  Queen's  library  fome  years  fmce. 

1  His  Majclty  here  made  a  miftakc — Pym  was  his  wife's  relation. 

«  Your 
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"  Your  Bedford  votes  would  wifh  to  change  their  fare 

"  Rather  fee  cafti — yes,  yes — than  books  of  pray'r. 

"  Thirtieth  of  January  don't  you  feed  ? 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  eat  calf's  head,  you  eat  calf's  head." 

Now  having  wonders  done  on  flefh,  fowl,  fifh, 
Whole  hofts  o'erturn'd — and  feiz'd  on  all  fupplies ; 

The  royal  vifitors  exprefs'd  a  wim 

To  turn  to  Houfe  of  Buckingham  their  eyes. 

But  firft  the  Monarch,  fo  polite, 

Alk'd  Mifter  WHITBREAD  if  he'd  be  *  Knight. 

Unwilling  in  the  lift  to  be  enroll'd, 
WHITBREAD  contemplated  the  Knights 
Then  to  his  generous  Sov 'reign  made  a  leg, 

And  faid,  "  He  was  afraid  he  was  too  old.  , 
"  He  thank'd  however  his  moft  gracious  King, 
"  Eor  offering  to  make  him  fuck  a  THING." 

But,  ah!  a  different  reafon  'twas,  I  fear! 
It  was  not  age  that  made  the  Man  of  Beer 

Thuf  proflfer'd  honour  of  the  Monarch  fiiun  : 
The  tale  of  JVTarg'ret's  knife,  and  royal  fright, 
Had  almoft  made  him  damn  the  name  of  Knight, 

A  tale  that  farrow'd  fuch  a  world  of  fun. 

He  mock'd  the  pray'r  *  too  by  the  King  appointed, 

Ev'n  by  himfelf  the  Lord's  Anointed  : 

A  foe  to  f aft  too,  is  he,  let  me  tell  ye ; 
And  though  a  Prefbyterian,  cannot  think 
Heav'n  (quarrelling  with  meat  and  drink) 

Joys  in  the  grumble  of  a  hungry  belly  ! 

Now  from  the  table  with  Caefarean  air 

Up  rofe  the  Monarch  with  his  laurell'd  brow, 

When  Mifter  WHITBREAD,  waiting  on  his  chair, 
Exprefs'd  much  thanks,  much  joy,  and  made  a  bow, 

*  For  the  miraculous  efc ape  from  a  poor  innocent  infane  woman, 
who  only  held  out  a  fmall  knife  in  a  pkce  of  white  paper>  £br  her  Sove 
reign  to  view. 
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[ifs  WHITBREAD  now  fo  thick  her  curtfies  drops, 
Thick  as  her  honour'd  father's  Kentifh  hops  ; 
Which  hoplike  curtfies  were  return'd  by  dips 
That  never  hurt  the  royal  knees  and  hips  ; 

For  hips  and  knees  of  Queens  are  facred  things-,. 
That  only  bend  on  gala  days 

Before  the  beft  of  Kings, 
When  Odes  of  triumph  found  his  praife.— 

Now  through  a  thund'ring  peal  of  kind  huzzas 
Proceeding  ibme  from  *  hir'd  and  ««hir'd  jaws, 

The  raree-fhow  thought  proper  to  retire ; 
Whiift  WHITBREAD  and  his  daughter  fair 
Survey'dall  Chifwell-ftreet  with  lofty  air  j 

For,  Jo  1  they  felt  themielvcs  fome  fix  feet  higher  1 


SUCH,  THOMAS,  is  the  way  to  write ! 
Thus  fhouldit  thou  Birth-day  Songs  indite; 
Then  flick  to  earth,  and  leave  the  lofty  fky : 
No  more  of  ti  turn  tum>  and  ti  turn  ti. 

Thus  fliould  an  honeft  Laureat  write  of  Kings— 

Not  praife  them  for  imaginary  things  ;. 

I  own  I  cannot  make  my  ihibborn  rhyme 

Call  ev'ry  King  a  character  fublime ; 

For  CONSCIENCE  will  not  fuffer  me  to  wander 

So  very  widely  from  the  paths  of  CANDOUR. 

*  When  his  Majefty  goes  to  a  playhoufe,  or  brewhoufe,  or  parlia 
ment,  the  Lord  Chamberlain  provides  fomc  jjounds- worth  of  MOB  to- 
huzza  their  beloved  Monarch.  At  the  playhoufe  about  forty  wide- 
mouthed  fellows  are  hired  on  the  night  of  their  Majefties  appearance,  at 
two  Shillings  and  fix  pence  per  h  *ad,  with  the  liberty  of  feeing  the  play 
gratis.  Thefe  Stento-s  are  placed  in  different  parts  of  the  Theatre,  who, 
immediately  on  the  Royal  entry  into  the  Stage  Box,  fet  up  their  howl 
of  loyalty;  to  whom  their  Majefties,  with  fwecteft  fmilcs,  acknow 
ledge  the  obligation  by  a  genteel  bow^  a  id  an  elegant  curtfy.  This 
congratulatory  noife  of  the  S tenters  is  looked  on  by  many,,  particularly 
country  ladies  and  gentlemen,  as  an  infallible  thermometer,  afcertaining 
the  warmth  of  the  national  regard. 

I  know 
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I  know  full  well  fome  Kings  are  to  be  feen, 

To  whom  my  verfe  fo  bold  would  give  the  fpleen, 

Should  that  bold  verfe  declare  they  wanted  brain;. 
I  won't  fay  that  they  never  brain  polfefs'd — 
They  may  have  been  with  fuch  a  prefent  blefs'd, 

And  therefore  fancy  that  fomey?///  remains  j 
For  ev'ry  well-experienc'd  furgeon  knows 

That  men  who  with  their  legs  have  parted, 
Swear  they  have  felt  a  pain  in  all  their  toes9 

And  often  at  the  twinges  ftarted  ; 
Then  ftar'd  upon  their  oaken  flumps,  in  vain  f 
Fancying  the  toes  were  all  come  back  again. 

"If  men  then,  who  their  abfent  toes  have  mourn'dr 
Can  fancy  thofe  fame  toes  at  times  returu'd  j 
So  Kings,  in  matters  of  intelligences, 
May  fancy  they  have  {tumbled  on  their  fenfes. 

Yes,  TOM — mine  is  the  way  of  writing  Ode- 
Why  liftefl  thou  thy  pious  eyes  to  God  ? 
Strange  difappointment  in  thy  looks  I  read ; 

And  now  I  hear  thee  in  proud  triumph  cry, 
"  Is  this  an  action,  PETER,  this  a  deed 

"  To  raife  a  Monarch  to  the  Iky  ? 
"  Tubs,    porter,    pumps,   vats,  'all  the  WHITBREAI 

"  throng, 
"  Rare  things  to  figure  in  the  MUSE'S  fong  !" 

THOMAS,  I  here  proteft  I  want  no  quarrels 
On  Kings  and  Brewers,  porter,  pumps  and  barrels- 
Far  from  the  dove-like  PETER  be  fuch  itrife  ! 
But  this  I  tell  thee,  THOMAS,,  for  a  faft— 

Thy  Csefar  never  did  an  aft 
More  wife,  more  glorious  in  his  life. 

Now  God  preferve  all  wonder-hunting  Kings, 

Whether  at  Windfor,  Buckingham,  or  Kew-houfe  ; 

And  may  they  never  do  more  foolifh  things 

Than  vifiting  SAM  WHITBREAD  and  his  brewhoufe  ! 
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*C  LIFE  !  Thomas,  what  hath  fwallow'd  all  the  praife  ? 
^  Of  royal  virtues  not  the  flighteft  mention  ! 
Strung,  like  mock  pearl,  fo  lately  on  thy  lays  ! 
Tell  me,  a  bankrupt^  TOM,  is  thy  invention? 

How  couldftthou-fo  thy  PATRON'S  fame  forget, 
As  not  to  pay,  of  praife,  the  annual  debt  ? 

WHITEHEAD  and  GIBBER,  all  the  Laureat  throng,. 
To  FAME'S  fair  Temple,  twice  a  year,  prefented 
Some  royal  virtues,  real  or  invented, 

In  all  the  grave  fublimity  of  fong. 


Heralds  fo  kind,  for  many  a  chance-born 

Creeping  from  cellars,  juft  like  fir  ils  from  earth,. 

Or  moles,  or  field-mice,  ftealing  into  light, 
Forge  Arms',  to  prove  a  loftinefs  of  birth  ; 

Tracing  of  each  ambitions  Sir  and  Madam 

The  branches  to  the  very  trunk  of  ADAM. 

Then  why  not  thou,  the  herald,  TOM,  of  rhyme, 
Still  bid  thy  Royal  Matter  foar  fublime? 
Bards  fhine  in  fi&ion  ;  then  how  flight  a  thing 
To  make.  a,  coat  of  merit  for  a  King  ! 

G  g.2-  Know? 
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Know,  General  CARPENTER  had  been  a  theiftfc 
For  furnifhing  a  pretty  lyric  dream  ; 

Once  a  monopolirt  of  nod  and  fmile  ; 
Of  broken  fentences  and  queftions  rare, 
Of  mipfnap  whifpers  fweet,  and  grin,  and  flare, 

For  which  thy  MUSE  would  travel  many  a  mile. 

But  lo  !  the  General,  for  a  crying  fin, 
Loft  broken  fentences,  arid  nod,  and  grin, 

And  Hare  and  ihipfnap  of  the  beft  of  Kings  j 
The  fin,  the  crying  fin,  of  rambling 
"Where  Ofnaburgh's  good  Bifhop,  gambling, 

Loft  fome  few  golden  feathers  from  his  wings  ; 
Which  made  th'  unlucky  General  run  and  drovvn.-« 
Such  were  the  horrors  of  the  royal  frown  ! 
For  lo  !  His  M  --  Y  moft  roundly  fwore 
He'd  md  to  General  CARPENTER  no  more. 

Oh  !  glorious  Jove  of  all-commanding  money  ! 
Dear  to  fome  Monarchs,  as  to  Bruin,  honey  ; 
Dear  as  to  gamblers,  pigeons  fit  to  pluck  ;  ' 
Or  fhow'rs  to  hackney-coachmen  or  a  duuk  ! 

THOMAS,  thy  lyrics  might  have  prak'd  the  King 
For  making  i'inners  mind  the  Sabbath  day, 

Bidding  the  idle  fons  of  pipe  and  firing, 

Inftead  of  fcraping  jigs,  (ing  pfalms  and  pray  ; 

Thus  piouily  (againlt  their  inclination) 

Dragooning  foms  unto  falvation. 

The  MONARCH  gave  up  Mifter  JOAH  BATE, 
With  that  fweet  nightingale  his  lovely  MATE  j 

Who  with  the  organ  and  ONE  fiddle 
Made  up  a  concert  every  Sunday  night  t 
Thus  yielding  MAJESTIES  fupreme  delight 

Who  relifh  cheapnefs  e'en  in  tweedie 


For  NATURE  formeth  oft  a  kind 
Of  money-loving,  fcraping,  fave-  all  mind, 
That  happy  glorieth  in  the  nat'ral  thought 
Of  getting  every  thing  for  nought  ; 

From 


TO    BROTHER    TOM.  34* 

From  Delhi's  diamonds  to  a  Briftol  ftone; 

From  royal  eagles  to  a  fqualling  parrot ; 
From  bulls  of  Bafan  to  a  marrow-bone ; 

From  rich  ananas  to  a  mawkifh  carrot : 
And  getting  things  for  nought ,  we  all  nmft  fay,  • 
If  not  the  noble/I^  is  the  chtapeft  way. 

And  often  NATURE  manufactures  fluff 
That  thinks  it  never  hath  enough ; 
Hoarding  up  treafure — never  once  enjoying— 

Such  is  the  compofition  of  fame  fouls  ! 
Like  jackdaws  all  their  cunning  art  employing, 

In  hiding  knives,  and  forks,  and  fpoons  in  holes. 

Lo  !  by  the  pious  MONARCH'S  Proclamation, 
The  courtier  Amateurs  of  thi^fair  nation 

On  Sundays  con  their  Bibles — make  no  riot — 
The  ftubborn  UXBRIDGE,  mufic-loving  Lord, 
Pays  dumb  obedience  to  the  royal  word, 

And  bids  the  inftruments  lie  quiet. . 

Sweet  Miftrefs  WALSINGHAM  is  forc'd  to  pray,  , 
And  turn  her  eyes  up,  much  againft  her  will ;  , 

SANDWICH  fings  pfalms  too,  in  his  pious  way;  , 
And  Lady  YOUNG  forbears  the  tuneful  trill 5 . 

And  very  politic  is  Lady  Young  : 

A  hulband  muft  not  fuffer  for  a  fong. 

The  gentle  EXETER  his  treat  gave  up, 
So  us'd  upon  the  fweet  repafl  to  fup ; 
As  eager  for  his  Sunday's  quaver  difh, 
As  cats  and  rav'nous  Aldermen  for  fifh. 

Lord  BRUDENELL,  too,  a  Lord  with  lofty  nofe,  , 
Bringing  to  mind  a  verfe  the  world  well  knows  j 

Againft  fublimity  that  rath'er  wars; 
Which  in  an  almanack  all  eyes  may  fee : 
"  GOD  gave  to  man  an  upright  form,  that  he 
"  Might  view  the  ftars." 

G  g  5  I  % 
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I  fay  this  watchful  LORI>,  who  boafts  the  knack. 
Behind  His  Sacred  Majefty's  great  back, 

Of  placing  for  his  latter  end  a  chair 
Better  than  any  Lord  (fo-  fays  FAME'S  trump) 
That  ever  waited  on  the  royal  rump, 

So  fwift  his  motions,  and  fo  fweet  his  air ; 

Who,  if  His  Majefty  but  cough  or  hiccup, 
Trembles  for  fear  the  King  fiiould  kick  up ; 
Drops,  with  concern,  his  jaw — with  horror  freezes— 
Or  fmiles  "  God  blefs  you,  SIRE,"  whene'er  he  fneezes* 
This  LORD,  I  fay,  uprais'd  his  convert  chin, 
And  curs'd  the  concert  for  a  crying  fin. 

King  WAT  K.YN,  from  the  land  of  leeks  and  cheefe, 

With  fighs,  forbore  his  bafs  to  feize ; 
With  huge  concern  he  dropp'd  his  Sunday  airs, 
And  grumbl'd  out  in  WdJIi  his  thanklefs  pray'rs. 
The  bafs,  indeed,   Te  Deum  fung, 
Glad  on  the  willows  to  be  hung. 

And  really  'twas  a  very  nafral  cafe — 

Poor,  inoffenfive  bafs ! 

For  when  King  WAT  KYN  fcrubbeth  him— alack  1 
The  inftrument,  like  one  upon  the  rack, 
Sendeth  forth  horrid,  Inquifition  groans  t 

Enough  to  pierce  the  hearts  of  (tones ! 

Thus  though  in  concert  politics  the  Knight 
Battled  with  Miftrefs  WALSINGHAM  outright  • 
Yet  both  agreed  to  lift  their  palms, 
JCot  in  hostilities,  but  finging  pfalms. 

SALISBURY  was  alfo  order'd  to  reform, 
Who,  with  my  Lady,  thought  it  vailly  odd, 

Thus  to  be  forc'd,  like  failors'  in  a  ftorm, 
Againft  their  wills  to  pray  to  God. 

Thus  did  the  royal  mandate,  through  the  town, 
Knock  nearly  ail  the  Sunday  concerts  down  ! 

Great 
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Great-a&  !  ere  long  'twill  be  a  fin  and  fliame 
For  cats  to  warble  out  an  am'rous  flame ! 
Dogs  fhall  be  whipped  for  making  love  on  Sunday, 
Who  very  well  may  put  it  off  to  Monday- 

Nay,  more  the  royal  piety  to  prove. 
And  aid  the  pureft  of  all  pure  religions, 
To  Bridewell  mall  be  fent  all  cooing  pigeons, 

And  cocks  and  hens  be  lafh'd  for  making  love : 
Sparrows  and  wrens  be  mot  from  barns  and  houfesy 
For  being  barely  civil  to  their  fpoufes. 

Poor  Sir  JOHN  DICK  was,  lamb-like,  heard  to  bleat 
At  lofing  fuch  a  Sunday's  treat — 

Sir  JOHN,  the  happy  owner  of  a  ftar — 
Which  radiant  honour  on  furtouts  be  flitches ; 

Lamenting  fafhion  doth  not  flretch  fo  far 
As  fewing  them  on  waiflcoats  and  on  breeches ; 
Which  thus  would  pour  a  blaze  of  filver  day, 
And  make  the  Knight  a  perfect  milky  way. 

Yet  HAMPDEN,  CHOLMOND'LY,  thofe  fmful  fhavers, 
Rebellious,  riot  in  their  Sabbath  quavers  ; 
Thus  flying  in  the  face  of  our  GREAT  KING, 
Profane  God's  refting  day  with  wind  and  ftring ; 
Whiift  on  the  Terrace,  'midft  his  German  band, 
On  Sunday  evenings  GEORGE  is  pleas'd  to  flaud; 
Contented  with  a  Jimple  tune  alone, 
"  God  fave  great  George  our  King,"  or  Bobbing  Joanj 

Whiift  CHERUBS,  leaning  from  their  ftarry  height, 
Wink  at  each  other,  and  enjoy  the  fight ; 

And  SATAN,  from  a  lurking  hole, 

Fond  of  a  feeming-godly  foul, 
His  eyes  and  ears  fcarce  able  to  believe, 
Laughs  in  his  fleeve. 

Stay,  Mufe — the  mention  of  the  German  band 
Bringeth  a  tale  oppreflive  to  my  hand, 
Relating  to  a  tribe  of  German  boys, 
Whofe  horrid  fortune  made  fome  little  noife ; 

Sent 


344  BROTHER    PETER 

Sent  fcr  to  take  of  Englifhmen  the  places, 

Who,  gall'd  by  fuch  hard  treatment,  made  wry  faces. 

Sent  for  they  were,  to  feed  in  fields  of  clover •, 

To  feaft  upon  the  Coldft ream  regiment's  fat: 
Swift  with  their  empty  ftomachs  they  flew  over, 

And  wider  than  a  Kevenhuller  hat. 
But  ah  !  their  knives  no  veal  nor  mutton  carv'd  ! 
To  feafts  they  went  indeed,  but  went  and  flared! 
Their  Matters,  raptur'd  with  the  tuneful  treat, 
Forgot  muficians,  like  themfelves,  could  eat. 
Thus  the  poor  woodcock  leaves  his  frozen  fhores, 
When  tyrant  Winter  'midft  his  tempefts  roars  : 
Invited  by  our  milder  fky,  he  roves ; 
Views  the  pure  ftreams  with  joy,  and  fhelt'ring  groves, 
And  in  one  hour,  oh  !  fad  reverfe  of  fate  ! 
Is  fliot,  and  fmokes  upon  a  poacher's  plate ! 

Thus  ending  a  fweet  epifodic  ft  rainy 

I  turn,  dear  THOMAS,  to  thy  Ode  again. 

What !  make  a  difti  to  balk  thy  matter's  gums ! 

A  pudding,  and  forget  the  plums  ! 
Mercy  upon  us !  what  a  cook  art  thou ! 
Dry  e?en  already  ! — what  a  fad  milch  cow  ! — 
Who  gav'ft,  at  firft,  of  fame  fuch  flowing  pails  ! — 
Say,  THOMAS,  what  thy  lyric  udder  aids? 

Since  truth  belongs  not  to  the  laureat  trade, 

'Tis  ftrange,  'tis  paffing  ftrange,  thou  didft  not  flatter; 

Speak — in  light  money  were  thy  wages  paid  ? 
Or  was1  thy  pipe  of  fack  half  fill'd  with  water  ? 

Or  haft  thou,  TOM,  been  cheated  of  thy  dues  ? 

Or  hath  a  qualm  of  confcience  touch'd  thy  Mufe  ? 

Thou  might'ft  have  prais'd  for  dignity  of  pride 
Difplay'd  not  long  ago  among  the  COOKS  : 
Searching  the  kitchen  with  fagacious  looks  ; 

Wigs,  chriften'dy?;-tf/f/;<?.f?  on  their  heads,  hefpied. 


To 
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To  tii id  a  wig  on  a  cook's  bead, 

Jnfl  tike  a  wig  that  grac'd  his  own,, 
Was  verily  a  fight  too  dread  ! — 

Enough  to  turn  a  King  to  flone ! 

On  which,  in  language  of  his  very  left, 

His  Majefty  his  royal  ire  exprefs'd. 
**  How,  how  !  what!  Cooks  wear fcratc/ies  juft  like  me!— * 
"  Strange  !  flrange  !'  yes,  yes,  I  fee,  I  fee,  I  fee — 
"  Fine  fellows  to  wear  fcratches !  yes,  no  doubt— 
"  I'll  have  no  more — no  more  when  mine's  worn  out— 
"  Hse  !  pretty  !  pretty  !  pretty  too  it  looks 
"  To  iee  my  fcratches  upon  Cooks.  /"" 

And  lo  !  as  he  had  threatened  all  fo  big, 

As  foon  as  ever  he  wore  out  the  wig, 

He  with  2i  pig-tail  deign'd  his  head  to  match ! 

Nor  more  prqfan'd  his  temples  with  ascRATcn! 

THOMAS,  I  fee  mv  fong  thy  feelings  grate— 
Thou  think'ft  I'm  joking;  that  the  King's  my  hate* 

The  world  may  call  me  liar,  but  fincerely 
I  love  him — for  a  partner,  love  him  dearly ; 
Whilft  his  great  name  is  on  theferme,  I'm  fure 
My  credit  with  the  Public  is  fecure. 

Ves,  beef  fliall  grace  ray  fpitr  and  ale  fhall  flow^ 
As  long  as  it  continues  George  and  Co*  j 
That  is  to  fay,  in  plainer  metre, 
George 'and  Peter. 

Yet,  as  fome  little  money  I  have  mnde, 
I've  thoughts  of  turning  'Syuire,  and  quitting  trade : 
This  in  my  mind  I've  frequently  revolv'd  j 
And  in  fix  months,  or  fo, 

For  all  I  know, 
The  partnerfhip  may  be  diflblv'd. 

What- 
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Whate'er  thou  think'ft — howe'er  the  world  may  carp,. 

THOMAS,  Pm  far  from  hating  our  good  King ; 
Yes,  yes,  or  may  I  thrum  no'more  my  harp, 

As  DA vi D  fwore,  who  touch'd  fo  well  the  ftring— ~ 
No,  ToiM  ;  the  idol  of  thy  fweet  devotion 
Excites  not  HATE,  whatever  elfe  th'  emotion. 

To  write  a  book  on  the  Sublime,  I  own, 
Were  I  a  bookfeller,  I  would  not  hire  him  j 

Yet,  fhould  I  hate  the  man  who  fills  a  throne, 
Becaufe,  forfooth,  I  can't  admire  him  ? 

Hate  him,  becaiife,  ambitious  of  a  name, 
He  thinks  to  rival  e'en  the  PRINCE  in  fame  ? 
A  Prince  of  Science — in  the  arts  fo  chafte  !— 
A  giant  to  him  in  the  world  of  tafte ; 
Who  from  an  envious  cloud  one  day  fhall  fpringj 
And  prove  that  dignity  may  clothe  a  King. 

Who,  when  by  Fortune  fix'd  on  Britain's  throne, 
Wherever  merit,  humble  plant,  is  fhown, 

Will  fhed  around  that  plant  a  fbft'ringray; 
Whofe  hand  fhall  ftretch  thro'  poverty's  pale  gloom,. 
For  drooping  GENIUS,  finking  to  the  tomb, 

And  lead  the  bluming  flranger  into  day. 

Who  fcorns  ([\kefome)  to  chronicle  a  fhilling, 
Once  in  a  twelvemonth  to  a  beggar  giv'n  ; 

By  fuch  meaji  chanty  (Lord  help  Jem)  willing 
To  go  as  cheap  as  poflible  to  Heav'n  ! 

Hate  him,  becaufe,  untir'd,  the  Monarch  pores 

On  HANDEL'S  manufcript  old  fcores, 

And  fchtmes  fuccefsful  daily  hatches, 

For  faving  notes  o'erwhelm'd  with  fcratches; 

Recovering  from  the  blotted  leaves 

Huge  cart-horfe  minims,  dromedary  breves  ; 

Thus  faving  damned  bars  from  juft  damnation, 

By  way  of  brightening  Handel's  reputation  ? 

Who,  charm'd  with  ev'ry  crotchet  Handel  wrote, 

Heav'd  into  To  TV  AM  STREET  each  heavv  note; 
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And  forcing  on  the  houfe  the  tunelefs  lumber, 
Drove  half  to  doors,  the  other  half  to  (lumber  ? 

Hate  him,  becaufe  the  brazen  works  of  WEST, 

His  eye  (in  wonder  loft)  unfated  views? 
Becaufe  his  walls,  with  taftelefs  trumpery  dreft, 

Robs  a  poor  fignpoft  of  its  dues  ? 

Hate  him,  becaufe  he  cannot  reft, 
But  in  the  company  of  Weft  ? 
Becaufe  of  modern  works  he  makes  a  jeft, 
Except  the  works  of  Mifter  Weft  ? 

Who  by  the  public,  fain  would  have  careft 

The  works  alone  of  Mifter  Weft  ! 
Who  thinks,  of  painting,  truth  and  tafte,  the  teft, 
None  but  the  wondrous  works  of  Mifter  Weft ! 

Who  mocketh  poor  Sir  JOSHUA — cannot  bear  him; 
And  never  fuffers  Wi  LSON'S  landscapes'  near  him. 

Nor,  GAINSB'JROUGH,  thy  delightful  girls  and 
In  rural  fcenes  fo  fweet,  amidft  their  joys, 
With  fuch  (implicity  as  makes  usftart, 
Forgetting  'tis  the  work  of  art. 
Which  wonder  and  which  care  of  Mr.  WES,T 
May  in  a  fimile  be  well  expreft  : — 


A    SIMILE. 

THUS  have  I  feen  a  child  with  fmilrng  face, 
A  little  daifey  in  the  garden  place, 

And  ftnit  in  triumph  round  its  fav'rite  flow'r; 
Gaze  on  the  ieaves  with  infant  admiration, 
Thinking  the  flow'r  the  fined  in  the  nation, 

T!;tn  pay  a  vifit  to  it  ev'ry  hour : 
Lugging  the  \vat'ring  pot-about, 
Which  Joriw  the  gard'ner  was  oblig'd  to  fill  ; 
The  child,  fo  pleas 'd,  would  pour  the  water  out, 

To  fhow  its  marvellous  gard'ning  {kill  j 

2  Then 
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Then  flaring  round,  all  wild  for  praifes  panting, 
Tell  all  the  world  it  was  his  own  fweet  planting  $ 
And  boaft  away,  too  happy  elf, 
How  that  it  found  the  daiiey  all,  itfelf ! 

ANOTHER    SIMILE, 

IN  fimlle  if  I  may  fhine  agen— 
Thus  have  I  feen  a  fond  old  hen. 

With  one  poor  miferable  chick, 
Buttling  about  a  farmer's  yard; 
Now  on  the  dunghill  labouring  hard, 

Scraping  away  through  than  and  thick 
Flutt'ring  her  feathers— making  fuch  a  noifel 
<?ackling -aloud -fiich  quantities  of  joys, 

As  if  this- chick,  to  which  her  egg  gave  birth, 
Was  born  to  deal  prodigious  knocks, 
To  fhkie  the  Broughton  of  game  cocks, 

And  kill  the  fowls  of  all  the  -earth  I 


E'EN  with*  his  painter  let  the  King  be 

Egad  !  eat,  drink,  and  ileep,  with  Mifter  WES  r$ 

Only  let  me,  excus'd  from  fuch  a  gueft, 

Not  eat,  and  drink,  and  deep  with  Miiler  WESY  ; 

And  as  he  will  not  pleafe  my  tafte — no  never— 

L,et  me  not  give  him  to  the  world  as  clever : 

A  better  confcience  in  my  bofom  lies, 

Than  imitate  the  fellow  and'bis  flies. 


THE  TOPER  AND  THE  FLIES. 

A  GROUP  of  topers  at  a  table  fat, 

With  punch  that  much  regales  the  thirfty  foul : 

Flies  loon  the  party  join'd,  and  join'd  the  chat, 
Humming,  and  pitching  round  the  mantling  bowl. 

At 
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At  length  thofe  flies  got  drunk,  and,  for  their  fin, 
Some  hundreds  lo&tbeir  legs,  and  tumbled  in; 
And  fprawling  'mi'dft  the  gulph  profound, 
Like  Pharaoh  and  his  daring  hod,  were  drown'd  I 

Wanting  to  drink — one  of  the  men 

Dipp'd  from  the  bowl  the  drunken  hoft, 

And  drank — then  taking  care  that  none  were  loft, 

He  put  in  evVy  mother's  fon  agen. 

Up  jump'd  the  bacchanalian  crew  on  this, 

Taking  it  very  much  amifs — 
Swearing,  and  in  the  attitude  to  fmite  : 

"  Lord  !"  cry'd  the  man,  with  gravely-lifted  eyes, 

"  Though  I  "don't  like  to  fwallow  flies, 
t;  I  did  not  know  but.ot/iers  might" 


WHO  fays  I  hate  the  King,  proclaims  a  lie ; 
K'en  now  a  royal  virtue  flrikes"  my  eye ! 
To  prove  th'  aflertion,  let  me  juft  relate 
The  King's  fubmifiion  to  the  will  of  FATE. 

Whene'er  in  hunts  the  Monarch  is  thrown  out, 

As. in  his  politics — a  common  thing ! 
With  fearching  eyes  he  ftarts  at  firft  about, 
Then  faces  the  misfortune  like  a  King  ! 

Hearing  no  news  of  nimble  Mifler  STAG, 

Jie  fits  like  PATIENCE  grinning  on  his  nag ! 

Now,  vvifdom -fraught,  his  curious  eyeballs  kea 
The  little  hovels  that  around  him  rife  : 
To  thefe  he  trots — of  hogs  furveys  the  ftyes, 

And  nicely  numbers  every  cock  and  hen. 

Then  alks  the  farmer's  wife  or  farmer's  maid, 
How  many  eggs  the  fowls  have  laid ! 
What's  in  the  oven — in  the  pot — the  crock; 
Whether  'twil^rain  or  no,  and  what's  o'clock ; 

VOL.  I.  Hh  Thus 
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Thus  from  poor  hovels  gleaning  information, 
To  ferve  as  future  treafure  for  the  nation ! 

There,  terrier-like,  till  pages  find  him  out, 
He  pokes  his  moft  fagacious  nofe  about, 

And  feems  in  Paradife — like  that  fo  fam'd ; 
Looking  like  ADA'M  too,  and  EVE  fo  fair; 
Sweet  firrpletons  !  who,  though  fo  Very  bare+ 

"  Were  (fays  the  Bible)  not  qfkanfd*" 

No  man  binds  books  fo  well  as  GEORGE  the  Third.  - 

By  thirft  of  leather  glory  fpurr'd, 

At  bookbinders  he  oft  is-feen  to  laugh — 

And  wondrous  is  the  King  in  ilieep  or  calf! 

But  fee  !  the  PRINCE  upon'fuch  labour  looks 
Faftidious  down,  and  only  readeth  books  !  — 
Here  by  the  Sire  the  Son  is  much  furpaft ; 
Which  FAME  mould  publifh  oil  her  loudeft  blaft  ! 

The  KING  beats  Mon mouth-Street. in  caft-off  riches y 
That  is,  in  coats,  and  waiftcoats,  and  in  breeches ; 
\Vhich,  draughted  once  a  year  for  foreign  ftations, 
Make  fine  recruits  to  ferve  fome  near  relations. 

But  lo !  the  PRINCE,  fbame  on  him  !  never  dreams 
Of  pretty  Jewifti,  economic  fchemes ! 
jSo  very  proud,  (I'm  griev'd,  O  TOM,  to  tell  it) 
He'd  rather  give  a  coat  away  than^//  it ! 

Fair  juftice  to  the  Monarch  muft  allow 
Prodigious  fcience  in  a  calf  or  cow ; 

And  wifdom  in  the  article  of  fwine ! 
What  moft  unvfual  knowledge  for  a  King  ! 
Becaufe  pig  wifdom  is  a  thing 

In  which  no  SOVEREIGNS  e'er  were  known  tojftinc. 


Yet 
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Yet  who  will  think  I  am  not  telling  fibs  ? 

The  PRINCE,  who  Britain's  throne  in  time  (lull  grace, 
Ne'er  finger'd,  at  a  fair,  a  bullock's  ribs, 

Nor  ever  ogled  a  pig's  face  ! 

0  dire  difgrace  !  O  let  it  not  be  known 
That  thw  a  father  hath  excell'd  a  fon ! 

Truth  bids  me  own  that  I  can  bring 
A  dozen  who  admire  the  King  ; 
And  mould  he  dream  of  fetting  off  for  HANOVEB, 
As  once  he  faid  he  would,  to  fpite  CHARLES  Fox  j 
Draw  all  his  little  money  from  the  ftocks, 
Shut  ihop,  and  carry  ev'ry  pot  and  pan  over  j 

1  think — indeed  Vmfure  I  know, 
That  dozen  would  not  lei  him  go ; 

But  in  the  ftruggle  fpend  their  vital  breath, 
And  hug  their  idol,  probably  to  death ; 
As  happen'd  to  a  Romifh  Prieft — a  tale 
That,  whilft  I  tell  it,  almoft  turns  me  pale, 


ROMISH    PRIEST. 
A    TALE. 

A  PARSON  in  the  neighbourhood  of  ROME, 
Some  years  ago — how  many,  I  don't  fay- 
Handled  ib  well  his  heav'rily  broom, 
He  brufh'd,  like  .cobwebs,  fins  away. 

Brighten'd  the  blajck  horizon  of  his  parifh  ; 

Gave  to  the  PRINCE  OF  DARKNESS  fuch  hard  blows 
That  SATAN  was  afraid  to  mow  his  nofe, 

(Except  in  hell)  before  this  prieft  fo  warrifh  ! 

To  teach  folks  how  to  (him  the  paths  of  evil, 
And  prove  a  match  for  Mifter  DEVIL, 

H  h  a  Wa» 
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Was  conflantly  this  pious  man's  endeavour; 
And,  as  I've  laid  before,  the  man  was  clever. 

Red-hot  was  all  his  zeal — and  FAME  declares, 
He  gaiiop'd  like  a  hunter  o'er  his  pray'rs ; 
For  ever  lifting  to  the  clouds  his  forehead —    ,   . 

Petitions  on  petitions  he  let  fly, 

Which  nothing  but  BARBARIANS  could  deny — 
Jn  fhorf,  the  Saiafs  were  to  compliance  syerrW. 

With  fhoulders,  arms,  and  hands,  this  Prieft  devour, 

So  weli  his  evolutions  did  perform  ; 
His  pray'rs,  thofe  holy  fmall-mot,  fle\v  about 

So  thick  ! — it  feem'd  like  taking  Heav'n  byjtorm  / 

Without  one  atom  of  reflection, 
No  candidate  at  an  election 
Bid  ever  labour  more,  and  fume,  and  fweat, 
To  make  a  fellow  change  his  coat, 
And  blefs  him  with  the  cafting  vote, 
Than  this  dear  man  to  get  in  Heav'n  a  feat 
for  fouls  of  children,  women,  and  of  men : 
•No  matter  which  the  fpecies — cock  or  hen ! 

Thus  did  he  not  like  that  vile  Jefuit  think 
Who  makes  us  all  with  horror  fhrink  ; 

A  knave  high  meriting  Hell's  hotteft  cqals ; 
Who  wrote  a  fiiocking  book,  to  prove 
That  women,  charming  women,  form'd  for  love, 
Have  got  no  fouls ! 

Morifter !  to  think  that  WOMEN  had  no  foul ! 

Ha  !  haft  thou  not  a  foul,  thou  peerlefs  MAID, 
Who  bidfl  my  rural  hours  with  rapture  roll  ? 

Whofe  beauties-  charm  the  fliepherds  and  the  {hade  \ 

Yes,  CYNTHIA,  and  for  fouls  like  thine, 
Fate  into  being  drew  yon  flarry  fphere ; 

Then  kindly  ferit  thy  form  divine, 

To  fhow  what  wondrous  blifs  inhabits  there  ! 


I.i 
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In  fhoft,  no  drayhorfe  ever  work'd  fo  hard, 

From  vaults,  to  drag  up  hogfhead,  tun,  or  pipe, 

As  this  good  Prieft,  to  drag,  forfmaH  reward, 
The  fouls  of  finners  from  the  Devil's  gripe. 

Pleas'd  were  the  higheft  angels  to  exprefs 
Their  wonder  at  his  fine  addrefs ; 

And  pow'r  ap-ainft  the  FIEND  who  makes  fuch  ftrife ; 
Nay,  e'en  St.  PETER  faid,  to  whom  are  giv'n 
The  keys  for  letting  people  into  Heav'n, 

He  never  got  more  halfpence  in  his  life. 

'Twas  added  that  my  namefake  did  declare, 
(Peter,  the  porter  of  Heav'n  gate,  fo  trufty  !) 

That,  till  this  Prieft  appear'd,  fouls  were  fo  rare, 
His  bunch  of  keys  was  abfolutely  nifty  ! 

Did  GENTLEMEN  of  fortune  die, 

And  leave  the  CHURCH  a  good  round  fum  ; 

Lo  !  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

The  Parfon  frank'd  their  fouls  to  kingdom-come  ! 

A  letter  to  the  PORTER,  or  a  word, 
Infur'd  admittance  to  the  LORD. 
JNTor  ftopp'd  thofe  fouls  an  inftant  on  the  road, 

To  take  a  roaft  before  they  enter'd  in  -r 
For,  had  they  got  the  plague,  'twas  faid  that  God 
Had  let  them  enter  without  quarantine. 

Well  then  !  this  Parfon  was  fo  much  admir'd, 

So  fought,  fo  courted,  fo  defir'd, 
Thoufands  with  putrid  fouls,  like  putrid  meat, 

Came  for  his  holy  pickle,  to  be  fweet. 

Juft  as  we  fee  old  hags,  with  jaws  of  carrion, 

Enter  the  mop  of  Mifter  WARREN  ; 
Who  difappoints  that  highwayman  call'd  TIME^ 
(Noted  for  robbing  Ladies  of  their  prime,) 
By  giving  SIXTY-FIVE'S  pale,  withered  mien, 

The  blooming  rofes  of  SIXTEEN. 

H  h  3  Such 
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Such  vafl  impreflions  did  his  fermons  make, 

He  always  kept  his  flock  awake — 
In  fummer  too — hear,  parfons,  this  ftrange  news, 
Ye  who  fo  often  preach  to  nodding  pews  ! 

A  neighb'ring  town,  into  whofe  peopled  fouls, 

SIN,  like  a  rat,  had  eat  large  holes, 
Begg'd  him  to  be  their  tinker — their  hole -Hopper-— 

For,  gentle  reader,  fin  of  fuch  a  fort  is, 

It  fouls  corrodeth  juft  as  aqua  fort  is 
Corrodeth  iron,  brafs,  or  copper. 

They  told  him  they  would  give  him  better  pay. 

If  he'd  agree  to  change  his  quarters ; 
Protefting,  when  his  foul  fhould  leave  its  clay, 

To  rank  his  bones  with  thofe  of  SAINTS  and  MAR* 
TYRS. 

This  was  a  handfome  bribe,  all  Papifts  know  ! 
But  ftoo— his  parifh  would  not  let  hinxgo  : 
Then  Airly  did  the  other  parifh  look, 
And  fwore  to  have  the  man  by  hook  or  crook  / 

So  feiz'd  him,  like  a  gracelefs  throng, 
The  Prieft's  parifhioners,  who  lov'd  him  Wt7/, 

Rather  than  to  another  church  belong, 
Swore  they  would  foonerfee  him  lodg'd  in  Hell- 
So  violent  was  their  objection ; 
So  very  ftrong,  too,  their  affection  ! 

The  LADIES,  too,  united  in  theflrife; 

Protefting  that  they  "  lov'd  him  as  their  life, 

44  So  fweetly  he  would  look  when  down  to  pray'r ! 

"  So  happy  in  a  fermon  choice  ! 

"  And  then  he  had  of  nightingales  the  voice— 
•**  And  holy  water  gave  withykl  an  air  ! 

44  Lord  !  lofe  fo  fine  a  man ! — fo  great  a  treafure  J 
J4  Yielding  fucji  quantities  of  heavenly  pleafure ! 

14  Forgivijig 
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"  Forgiving  fins  fo  free,  too,  at  confeffion, 

"  However  carnal  the  tranfgreflion, 

"  In  fuch  a  charming,  love-condemning  ftrain  ! — 

"  He  really  feem'd  to  fay,  *  Go  fip  again  ; 

"  HELL  iliall  not  throw,  my  angels,  on  your  fouls 

"  So  fweet,  a  fingle  Ihovelful  of  coals." 

Now  in  the  fire  was  all  the  fat : 
Jufl  as  two  bulldogs  pull  a  cat, 
Both  parifhes  with  furious  zeal  contended — 
So  heartily  the  holy  man.  was  hugg'd, 
So  much  from  place  to  place  his  limbs  were  uigg*d, 
That  very  fatally  the  battle  ended  ! 

In  ihort,  by  hugging,  lugging,  and  kind  fqueezes, 
The  man  of  God  was  pull'd  in  fifty  pieces ! 

This  work  perform'd,  the  bones  were  fought  for  ftoutly  5 

And  fo  the  fray  continued  moft  devoutly. 

Lo,  with  an  arm,  away  one  rafcal  fled  j 

This  with  a  leg,  and  that  the  head — 

Off  with  the  toes  another  goes — 

Another  feizes  him,  and  gets  the  toes. 

Nay,  fome,  a  relic  fo  intent  to  crib, 

Fought  juft  like  maftuTs  for  a  rib; 
Nay  more  (for  truth,  to  tell  the  whole,  obliges) 
A  dozen  battled  for  his  os  coccygis  /* 

Heav'n,  that  fees  all  things,  faw  the  dire  difpute, 
In  which  each  parifli  a<5ted  like  a  brute  ; 

Then  bade  the  dead  man  as  a  Saint  be  fought  j 
Still,  to  reward  him  more,  his  bones  enriches 
With  pow'r  o'er  evils,  rheumatifms,  and  itches, 

However  dreadful,  and  wherever  caught : 
Thus,  by  the  grace  of  HIM  who  governs  thunder, 
His  very  toe-nail  could  perform  a  wonder* 

*  The  tip  of  tb«  rwrnpi 

THUS 
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THUS  might  our  Monarch,  by  this  dozen  men, 
Be  hugg'd  i — and  then  !  and  then  !   and  then  !  and  then ! 
Then  what  ?  why,  then,  this  direful  ill  muft  fpring ; 
I  a  goodfufyefl  lofe,  and  thou  a  KING  ! 

No,  TOM  ;  no  more  to  ftrike  us  with  amaze, 
Thy  courtly  tropes  of  adulation  blaze: 

A  fetting  fun  art  thou,  fo  mild  thy  beam  ! 
Thou  (like  old  OCEAN'S  heaving  wave  no  more, 
That  lifts  a  {hip  and  fly  with  equal  roar) 

Pour'ft  from  thy  lyric  pipe  a  fiber  ftream. 

No  more  we  hear  the  gale  of  Fame 
Wild.bluft'ring  with  thy  MASTER'S  name  : 
No  more  ideal  virtues  ride  fublime, 
(Like  feathers)  on  the  furge  of  rhyme. 

But  lo  the  caufe  !  it  was  the  ROYAL  WILL   * 
To  bid  the  tempeft  of  his  praife  be  ftill ; 
No  more  to  let  his  virtues  make  a  rout, 
Blown  by  thy  blafts  like  paper  kites  about. 

Indeed  thy  Sov'reign,  in  thy  verfe  fo  fine, 
Might  juftly  have  exclaim'd  at  many  a  line, 

"  In  peacock's  feathers,  lo,  this  knave  arrays  me.** 
And  like  a  King  of  France  of  whom  I've  read, 
Our  gracious  Sov'reign  alfo  might  have  faid, 

"  What  have  I  done,  that  he  mould  praife  me  ?" 

With  pity  have  I  feenthee,  SON  OF  SONG, 
Trundling  thy  lyric  wheelbarrow  along> 
Amidil  ST.  JAMES'S  gapers  to  unload 
The  motely  mafs  of  pompous  ode  \ 

And 
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And  wifli'd  the  fr.ck,  for  verfe  the  annual  pme, 

To  poets  of  a  lets  renown — 
To  poor  *  WILL  MASON,  who  in  fecret  fighs 

To  ftrut  beneath  the  LAUREAT'S  leaden  crown, 

Warm  in  the  praife,  thou  might'ft  have  been, 
Of  thy  great  King  and  his  great  Queen ; 
But  not  fo  diabolically  hot— 
A  downright  devil,  or  a  pepper-pot. 

By  dev'l  (without  thy  being  born  a  wizzard) 

Thou  ought'fl  to  know  I  mean  a  turkey's  gizzard  ; 

So  chriften'd  for  its  quality,  by  man, 

Becaufe  fo  oft  'tis  loaded  with  kian — 

This  dev'l  is  fuch  a 'red-hot  bit  of  meat 

As  nothing  but  the  Dev'l  himfelf  (hould  eat, 

hfpoon  was  large  enough,  the  world  well  knows ! 

Why  give  the  pap  of  praife  then  with  a  ladle  ? 
Gently  thou  mouldft  have  rock'd  him  to  repofe — 

Not  like  a  drunken  nurfe  o'erturn'd  the  cradle. 

I  do  not  marvel  that  the  King  was  wrath, 
(Knowing  himfelf  no  bigger  than  a  lath,) 
To  find  himfelf  a  tall,  gigantic  oak — 
'Twas  too  much  of  a  magic-lantern  ftroke. 

Ah  !  where  was  MODESTY,  the  charming  maid  ? 

Where  was  the  rural  vagrant  ftray Ing, 
Not  to  admonifli  thee,  an  idle  jade, 

When  thou  thy  tuneful  compliments  were  paying? 
Yet  why  this  queftion  put  I,  TOM,  to  thee  ? 
Lord  !  how  we  wits  forget — me  was  with  me. 

Yes,  MODESTY  (by  very  few  careft) 
Ofr  condefcends  to  be  my  gueft  : 

*  Yes!  poor  Miftcr  Mafon  flrove  hard  for  the  Bays 5  but  Jo !  the 
fuparior  Genius  of  Warton  prevailed  againft  the  xmitcd  powers  of  the 
f-nfeetly-whinhi*  Elfrida,  the  nobly-bullying  Caiadacus,  and  a  heap  of 
ciHtd-tvrjppcd  Odes  bcfidcs. 

From 
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From  time  to  time  the  maid  my  rhyme  reviews, 
And  dictates  fweet  inftructions  to  the  MUSE  ; 
Yes,  frequent  deigns  my  cottage  to  adorn, 
Juft  like  that  blufliful  damfel  call'd  Miss  MORN, 

Who,  fmiling  from  the  dreary  caves  of  night, 
Moves  from  her  eaft  with  filent  pace  and  flow 
O'er  yonder  fhadowy  mount's  gigantic  brow, 

And  to  my  window  {teals  with  dewy  light, 
Then  peeping  through  the  paries  with  cherub  mien, 
Seems  to  afk  liberty  to  enter  in. 

Now  vent'ring  on  the  fables  of  my  room, 
She  fweeps  the  darknefs  with  her  ftar-clad  broom : 
Now  pleas'd  a  ftronger  fplendorto  diffufe, 
Smiles  t>n  the  plated  buckles  in  my  (hoes ; 
Smiles  on  my  breeches,  too,  of  handfome  plufh, 

Where  George's  head  once  made  no  jingling  found, 
But  where  amid  ft  the  pockets  all  was  hulh ; 

Such  awful  fiience  reign'd  around  ! 
Whofe  fob,  which  thieves  fo  often  pick, 
Was  quite  a  (Iranger  to  a  watch's  click. 

Now  cafling  on  my  pen  and  ink  a  ray, 

Seeming  with  fweet  reproof  to  fay ; 

"  The  lark  to  Heav'n  her  grateful  matins  fings  ; 

"  Then,  PETER,  alfo  ope  thy  tuneful  throat, 

"  And,  happy  in*a  fafcinating  note, 
"  Rife  and  falute  the  left  of  Kings." 

Howe'er  the  world  t'  abufe  me  may  be  giv'n, 
I  cannot  do  without  CROWN'D  HEADS,  byHeav'n! 
Bards  muft  have  fubjecls  that  their  genius  fuit — 
And  if  I've  not  Crown'd  Heads,  I  muft  be  mute. 

My  verfe  is  fomewhat  like  a  game  at  Whift ; 

Which  game,  though  play'd  by  people  eVR*  fo  keen, 
Cannot  with  much  fuccefs,  alas  !  exift, 

Kxcept  their  hands  poflefs  a  King  and  Queen. 

I  own, 
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I  own,  my  mufe  delights  in  royal  folk  : 

Lead-mines,  producing  many  pretty  pounds ! 

JOE  MILLARS,  furniftiing  a  fund  of  joke! 
Lo,  with  a  fund  of  joke  a  Court  abounds ! 

At  royal  follies,  Lord  !  a  lucky  hit 

Saves  our  poor  brain  th'  expence  of  wit : 

At  Princes  let  but  Satire  lift  his  gun, 

The  more  their  feathers  fly,  the  more  the  fun. 

E'en  the  whole  world,  blockheads  and  men  of  letters, 

Enjoy  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters. 

And,  vice  verfd,  Kings  and  Queens 
Know  pretty  well  what  fcandnl  means, 

And  love  it  too — yes,  Majefty's  a  grinner : 
Scandal  that  really  would  difgrace  a  liable 
Hath  oft  been  beckon'd  to  a  royal  table, 

And  pleas'd  a  princely  palate  more  than  dinner. 

I  know  the  world  exclaimeth  in  this  guife;     N 
"  Suppofe  a  King  not  over-wife, 

"  (A  vice  in  Kings  not  very  oft  fufpecled) 
**  Suppofe  he  does  this  childim  thing,  and  /////, 
"  If  folly  conftitutes  a  Monarch's  blifs, 

"  Shall  {uch  by  faucy  poets  Hand  corrected  ? 
"  Bold  is  the  mangold  Parfon  Calchas  *  cries, 
"  Who  tells  a  Monarch  where  his  folly  lies." 
u  Grant  that  a  King  in  converfe'cannot  mine, 

"  And  marp  with  fhrewd  remark  a  world  alarm ; 
"  What  bufmefs,  PETER  PINDAR,  is't  of  thine? 

"  Grant  puerilities — pray  wherc'sthe  harm:"-— 

To  this  I  anfwer,  I  don't  think  a  King 

"  Will  go  to  hell  for  ev?ry  childifh  thing— 

"  Yet  mind,  I  think  that  one  in  his  great  ilation 

"  Should  mow  fublime  example  to  a  nation  : 

"  And  when  an  eagle  he  mould  fpring 

"  To  drink  the  folar  blaze  on  tow'ring  wing, 

*  Vide  Homer. 

»4  With 
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«  With  daring  and  undazzled  eyes  ; 
"  Not  be  a  Jf  arrow  upon  chimneys  hopping. 
"  His  head  in  holes  and  corners  popping 
"  For//*/." 

TOM,  I'm  notgriev'd  that  thou  haft  changed  thy  note,. 
And  op'd  on  Windfor  wall  thy  tuneful  throat  ; 

For  verily  it  is  a  rare  old  mafs  ! 
Nor  angry  that  to  WEST  thou  cioft  defcend; 
The  King's  great  painting  oracle  and  friend, 

Who  teacheth  *  JER'VAS  how  to  fpoil  good  glufs. 

But,  fon  of  Is  is,  fince  amidft  this  ode, 

Thou  talk'ft  of  painting,  like  an  ardent  lover, 
Of  panes  of  glafs  now  daubing  over, 

Pimming  delightfully  the  great  abode; 

Speak  —  know  'ft  thou  aught  of  RAPHAEL'S  rare  Car 

toons  ? 
I  have  not  feen  therh,  TOM,  for  many  moons  ! 

Why  didft  thou  not,  amidft  thy  rhyming  fit, 
Of  thofe  moft  heav'nly  pictures  talk  a  bit  — 

For  which  the  NATION  paid  down  tv*icyfoufe  ? 
Rare  piftures,    brought    long    fince   from    HAMPTON 

COURT, 
And  by  a.  f  elf  -taught  CARPENTER  cut  fhort, 

To  fuit  the  pannels  of  the  QUEEN'S  old  houfe. 

^o  fays  report  —  I  hope  it  is  not  true— 
And  yet  1  verily  believe  it  too  ; 
It  is  fo  like  fom&  people  I  could  name, 
Whofe  pericranium!  walk  a  little  lame. 

Beflirew  me,  but  it  brings  to  mind 

A  cutting  ftory,  much  of  the  fame  kind  ! 

It  happ'd  at  PLYMOUTH  town  fo  fair  and  fweer, 
Where  wandering  gutters,  wandering  gutters  meet, 


*  See  the  windows  deflgned  for  the  chapel  at 

i  Making 
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Making  in  fhow'rs  of  rain  a  monftrous  pother; 
Bartering,  like  RAG-FAIR  JEWS,  with  one  the  other, 
With  carrots,  cabbage  -leaves,  and  breathlefs  cats, 
Potatoes,  turnip-tops,  old  rags,  and  hats ; 

A  town  that  brings  to  mind  SWIFT'S  City  Show'r, 
Where  clouds  to  wafh  its  face  for  ever  pour ; 
A  town  where  Beau-traps  under  water  grin, 
Inviting  gentle  ftrangers  to  walk  in  ; 
Where-dwell  the  Lady  Naiads  of  the  flood, 
Prepar'd  to  crown  their  vifitors  with  mud. 

A  town  where  parfons  for  the  living  fight, 
On  every  vacancy,  with  godly  might, 

Like  wreftlers  for  lac'd  hats  and  buckfldn  breeches 
Where  oft  the  prieft  who  beft  his  lungs  employs, 
To  make  the  rareft  diabolic  noife, 

With  fureft  chance  of  vicVry  preaches : 
Whofe  empty  founds  alone  his  labours  blefs; 
Like  cannon  fir* d  by  veflels  in  diftrefs. 

A  town  where,  exil'd  by  the  Higher  Pow'rs, 
The  *  ROYAL  TAR  with  indignation  lours; 
Kept  by  his  SIRE  from  London,  and  from  fin, 
To  fay  his  Catechifm  to  Miftrefs  WYNN. 

»  The  Duke  of  Clarence. 


VOL,  L  I  I  TH? 
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PLYMOUTH   CARPENTER 

AND     THE 

COFFINS. 


IN  the  laft  war  French  pris'ners  often  dy'd 
Of  fevers,  colds,  and  more  good  things  befide  : 

Prefents  for  valour,  from  damp'  walls  and  chinks;' 
Arid  riakednefs,  that  ieldom  fees  a  fliirt; 
And  vermin,  and  all  forts  of  dirt  ; 

And  multitudes  of  motley  (links, 
That  might  wkh  fmells  of  any  clime  compare, 
That  ever  fought  the  nofe,  or  fields  of  air. 

As  coffins  are  deem'd  neceflary  things, 
Forming  a  pretty  fort  of  wooden  wings 

For  wafting  men  to  graves,  for  t'other  world  ; 
Where,  anchor'd  (doom'd  to  make  no  voyages  more) 
The  rudders  of  our  fouls  are  put  afhore, 

And  all  the  fails  for  ever  furl'd. 

A  carpenter,  firft  coufin  to  the  MAY'R, 
Hight  Mailer  SCREW,  a  man  of  reputation, 

Got  leave,  through  borough  int'reft,  to  prepare 
Good  wooden  lodgings  for  the  Gallic  nation  ; 

I  mean,  for  lucklefs  Frenchmen  that  were  dead  : 

And  very  well  indeed  SCREW'S  contract  fped. 

His  good  friend  DEATH  made  wonderful  demands, 
As  if  they  play'd  into  each  other's  hands  ;  , 

As  if  the  Carpenter  and  DEATH  went  fnacks— 
Wifhing  to  make  as  much  as  e'er  they  could, 
By  this  fame  contract  coffin  wood, 

Forfuchas  DEATH  had  thrown  upon  their  backs. 

This 
4 
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This  Carpenter,  like  men  of  other  trades 
Whom  conference  very  eafily  perfuades 

To  tike  from  neighbours  ufelefs  fuperfiuity, 
Refolv'd  upon  an  economic  plan» 
Whicli  mows  that  in  the  character  of  man 

Economy  is  not  an  incongruity. 
J  know/owe  Mojiarcks  fay  the  fame — whofe  pulfes 
Beat  high  f6r  iv'ry  chairs  and  beds  and  buifes. 

For,  lo !  this  man  of  economic  fort 
Makes  all  his  coffins  much  too  mort : 
Yet  fnugly  he  accommodates  the  dead — 
Cuts  off,  with  much  fang- fro  iJ,  the  head  ; 
And  then,  to  .keep  it  fafe'as  well  as  warm, 
He  gravely  puts  it  underneath  the  arm  ; 
Making  his  dead  man  quite  a  PARIS  beau  1 
Hugging  his  jowl  en  chapeau  bras. 


BUT,  Thomas,  now  to  thofe  Cartoons  of  fame — 
Do  afk  thy  Sov 'reign,  in  my  name, 

What's  to  be%done  with  thofe  rare  pictures  next; 
Some  months  ago,  by  night,  they  travell'd  down 
To  the  Queen's  Houfe  in  Wirtdfor  town, 

At  which  the  London  folks  were  vaftly  vex'd. 

For  if  thofe  fine  Cartoons,  as  hift'ry  fays, 
Were  (much  to  this  great  nation's  praife) 

Bought  for  BRITANNIA'S  fole mfpe~<5tion ; 
Una/ted,  to  fuffer  any  man  to  feel  'em, 
Or  fuffer  any  forward  dame  to  fteal  'em, 

Would  be  a  national  reflection. 

TOM,  afk,  to  STRELITZ  if  they're  doom'd  to  go, 
Becaufe  the  walls  are  naked  there,  I  know. 

Strelitz  a  nioufe-hole  is,  all  dark  and  drear ; 
And,  fhould  the  pictures  be  inclin'd  to  ft  ray, 
Not  liking  Strelitz,  they  may  lofe  their  way, 

And  ramble  to  forne  Hebrew  auctioneer ; 

I  i  2  Where, 
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Where,  like  poor  captur'd  negroes  in  a  knot, 
The  holy  wand'rers  may  be  made  a  lot  — 
And,  like  the  goods  at  Garraway's  we  handle, 
Chrift  and  the  Saints  be  fold  by  inch  of  candle  ? 

Dearly  beloved  THOMAS,  to  conclude  — 

(I  fee  thee  ready  to  bawl  out  "  Amen  :"  ) 
Joking  apart,  don't  think  me  rude 
.  For  wifhing  to  inftrucl:  thy  lyric  pen. 

Whether  like  trout  and  eels  in  humble  pride, 
Along  the  fimple  ftream  of  profe  we  glide  j 
Or  ftirring  from  below  a  cloud  of  mud, 
Like  whales  we  flounder  through  the  lyric  flood  j 

Or  (if  a  paft'ral  image  charm  thee  more) 

Whether  the  vales  of  profe  our  feet  explore, 

t)r,  rais'd  fublime  on  ODE'S  aerial  fleep, 

We  bound  from  rock  to  rock,  like  goats  and  flieep  ; 

Whether  we  dine  with  Dukes  on  fifty  dimes,  - 
Or,  poet-like,  againft  our  wimes, 
On  beef  or  pork,  an  economic  crumb, 
(Perchance  not  bigger  than  our  thumb, 
Turn'd  by  a  bit  of  packthread  at  the  fire) 
To  fatisfy  our  hunger's  keen  defire  ; 
A  good  old  proverb  let  us  keep  in  view  — 
Thomas,  "  Give  the  Dev  '1  his  due." 


Whether  a  Monarch,  ifTuing  high  command, 
Smiles  us  to  court,  and  fhakes  us  by  the  hand  j 
Or  rude  bujnbaiiiffs  touch  us  on  the  (boulder, 
And  bid  our  tuneful  harps  in  prifon  moulder  ; 
Sell  not  (to  meannefs  funk)  one  golden  line  — 
The  MUSE'S  incenfe  for  a  gill  of  wine. 

This  were  a  poor  excufe  of  thine,  my  friend  — 
*'  Few  are  the  people  that  my  Ode  attend  : 

"  I'm  like  a  country  clock,  poor,  lonely  thing, 
<c  That  on  the  ftaircaie,  or  behind  the  door, 
*'  Cries,  '  Cuckoo,  Cukoo,'  juil  at  twelve  and  four, 

"  And  chimes  that  vulgar  tune,  "  God  fave  tl^King." 

On  ! 
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Oh  !  [f  defecting  WINDSOR'S  lofty  tow'rs, 
To  fave  a  fixpence  in  his  barrack  bow'rs, 
A  MONARCH  fhuffles  from  the  world  away, 
And  gives  to  FOLLY'S  whims  the  buftling  day; 
yar/z  low  themes  thy  promis'd  praife  recall, 
fing  more  wonders  of  the  old  MUD  WALL. 
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PETER 's     PROPHECY; 

OR, 

THE  PRESIDENT  AND  POET ; 

OR>     AN 

IMPORTANT  EPIS.TLE    TO-  SIR    J.   BANKS}, 

ON    T  tit 

A  PP  R.O  A  CH  I  N  G    EL  E  GT.I.O  N 

OF    A 

1RESIDENT  OF  THE  ROYAL  SOCIETY.. 


Tros}  Rutilufvtfuat,  nullo  difcr twine  hab.la, ,  VfRCIL, 

Rank  is  a  farce — if  people  fqols  will  be, 
A-  fcaver.grr  and  king's  the  fame  to  me. 

La  Societe  Royalc  cie  Londres  fut  forme  en  1660,  fix  ans  avanf 
notre  Academic  des  Sciences.  Elle-n'a  point  de  recompenfes  comme  la 
uotre  ;  mais  auffi  elle  eft  libre.  Point  de  ces  diflinftions  defagrcablcs, 
invcntces  par  I'ABB  E'  BIGNON,  qui  diftribua  1'Academie  des  Sciences 
en  Savans  qu'on  payoit,  &  en  Honoraires  qui' d'etoient.  pas  Savans. 
La  Societe  dctLondres  indepcndante,  &  n'etant  cncouragee  que  par  elle- 
mSme,  a  eie  compofee  de  fujets  cft.ii  ont  trouve  le  calcul  dc  I'lnfini,  les 
lois  de  la  lumiere,  celles  dc  pcfanteur,  1'aberratiuin  des  etoiles,  le  teMe-, 
fcope  de  reflexion,  la  pompe  a  feu,  le  microfcope  folaire,  .&  beaucoup 
d'auties  inventions  aufli  wtiles  qu'adnii rabies.  Qu'auroicnt  fait-de  plus. 
cca  GRANDS  .HOMMES^  s'llsavoient  etepcrfionnairesou  honoraires? 
V-OLTAIRE,  fur  la  Socistc  Royale, 


THE   ARGUMENT, 

A  SUBLIME  and  poetical  Exordium,   in  which  the  Bard 
applaudethhimfeif,  cc/ndemneth  his  Sovereign,  anolcon- 

defcendeth  to  inftrucT:  Sir  JOSEPH  BANKS,  F.  R.  S. 

Anecdote  of  JULIUS  C^SAR    and  a   Conjuror— Peter 
dwelleth  with  much  folemnity  on  the  gloomy  month  of 
November,     and    compareth    Sir    JOSEPH    BANKS    to 
JUPIT.ER  and   Mr.  SX^UIB— Afketh  flirewd  questions— 
Sir  JOSEPH    comprehendeth    their   fage    meaning — and' 
flieth   into  a   paflion,  and   boafteth    how   he   revengeth 
himfelf  on  the  fun  the  world  enjoyeth  at  his  expence — 
Sir  JOSEPH    animadverteth    wifely   on   a   fall  from    the 
presidency  to  the  ftate  of  a  fmple  fellow,  obliquely  and 
nobly   hinting   at  a  few  traits  of  his   own   character — 
PETER    replieth  with  good  advice,    exhibiting  at  the 
fame    time    acute  knowledge    of    the   fexual  fyftem   in 
botanical  affairs — Sir  JOSEPH    refufeth    PETER'S  coun- 
fel— PETER    mentioneth    men    of     fcience,    whom    Sir 
JOSEPH   fcorneth — Sir    JOSEPH  letteth  the    cat  out  of 
t^ie  bag,  and   fheweth  principles  inimical    to  the   caufe 
of  true  philofophy,     by  wifli'mg    to    make    great    men 
Fellows,    inftead  of  <wife  men — PETER   moraiifeth  with 
profundity,     and    flappeth    the    bugs    of    Fortune    for 
daring,  on  account   of  their  Mammon,  to  place  them- 
felves  on  a  level  with  Genius— Sir  JOSEPH  maketh  more 
difcovery  of  his  difpofition,  by  abufing  painting,  poetry, 
and  mufic,    and  wifheth  to    tread  in    the  fteps   of    his 
Sovereign — PETER   illuftrateth   the  Prefident's  mode  of 
catching  at  an  argument,  by  a  beautiful  fpider  fimile — •• 
Sir    JOSEPH  boafteth   of    his   tea   and  toaft  weapons — 
PETER  animadverteth  with  his   ufual    wifdom   on  the 
miraculous  powers  of  meat,  when  applied  to  a  hungry 
ftomach— Sir  JOSEPH  findeth    out  a  new    road    to    the 
.heart — Boafteth  of  royal  favour — PETER  fmileth  at   it 
and    frighteneth    Sir    JOSEPH — Sir    JOSEPH    inquiieth* 
the  world's   opinion  of  himfelf — PETER  giveth  it  with 
out  ceremony— Sir    JOSEPH    curfeth — PETER    prayeth 
lum  to  be  quiet,  proceedeth,  and  telleth  terrible  things 
— Sir  JOSEPH  fweareth — Praifeth  himfelf  again    for  his 
being  able  to  lead  great  folks  by  the  nofe,  and  braggfeth 
of  royal    whifpers — PETER  gueflTeth  at  rtie  royal  whif- 
pers,    and  expreffeth  pleafufe  thereat — -Again   boafteth- 
the  Prefident  of  what  he  can  do — PETER  folemnly  fmi- 
leth  in  a  fuperb  firaile  taken  from  wild  beafts — Sir  JO 
SEPH 
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SPPH  vaunteth  on  his  great  acquaintance  with  vege 
tables  and  monkeys — PETER  acquiefceth  in  his  monkey 
\\ifdoHi,  but  denieth  its  importance,  and  turneth  but- 
terfty  and  egg  knowledges  over  to  idle  old  Maids — 
PtrER  acknowledged  the  merits  of  Indian,  booby, 
and  noddy  killing;  lizard,  bat,  fcurvygrafs,  and  lady- 
fmock  hunting;  yet  difrereth  with  Sir  JOSEPH  as  to 
the  idea  of  its  impjrtance — .The  Prelident  again  boaft- 
eth — PETER  folemnly  replieth,  and  telleth  ftrange 
matters  of  Sir  WILLIAM  HAMILTON— Sir  JOSEPH 
breaketh  out  violently,  and  with  an  air  of  defiance,  on 
the  fubjeft  of  Mr.  HERSCHEL — PKTER  acquiefceth,  in 
(bme  meafure,  on  the  merits  of  Mr.  HERSCHEL,  and 
propheljeth  more  difcoveries  by  this  aftronomer  than 
druck  the  imagination  of  Sir  JOSEPH — PETER  prophe- 
fieth  of  the  future  grandeur  of  CHELTENHAM,  by 
means  of  mills  to  fupply  the  great  flux  of  people  with 
paper — PETER  giveth  more  glory  to  Mr.  HERSCHEL'S 
glafsj  than  to  Mr.  HERSCHEL'S  head — Sir  JOSEPH  grow- 
eth  abufive — PETER  properly  replieth — Sir  JOSEPH 
again  triumpheth--PETER.cutteth  him  down  for  his  laud 
on  his  Grace  of  MARLBOROUGH'S  fpy-glafs  difcoveries, 
and  JOHN  HUNTTER'S  fows  and  pheafants--Sir  JOSEPH 
plumeth  himfelf  on  Dr.  BLAGDEN-.PETER  praifeth 
Dr.  BLAGDEN--Sir  JOSEPH  praifeth  Sir  BENJAMIN 
THOMPSON,  Lord  MULGRAVE,  and  the  unalFuming 
quaker,  Dr.  LETTSOME;  moreover  praiieth  the  Doc 
tor's  hobby-horfe,  mangel  'worfal,  alias  ewurtfel--Sir  JO 
SEPH  •  inquireth  the  merits  of  Mr.  AUBERT,  the  filk- 
man--PETER  fmileth,  and  anfwereth  wittily--Sir  JO 
SEPH  inquireth  about  Mr.  DAINES  HARRINGTON  — 
PETER  anfwereth  in  like  manner—Sir  JOSEPH'S  ire 
boileth  over--PETER  laugheth— -PETER  cometh  to  the 
point,  and  telleth  the  Prefident  in  plain  terms  that  he 
wiuft  depend  on  the  many,  more  than  one,  meaning  our 
mofl  gracious  King—Sir  JOSEPH  exclaimeth  with  his 
iiftial  vulgarity,  and  taxeth  the  revolting  members  with 
ingratitude,  and  flieth  to  meat  and  drink  for  his  fu 
ture  iupporters--PETER  praifeth  meat  and  drink,  yet 
infi(teth  on  the  truth  of  an  intended  rebellion— Sh*  JO 
SEPH,  in  a  train  of  defpondency,  looketh  to  the  Lord 
for  fupport--P£TEl  giveth  him  no  hopes  from  that 
quarrej-'-Sir  JOSEPH,  in  a  tiger-like  manner,  breaketh 
out  into  rage  and  boalting- -PETER  acknowledged  his 
meris,  but  infonneth  the  Prelident  of  their  infulfi- 

ciency 


3/O  ARC   tJ  M  E  NT. 

ciency--Sir  JOSEPH  voweth .  to  play  the  devil--PETER 
exalteth  Sir  JOSEPH'S  intended  manoeuvre,  by  a- com- 
parifon  of  a  miracle  frequently  worked  in  Popifh  coun 
tries  on  rats  and  grafhoppers- -PETER  ftill  har'peth  on 
the  old  (tring  of  fometbing  more --Sir  JOSEPH  adduce  th 
more  inflances  of  merit,  f'uch  as  eating  matters  that 
Would  make  a  Hottentot  vomit--PETER  acknowledged! 
Sir  JOSEPH'S  uncommon  ftomach- powers  and  triumph 
over  reptiles;  but  with  obflinacy  infifteth  upon  it  that 
iQmething  more  muft  be  achieved — -The  Prefident, 
upon  this,  moft  wickedly,  yet  mott  heioically,  d da- 
reth,  that  he  will  then  fwallow  an  alligator — PETER 
diffliadeth  Sir  JOSEPH,  like  a  friend,  from  his  bold 
intention*  and  reCommendeth  A  meal  of  a  milder 
quality, 


PETER s 


(37'     ) 


PETER'S    PROPHECY; 

OR, 

THE  PRESIDENT  AND  POET. 


npHE  BARD  who,  fill'd  with  Friendship's  pureft  fire, 
•*•   Tun'd  to  a  MIGHTY  KING  t}ie  moral  lyrej 
With  all  the  magic  of  the  Mufe's  art, 
Smil'd  at  his  foibles,  and  enlarg'd  *  his  heart, 
Ungrateful  Prince  !  like  mofl  of  modern  times, 
Who  never  thank'd  the  Poet 'for  his  rhymes  : 
The  BARD,  with  Wifdom's  voice  fublimely  ftrong, 
Who  fcar'd  the  maids  of  honour  with  his  fong, 
Turn'd  courtiers  pale,  anc^irn'd  to  filent  wonder 
AmbafTadors,  at  TRUTH'Weep  tone  of  thunder; 
Who  in  their  country  (fiich  a  timid  thing !) 
Was  never  known  to  'whifper  to  a  king : 
The  BARD  who  dar'd  undaunted  thus  to  tow'r, 
And  boldly  oracles  to  Princes  pour, 
Stoops  from  the  zenith  of  his  eagle  flight 
To  give  initruclion  to  a  Jimph  Knight. 

To  C^ES  A  R,  who  th'  advice  with  fcorn  repaid, 
"  Beware  the  Ides  of  March  J*  a  conj'ror  faid. 

•<-  Verily  the  Lyric  BarJ  hath  caufe  of  triumph — by  means  of  a 
few  hlntsy  the  clofe  fift  of  Royal  Economy  hath  been  a  little  unclenched. 
By  God's  gr.ice,  and  the  Poet's  good  health,  greater  things  are  likely  to 
be  accompliihed  ;  fuch  is  the  power  of  fsng! 

More 
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More  reverenc'd  let  a  greater  conj'ror  fay, 

"  Beware,  Sir  JOSEPH  BANKS,  St.  Andrew's  Day*4 

Near  is  the  gloomy  month,  and  gloomy  hour, 

When,  of  your  plumage  ftripp'd,  and  fav'rite  pow'r, 

You  quit  that  mace  and  pompous  chair  of  ftate, 

And  ceafe  Lord  Paramount  of  Moth  debate, 

That-awe-infpiring  hammer'd  fift  to  rear, 

Like fcepter'd  JOVE,  and  SQUIB  the  AUCTIONEER  ! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Well !  what's  November's  *  gloomy  month  or  hour  ? 
The  day  which  ravages,  reftores  my  pow'r. 

PETER. 

Perchance  AMBITION  may  be  doom'd  to  mourn  i 
Perchance  your  honours  may  no  more  return  ! 
Think  what  a  holt  of  enemies  you  make  ! 
What  feeling  mind  would  be  a  BULL  at  ftake? 
Pinch'd  by  this  mongrel,  by  that  mafliff  torn; 
/?7;o'd  make  a  feaft  to  treat  the  public  fcorn  ? 
Who'd  be  a  BE  AR  that  grafps  his  club  with  pride, 
WTith  which  Ids  dancing-mqfeer  drubs  his  hide? 
None,  dear  Sir  JOSEPH,  but  the  arrant'ft  fool 
_Turns  but  to  feel  the  {hafts  of  ridicule. 

SIR    J  q|gE  P  H. 
Your  meaning,  friend,  I  cafily  divine:! 

PETE  R. 
Yes,  quit  for  life  the  chair — refign,  refign. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

No !  with  contempt  the  grinning  world  I  fee, 
And  always  laugh  at  thofe  who  laugh  at  me. 

PETER. 

Dear  Sir  Jofeph,  may  I  never  thrive 
But  you  muft  be  the  merrieft  man  alive. 

*  Chi  the  thirtieth  of  November  the  President  is  annually  chofen. 

SIR 
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SIR    JOSEPH. 

Good  1  but,  my  friend,  'twould  be  a  black  November, 
To  lofe  the  chair,  and  fneak  a  vulgar  member ; 
Sit  on  a  bench  mumchance  without  my  hat,* 
Sunk  from  a  lion  to  a  tame  Tom  cat . 
Juft  like  a  fchoolboy  trembling  o'er  his  book, 
Afraid  to  move,  or  fpeak/  or  think,  or  look, 
When  Mifter  PRESIDENT,  with  maftiff  air, 
Vouchfafes  to  grumble  "  Silence"  from  the  chair. 

PETER. 

All  this  is  mortifying  to  be  fure, 

And  more  than  flefli  and  blood  can  well  endure  \ 

Then  to  your  turnip- fields  in  peace  retire: 

Return,  like  CINCINNATUS,  country  fqu ire: 

Go  with  your  wifdorn,  and  amaze  the  Boors 

With  apple-tree,  and  fhrub,  and  flow'r  amours; 

And  tell  them  all,  with  wide-mouth'd  wonder  big, 

How  gnats  f  can  make  a  cuckold  of  a  fig. 

Form  fly-clubs,  fheli-clubs,  weed  clubs,  if  you  pleafef 

And  proudly  reign  the  PRESIDENT  of  thefe  : 

Go,  and  with  periwinkle  wifdom  charm  ; 

With  loves  of  lobflers,  oyfters,  crabs,  alarm; 

And  tell  them  how,  like  oar?4»  the  females  woo'd, 

By  killing,  people  all  the  realms  of  mud  : 

Thus,  though  proud  LONDON  dares  refufe  your  fame, 

The  Towns  of  LINCOLNSHIRE  fhall  raife  your  name; 

Knock  down  die  bull,  the  magpie,  calf,  and  king, 

And  bid  Sir  Jofeph  on  their  fignpofts  fwing. 

SIR     JOSEPH. 

No !  lince  I've  fairly  mounted  FORTUNE'S  mafr, 
Till  FATE  (hall  chop  my  hands  off,  I'll  hold  faft. 

"'*  The  Prcfidcnt  always  wears  his  hat. 
f  See  the  Natural  Hiftory  of  the  Fig. 

VOL.  I.  K  k  PETER. 
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Who  keeps  no  company  (delightful  plan  !) 
That  dares  be  wifer  than  himfelf,  good  man ! 

PETER. 

In  troth,  Sir  JOSEPH,  I  have  often  feen  ye 
Xook  in  debate  a  little  like  a  ninny, 
Struggling  to  grafp  the  fenfe  with  mouth,  hands,  eyes, 
And  with  the  philofophic  Speaker  rife  ; 
Juft  like  a  fpider  brufh'd  by  SUSAN'S  broom, 
That  tries  to  claw  its  thread,  and  mount  the  room ; 
Poor  fprawling  reptile,  but  with  humbled  air 
Condemn'd  to  frieak  away  behind  a  chair. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Still  to  the  point — a  rout  let  fellows  make ; 
My  pow'r  is  too  well  fix'd  for  fuck  to  fhake; 
My  Sure  artill'ry  hath  o'ercome  a  hoft. 

PETER. 

I  own  the  great,  paft  pow'rs  of  tea  and  toad ! 
Ven'fon's  a  C.ESAR  in  the  fierceft  fray; 
Turtle,  an  ALEXANDER  in  its  way: 
And  then,  in  quarrels  of  a  Jlighter  nature, 
Mutton's  a  moft  fuccefsful  mediator  ! 
So  much  fuperior  is  the  ftomach's  fmart 
To  all  the  vaunted  horrors  of  the  heart; 
E'en  LOVE,  who  often  triumphs  in  his  grief, 
Hath  ceas'd  to  feed  on  fighs,  to  pant  on  beef.    •• 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Yes,  yes,  my  friend,  my  tea  and  butter'd  rolls 
Have  found  an  eafy  pafs  to  people's  fouls : 
My  vvell-tim'd  dinners  (certain  folks  revere) 
Have  left  this  eafy  bofom  nought  to  fear. 
The  turnpike  road  to  people's  hearts,  I  find, 
Lies  thro'  their  guts,  or  I  miftake  mankind  ; 
BciiJes,  whilft  thus  I  boaft  my  Sovereign's  fmile, 
Let  raggamuffins  rage,  and  rogues  revile. 


PETER 
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PETER. 

Alas!   Sir  JOSEPH  !  grant  the  KING  you  pleafe, 
Which  ev'ry  courtier's  eye  with  envy  fees; 
A  glorious  thing  too,  no  man  can  deny  it  ; 
Though  no  man  ever  got  a  Jixpence  by  it  ; 
Yet  of  our  lucky  ifland,  certain  KINGS, 
Far  from  <7//-mighty,  are  not  mighty  things  : 
And  tho'  with  many  a  wren  you  make  him  bleil, 
And  many  a  tomtit's  egg  and  tomtit's  neft  ; 
And  many  a  monkey  ftutf'd  to  make  him  grin, 
And  many  a  flea  and  beetle  on  a  pin  ; 
And  promife  (to  cajole  the  royal  mind) 
To  make  his  butcher,  member,  and  his  hind  ; 
It  is  not  hej  with  Polyphemus  flare, 
And  ftern  command,  perpetuates  the  Chair  ! 
I  know  that  difaffeftion  taints  the  throng, 
And  know  the  world  is  lavijfi  in  its  tongue.- 


SIR    JOSEPH. 

Ah  !  tell  me  fairly  without  more  delay, 

What  'tis  the  blackguard  world  hath  dar'd  toy^y  .• 

Perhaps  a  pretty  devil  I'm  pourtray'd  ; 

The  world's  free  brufti  deals  damnably  \\\fliade* 

PETER. 

Thus,  then,  "  How  dares  that  man  his  carcafe  fquat, 
"  Bold,  in  the  facred  chair  where  Newton  fat  ; 
"  Whofe  eye  could  NATURE'S  darkefl  veil  pervade, 
"  And,  fun-like,  view  the  folitary  MAID; 
*'  Purfue  the  wand'rer  thro'  each  fecret  maze, 
"  And  on  her  labours  pour  a  noontide  blaze  ? 
"  When  to  the  chair  BANKS  forc'd  his  bold  afeent, 
"  He  crawl'd  a  bug  upon  the  monument. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Gurfethem!— 

PETER, 

Have  patience,  dear  Sir  Jofeplr,  pray  !  ' 
I  have  not  mentionM  half  the  people  fay  ;  — 

Kk  Thus-' 
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Thus  then  again,  "  He  beats  the  bears,  fo  rude, 

"  With  bull-dog  afpecl,  and  with  brains  of  mud  : 

"  His  words,  like  ftones  for  pavements,  make  us  ftart  ; 

"  Rude,  roughly  rumbling,  tumbling  from  the  cart  ; 

"  Who  for  importance  all  his  lungs  employs, 

•*  And  thinks  that  words,  like  drums,  were  made  for  noife  ? 

"  A  fellow  fo  unqualified  to  fhine  ! 

"  Who  never  to  the  Journals  gave  a  line; 

"  But  into  SWEDEN  caft  a  fox-like  look, 

"  And  caught  Goofe  DRYANDER  to  write  his  book-* 

"  Such  is  the  mania  for  the  claps  of  Fame, 

*'  So  fought  by  many  a  'fquire  and  gentle  dame, 

u  Refembling  beggars  that  on  alms  grow  fat  ; 

*'  Who,  if  too  weak  themfelves  to  make  a  brat, 

*'  Buy  children  up  to  melt  the  traveler's  eye, 

"  And  from  his  pocket  call  the  eharity. 

"  Thro'  him  each  trifle-hunter  that  can  bring 
*'  A  grub,  a  weed,  a  moth,  a  beetle's  wing, 
"  Shall  to  a  FELLOW'S  dignity  fucceed  ; 
**  Witnefs  Lord  CHATHAM  and  his  pifs-ar-bed  T-^ 
*'  How  had  he  pow'rs  to  mufter  up  the  face 
"  To  afk  a.  PRESIDENT'S  important  place  ?• 
"  How  with  a  matchlefs  infolence  to  dare 
"  Abufe  and  joftle  PRINGLE  \  from  the  chair? 

"  A  moth- 


*  A  moft  pompous  birth  in  the  botanical  way  h  to  makes  its  ap 
pearance-  fotm  ;  Sir  Jofeph  the  reputed  father,  though  Jonas  Dryancler, 
the  Swede,  his  Secretary,  hegets  it. 

•j*  Vulgarly  called  Dandelion.  Something  of  this  kind,  (a  moft 
wonderful  fpecies  !)  was  prefented  by  the  eldeft-bom  of  tlve  great  Pitty 
for  which  he  was  created  F.  R.S. 

J  About  the  year  1779,  conductors  were  ordered  to  be  placed  near 
all  our  magazines,  to  fecure  them  from  the  effects  of  lightning.  A 
queliion  then  arofe,  inhlch  would  bcft  fiicceed,  blunt  or  -pointed  con* 
4iudlors  ?  Sir  John  Pringle,  with  the  fenfrble  j?art  of  the  Society,  were 
of  opinion,  as,  indeed,  was  Dr.  Franklin,  that  points  were  preferable 
—  Sir  Jofeph  Banks  and  his  party  roared  loudly  for  the  blunts.  The 
difpute  ran  fo  high,  that  his  Majefty  took  a  part  in  it:  and  being 
rather  partial  to  blunt  condxflors,  thought  to  put  an  end  to  the  matter 
by  giving  his  own  peremptory  decifion,  and  announcing  to  the  world 

the 
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'*  A  moth-hunter,  a  crab -catcher,  a  bat 
"  That  owes  its  fole  fubfiftence  to  a  gnat  1 
"  A  hunter  of  the  meaneft  reptile  breed, 
"  A  fool  that  crofles  oceans  for  a  weed  ! 

"  Once  tow'ring  SCIENCE  made  Crane-court  *  her 

"  home, 

"  And  heav'n-born  WISDOM  patronis'd  the  dome;. 
"  With  awful  afpeft  at  the  portal  fhone, 
"  And  to  her  manfion  woo'd  the  wife  alone  : 
"  Now  at  the  door  fee  moon-ey'd  FOLLY  grinr 
u  Inviting  birds-neft  hunters  to  come  in ; 
"  Idiots  who  fpecks  on  eggs  devoutly  ken, 
"  And  furbifh  up  a  folio  on  a  wren," 
You  fee  the  world,  Sir  JOSEPH,  fcorns  to  flatter-— 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

By  G-d !  I  think  it  hath  not  minc'd  the  matter. 
Yet,  by  the  POW'R  who  made  me,  PETER,  know,. 
I  'm  honoured,  ftar^d  at,  wherefoe'er  I  go  ! 
Soon  as  a  room  I  enter,  lo,  all  ranks 
Get  up  to  compliment  Sir  JOSEPH  BANKS  1: 

PETER. 

And  then  fit  down  again,  I  do  fuppofe ; 
.And  then  around  the  room  a  whifper  goes,. 

the  fiiperiority  of  nob:.  Ta  confirm  his  great  and  wife  opinion,  nobs 
were  actually  fixed  on  iron  rods  at  the  end  of  Buckingham  Houfc. 
This,  however,  was  not  all ;  on  the  birth  day,  his  M&jefty  dcfired  Sir 
John  to  give  it  to  the  world  as  the  opinion  of  the  Royal  Society,  that 
Dr.  Franklin  was  ivtong.  The  Prefident  replied,  lik.eaman,  that  it 
was  not  in  his  power  to  revet fe  the  order  of  Nature.  The  Sovereign 
could  not  eafily  fee  that,  and  therefore  rtptafetfhu  commands. — Teazed 
by  the  King,  from  time  to  time,  to  oppofc  the  decided  opinion  of  the 
rebellion-  Franklin,  and  the  laws  of  Nature ;  and  conftantly  b.irked  at 
by  Sir  Jofeph  and  his  moth-hunting  phalanx  ;  he  refigned  the  chair,. 
and  returned  to  Scotland. — The  honour  was  inftantaneoufly  fnapped  atr 
and  caught  by  the  grefent  pofleffor.  fuch  as  he  is  ! 

*  The  rooms  of  the  Royal  Society  are  removed  fcom-Crane-court  to. 
Somerfet-place> 
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Thus  then  again,  "  He  beats  the  bears,  fo  rude, 

"  With  bull-dog  afpecl:,  and  with  brains  of  mud  : 

"  His  words,  like  ftones  for  pavements,  make  us  ftart ; 

44  Rude,  roughly  rumbling,  tumbling  from  the  cart ; 

"  Who  for  importance  all  his  Jungs  employs, 

**  And  thinks  that  words,  like  drums,  were  made  for  noife : 

*'  A  fellow  fo  unqualified  to  fhine ! 

"  Who  never  to  the  Journals  gave  a  line; 

"  But  into  SWEDEN  caft  a  fox- like  look, 

"  And  caught  Goofe  DR  Y  ANDER  to  write  his  book.* 

*'  Such  is  the  mania  for  the  claps  of  Fame, 

"  So  fought  by  many  a  'fquire  and  gentle  dame, 

"  Refembling  beggars  that  on  alms  grow  fat ; 

"  Who,  if  too  weak  themfelves  to  make  a  brat, 

"  Buy  children  up  to  melt  the  traveler's  eye, 

"  And  from  his  pocket  call  the  eharitv. 

"  Thro'  him  each  trifle-hunter  that  can  bring 
"  A  grub,  a  weed,  a  moth,  a  beetle's  wing, 
"  Shall  to  a  FELLOW'S  dignity  fucceed ; 
44  Witnefs  Lord  CHATHAM  and  his  pifs-a*-led /"f 
*'  How  had  he  pow'rs  to  mufter  up  the  face 
**  To  afk  a. PRESIDENT'S  important  place  ?• 
"  How  with  a  matchlefs  infolence  to  dare 
"  Abufe  and  joflle  PRINGLE  \  from  the  chair  ? 

"  A  moth- 


*  A  moft  pompous  birth  in  the  botanical  way  rs  to  makes  its  ap~ 
pearance  foon  ;  Sir  Jofeph  the  reputed  father,  though  Jonas  Dryanderj 
the  Swede,  his  Secretary,  hegets  it. 

•f-  Vulgarly  called  Dandelion.  Something  of  this  kind,  (a  moft 
v;ondcrful  fpccies  !)  was  prefented  by  the  eldeft-bern  of  tlve  great  Pitty 
for  which  he  was  created  F.  R.  S. 

J  About  the  year  I  779,  conductors  were  ordered  to  be  placed  near 
all  our  magazines,  to  fecure  them  from  the  effedls  of  lightning.  A 
queftion  then  arofe,  which  would  beft  fiicceed,  blunt  or  pointed  con* 
»iuclors  ?  Sir  John  Pringle,  with  the  fenfrble  part  of  the  Society,  were 
of  opinion,  as,  indeed,  was  Dr.  Franklin,  that  points  were  preferable 
— Sir  Jofeph  Banks  and  his  party  roared  loudly  for  the  blunts.  The 
difpute  ran  fo  high,  that  his  Majelty  took  a  part  in  it :  and  being 
rather  partial  to  blunt  conduftors,  thought  to  put  an  end  to  the  matter 
by  giving  his  own  peremptory  decifion,  and  announcing  to  the  world 

the 
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"  A  moth-hunter,  a  crab -catcher,  a  bat 

"  That  owes  its  fole  fubfiftence  to  a  gnat ! 

44  A  hunter  of  the  meaneft  reptile  breed, 

44  A  fool  that  crofles  oceans  for  a  weed  ! 

44  Once  tow 'ring  SCIENCE  made  Crane-court  *  her 

44  home, 

44  And  heav'n-born  WISDOM  patronis'd  the  dome;. 
44  With  awful  afpeft  at  the  portal  fhone, 
44  And  to  her  manfion  woo'd  the  wife  alone  : 
44  Now  at  the  door  fee  moon-ey'd  FOLLY  grin,. 
44  Inviting  birds-neft  hunters  to  come  in  ; 
"  Idiots  who  fpecks  on  eggs  devoutly  ken, 
"  And  furbifh  up  a  folio  on  a  wren," 
You  fee  the  world,  Sir  JOSEPH,  fcorns  to  flatter-— 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

By  G-d !   I  think  it  hath  not  minc'd  the  matter. 
Yet,  by  the  POW'R  who  made  rne,  PETER,  know,, 
I'm  honoured,  flared  at,  wherefoe'er  I  go  ! 
Soon  as  a  room  I  enter,  lo,  all  ranks 
Get  up  to  compliment  Sir  JOSEPH  BANKS  I'. 

PETER. 

And  then  fit  down  again,  I  do  fuppofe  ; 
And  then  around  the  room  a  whifper  goes,. 

the  fuperiority  of  nobs.  To  confirm  his  great  and  ivifs  opinion,  nobs 
were  actually  fixed  on  iron  rods  at  the  end  of  Buckingham  Houfc. 
This,  however,  was  not  all ;  on  the  birth  day,  his  Majefty  dcfired  Sir 
John  to  give  it  to  the  world  as  the  opinion  of  the  Royal  Society,  that 
Dr.  Franklin  was  wrong.  The  Prefident  replied,  like  a-  man,  that  it 
was  not  in  his  power  to  revet fe  the  order  of  Nature.  The  Sovereign 
could  not  eafily/rf  that,  and  therefore  ref>eatcct\\\*>  commands. — Tcazed 
By  tht^  King,  from  time  to  rime,  to  oppofc  the  decided  opinion  of  the 
rebellious  Franklin,  and  the  laws  of  Nature ;  and  conftantly  barked  at 
by  Sir  Jofeph  and  his  moth-hunting  phalanx;  he  refigned  the  chair,. 
3nd  returned  to  Scotland. — The  honour  was  inftantaneoufly  fnapped  at, 
and  caught  by  the  grefcnt  pofleffor,  fuch  as  he  is  ! 

*  The  rooms  of  the  Royal  Society  are  removed  f com-  Crane  -court  to. 
Somerfet-place* 
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**  Lord,  that's  Sir  JOSEPH  BANKS!   how  grand  his  look! 
"•  Who  fail'd  all  round  the  world  with  Captain  COOK  !" 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Zounds!  what  the  devil's  fame,  if  this  be  «0/.£- 

PETE  R. 

Sir  JOSEPH,  prithee  don't  be  fuch  a  fot — 
Thofe  wonderful  admirers,  man,  were  dozens 
Of  frefh-imported,  ftaring  country  coufins, 
To  London  come,  the  waxwork  to  devour, 
And  fee  their  brother  beafts  within  the  Tow 'r. 
True  fame  is  praife  by  men  of  •votfdom  giv'n, 
Whofe  fouls  difplay  fome  workmanihip  of 
Not  by  the  wooden  million — Nature's  chips, 
Whofe  twilight  fouls  are  ever  in  eclipfe ; 
Puppies  !  who,  though  on  idiotifm's  dark  brink, 
Becaufe  they've  heads,  dare  fancy  they  can  think.. 

SIR.    JOSEPH. 

What  though  unletter'd j*  I  can  lead  the  herd, 
And  laugh  at  half  the  members  to  their  beard.. 
Frequent  to  Court  I  go  ;  and,  'midft  the  ring, 
I  catch  moft  gracious  whifpers  from  the  KING — 

PETER. 

And  well  (I  think)  I  hear  each  precious' fp/eech, 
In  fentiment  fublime,  and  language  rich  ; 
"  What's  new,  Sir  JOSEPH?  what,  .what's  new  found  out?; 
**  What's  the  fociety,  what,  what  about? 
"  Any  more  moniters,  lizard,  monkey,, rat, 
"  Egg,. weed,  moufe,  butterfly,  pig,  .what,  what,  what  ? 
"  Toad,  fpider,  grafshopper,  Sir  JOSEPH  BANKS  ? 
**  Any  more  thanks,  more  thanks,  more  thanks,  more 
"  "  thanks? 

*  In  fpits  of -our  objcdion  to  Sir  Jofeph  as  a  Prefidcnt,  we  muft  allow 
his  candour  in  acknowledging  himfclf  unlettered,  as  he  really  was  rcfufed  - 
his  degree  at  Cambridge,  though  every  inicrcft  was  implored  to  make 
Mm  pafs  rnuftcr,. 

«*•  You: 
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"  You  ftill  eat  *  raw  flem,  beetle,  viper,  bat, 

**  Toad,  tadpole,  frog,  Sir  Jofeph — what,  what,  what?" 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  firft  of  Kings, 
That  many  a  fighirig  heart  with  envy  flings ! 
And  much  I'm  pleas'd  to  fancy  that  I  hear 
Such  wife  and  gracious  whiipers  greet  your  ear : 
Yet  if  the  greater  part  of  members  growl, 
Tho'  owls  themfelves,  and  curfe_ys#  for  an  owl, 
And  bent  the  great  Sir  JOSEPH  BANKS  to  humble, 
Behold  the  GIANT  PRESIDENT  mufl  tumble. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Zounds!  Sir,  the  GREAT-ONES  to  my  whittle  come : 
J  have  'em  ev'ry  one  beneath  my  thumb. 
ELECTORS,  MARGRAVES,  PRINCES,  grace  my  lift: 
And  mail  a  few  poor  ragged  rogues  refill, 
Becaufe  (a  flock  of  aflronomic  gulls ! ) 
The  cobweb  mathematics  cloud  their  fculls  ? 
The  GREAT,  when  beckon'd  to,  my  caufe  mall  aid, 
And  happy,  think  themfelves  with  thanks  o'er-paid : 
Thefe  fhall  arife,  and,  with  a  fingle  frown, 
Beat  the  bold  front  of  OPPOSITION  down. 

PETER. 

Thus,  by  a  word,  the  SHOWMAN  at  the  Tow'r 
Exerts  on  brother  favages  his  pow'r ; 
Bids  NERO,  C^SAR,  POMP EY,  fpread  their  paws, 
And  mow  the  horrors  of  their  gaping  jaws ! 

SIR     JOSEPH. 

By  heav'ns  !   I've  merit,  fay  whate'er  you  pleafe  \ 
Can  name  the  vegetable  tribes  with  eafe. 
What  monkey  walks  the  woods,  or  climbs  a  tree, 
Whole  genealogy's  unknown  to  me  ? 

*  Ambitious  of  an  uncommon  path  to  the  temple  of  Fame,  which  n» 
man  bcfides  himfelf  dared  to  tread,  the  Knight  often  exercifed  his  teeth 
in  fuch  repalts,  before  a  number  of  wonder  rug  fpcftators. 

PETER 
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PETER. 

J  grant  you,  Sir,  in  monkey  knowledge  great ; 
Yet  fay,  ihould  monkeys  give  you  Neivton's  feat  ? 
Such  merit  fcarcely  is  enough  to  dub 
A  mr.n  a  member  of  a  country  club. 

With  novel  fpecks  on  eggs  to  feafl  the  eye ; 
Or  gaudy  colours  of  a  butterfly  ; 
Or  new-found  fibre  of  fome  grafly  blade, 
Well  fuits  the  idle  hours  of  fome  old  maid, 
(Whole  figbs  each  lover's  vanifh'd  fighs  deplore) 
To  murder  time  when  Cupids  kill  no  more ; 
Not  WOT,  who,  lab'ringwith  a  Titan  mind, 
Should  fcale  the  fkies  to  benefit  mankind. 
I  grant  you  full  of  anecdote,  my  friend — 
Bons  mots,  and  wondrous  (lories  without  end  ; 
Yet  if  a  tale  can  claim,  or  jeil  fo  rare, 
Ten  thoufand  gojfips  might  demand  the  chair. 

To  feet  at  boobies,*  noddies,  with  fuch  luck, 

And  pepper  a  poor  Indian  like  a  duck  \ 

To  hunt  for  days  a  lizard  or  a  gnat, 

And  run  a  dozen  miles  to  catch  a  bat ; 

To  plunge  in  marfhes,  and  to  fcale  the  rocks, 

Sublime,  for  fcurvygrafs  and  lady-fmocks,f 

Are  matters  of  proud  triumph,  to  be  fure, 

And  fuch  as  FAME'S  fair  volume  fhould  fecure  : 

Yet,  to  my  mind,  it  is  not  fuch  a  feat, 

As  gives  a  man  a  claim  to  Newton's  feat. 

SIR     JOSEPH. 

Yet  are  there  men  of  genius  who  fupport  me ! 
Proud  of  my  friendfhip,  fee  Sir  William  court  me  ! 

-.F  «  Grent  and  manifold  were  Sir  Jofeph's  triumphs  over  thefe  de- 
fencelefs  animals,"  fays  Dr.  Hawkfworth's  moft  miserable  account  ; 
which  might  more  properly  he  chriftened,  '*  The  Hiftory  of  Sir  Jofeph 
Banks,"  fo  much,  indeed,  is  Sir  Jofeph  the  hero  of  the  tale. 

4*  Sec  Hawkfworih's  account  of  Captain  Cook's  Vovagc. 

PETER. 
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PETER. 

Great  in  the  eating  knowledge,  all  allow  ; 
Who  fent  you  once  the  fumcn  of  a  fow  ;* 
Far  richer  food  than  pigs  that  lofe  their  breath, 
Whipp'd,  like  poor  ibldiers  on  parades,  to  death. 
Sir  WILLIAM  !  hand  and  glove  with  NAPLES  KING  ! 
Who  made  with  rare  antiques  the  nation  ring ; 
Who,  when  VESUVIUS  foam'd  with  melted  matter, 
March'd  up  and  clapp'd  his  nofe  into  the  crater, 
Juft  with  the  fame /ang-f raid  that  JOAN  the  cook 
Cafts  on  her  dumplings  in  the  pot  a  look. 

But  more  the  world  reports  (I  hope  untrue,) 
That  half  STR  WILLIAM'S  Mugs  and  Gods  are  new; 
Him/elf  the  baker  of  th'  Etrurian  ware, 
That  made  our  Britifh  antiquarians  flare ; 
Nay,  that  he  means  ere  long  to  crofs  the  main, 
And  at  his  Naples  oven  (Weat  again  ; 
And,  by  his  late  fuccefles  render'd  bolder, 
To  bake  new  mugs,  and  gods  fome  ages  older  ! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

God  blefs  us  !  what  to  HERSCHEL  dare  you  fay, 
The  aflronomic  genius  of  the  day, 
Who  foon  will  find  more  wonders  in  the  flues, 
And  with  more  Georgium  Sidufes  furprife  ? 

PETER. 

More  ./Etnas  in  the  moon— more  cinder  loads  ! 
Perhaps  mail-coaches  on  her  turnpike  roads, 
By  fome  great  LUNAR  PALMER  taught  to  fly, 
To  gain  the  gracious  glances  of  the  eye 
Of  Tome  penurious  man  of  high  degree, 
And  charm  the  monarch  with  a  poftagefree ; 

*  Sii'W.  Hamilton,  who  fenr  Sir  Jofeph  from  Italy  t-his  precious 
prefcnt.  This  mode  of  making  it  properly  is,  by  tying  the  tea's  of  a 
fow,  foon  after  Ihe  ha  h  littered ;  continuing  the  ligature  till  the  poor 
creature  is  nearly  cxhaufled  with  torture,  and  then  cutting  her  throat. 
Th;  effects  of  the  milk  diifufed  through  this  belly  part  are  fo  delicious, 
*s  to  i>c  thought  ample  atonement  for  the  barbarity, 

Such 
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Such  astoCHELx'NAM  waters  urg'd  their  way, 

WhereCLOACiNA  holds  her  eafy  fway; 

Where  paper-mills  fhall  load  with  wealth  the  town, 

And  ev'ry  Ihop  (hall  deal  in  <whitijli  brown  ; 

Where  for  the  coach  the  KING  was  wont  to  watch, 

Loaded  with  fifti,  fowl,  bacon,  and  difpatch  ;* 

Eggs  and  fmall  beer,  potatoes,  too,  a  ftore, 

That  coft  in  CHELT'NAM.  market  two -pence  more; 

Converting  thus  a  coach  of  matchlefs  art, 

With  two  rare  geldings,  to  zfutler's  cart. 

But,  voluble  Sir  Jofeph — not  fo  faft — 

The  fame  of  HERSCHEL  is  a  dying  blafl : 

When  on  the  moon  he  fir  ft  began  to  peep, 

The  wond'ring  world  pronounc'd  the  gazer,  deep  ; 

But  wifernow  th'  ##-wond*ring  world,  alas  ! 

Gives  all  poor  HER  SCHEL'S  glory  to  his  glafs  ; 

Convinc'd  his  boafled  aftronomic  ftrength 

Lies  in  his  tube's^  not  head's  enormous  length. 

SIR     JOSEPH. 

What,  niggard !  not  on  HET-RSCHEL  fame  beftow, 
So  curious  a  difcov'rer  ? — 

PETER. 

No  !  man,  no  ! 

Give  it  MUDGE,J  whofe  head  contains  more  y«; 
Than  (truft  me)  ever  lodg'd  in  HER  SCHEL'S  houfe. 

.-.:*T" 

*•  Mr.  Palmer  very  genet ovjly  offered  his  Sovereign  a  mail-conch  trt 
carry  letters  and  difpatches  to  and  from  Cheltenham.  The  offer  was  tea 
great  to  be  refufed — a  fplendid  carriage  was  built  for  the  occafion  :  his 
nioft  economic  Majefty,  however,  wifely  knowing  that  fomething  more 
than  a  few  letters  might  be  contained  in  Mr.  Palmer's  vehicle,  con 
verted  it,  as  the  poet  hath  obferved,  into  a  cart,  and  faved  many  a  (ix- 
jjence. 

f  We  would  not  detraft  from  Mr.  Herfchel's  real  m^rit. — By  a 
true  German  cart-houfe  labour,  he  made  a  little  improvement  on  Dr. 
Mudge's  method  of  conftru cting  mirrors  ;  fuch  are  this  gentleman's  preten. 
(tons  to  a  niche  in  the  temple  of  Fame. — As  for  his  mathematical  abi 
lities,  they  can  fcarcely  be  called  thejkadou':  of  Science. 

£  Dr.  Mudge  of  Plymovith. 

4  SIR 
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SIR    JOSEPH. 

Lo,  at  my  call  the  noble  MARLB'ROUGH'S  vote, 
Whofe  obfervations  much  our  fame  promote. 

PETER. 

Who  from  his  Blenheim  chimneys  Wonders  fpies-— 

The  daily  advertifer  of  the  fkies  : 

Who  equals  his  great  anceftor  in  head ; 

A  hero  *  who  could  neither  write  nor  read : 

Thus  equal  form'd,  to  all  the  world's  furprifej 

As  one/wept  earth,  the  other  fweeps  the  fkies. 

SIR     JOSEPH. 
HUNTER  f  with  fifli  intrigues  our  houfe  regale 

PETER. 
,  The  tender  hiftory  of  cooing  whales !  {— 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Great  in  the  noble  art  of  gelding  fows  !— 

PETER. 

And  giving  to  the  boar  a  barren  fpoufe  ! 

Who  proves,  what  many  imbeiievers  fhocks, 

That  age  converts  hen  pheafants  into  cocks  ! 

And  why  not,  fince  it  is  deny'd  by  no  man 

That  age  hath  made  JOHN  HUNTER  an  OLD  WOMAN  ? 

*  The  famous  Duke  of  Martborough  was  reported  to  have  been  an 
illiterate  man  ;  which  fh.ows  that  a  headpiece  for  the  arts  and  fciences, 
and  a  headpiece  for  facing  cannon-balls,  are  wifely  formed  of  different 
materials. 

•f-  John  Hunter  actually  received  the  Society's  gold  medal  for  three 
papers,  viz.  on  fow-gclding  ;  on  the  wolf,  jackall,  and  dog ;  proving 
inconuftably,  what  the  world  knew  before,  that  the  aforefaid  animals 
were  binafide  of  the  fame  fpecies :  alfo  on  the  loves  of  whales. 

\  See  article  30,  1780,  in  the  Philofbphical  Tranfa&ions,  where  Mr. 
John  Hunter  gives  a  wonderful  account  of  a  pheafant  with  three  legs, 
that  by  age  changed  from  a  female  to  a  wa/c. 

VOL.  I.  L 1  Believe 
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Believe  me,  full  as  well. might  Papifts  bring 
Quills  from  a  SERAPH'S  ti.il,  or  CHERUB'S  wing; 
Saint  DutfsTAN's  crab  Hick,  vvhkh  the  SATNT  uncivil 
Broke  on  the  back  of  our  great  foe  the  DEVIL  ; 
SAINT  ANDREW'S  toe,  SAINT  AGATHA'S  old  fmock, 
And  ftones  that  rattled  round  SAINT  STEPHEN'S  block.; 
SAINT~JOSEPH'S  fighs  fo  deep,  preferv'd  in  bottles, 
Amounting,  legends  fay,  to  many  pottles ; 
Caught  as  the  SAINT,  with  all  his  might  and  main, 
Was  cleaving  billets,  /or  his  fire,  in  twain.; 
Or  bones  *  Irom-Catacombs  to  form  new  faints, 
To  cure,  like  all  quack  med'cines,  all  complaints ! 
Such  might  the  journals  of  the  houfe  record, 
As  well  as  HUNTER'S  wondrous  cock-hen  bird. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Like  BLAGIXEN  who  can  write  and  deeply  think? 

'P'ETER. 

Who  .write  like  'him  on  iron  moulds  and  ink  ?f 
See  mirts  and  fhifts,  by  iron-moulds  that  rot, 
By  BLAGDEN'S  wtfdom  lofe  each  yellow  fpot.! 
For  this,  fliall  laundry  virgins  lift  their -voice,; 
Napkins  and  damafk  tablecloths  rejoice ; 
Ruffles  and  caps,. and  meets,  and  pillow-cafes, 
Lofe  their  fad  ftains,  and  fmile  with  lily  faces. 
Lo !  to  improve  of  man  the  foaring  mind, 
For  facred  fcience,  to  his  fldn  unkind, 
Did  Docler  Blagdea  in  an  oven  $  bake, 
Brown  as  burnt  coffee  or  a  barley  cake, 
Wlii  lit,  xlown  his  nofe  projecting,  fweatln  rills 
Unfav'ry  flow'd  like  ha,rtftiQrn  teams  from  ftills. 

*  In  1672,  four  hundred  faints xWere. recruited  ;  fuch  was  the  extra* 
prdiyary  harveft  of  baptized  and  canonized  bones.from  the  Catacombs  at 
Rome.  Fide  Religious  Rites  and  Geremonie?. 

f  Vide  Article  39,  1787,  of  rhe.Philof.  Tranf. 

\  The  po&or's  body  in  the  hot  oven,  with  his  nofe  proje&ing  from 
\\ffi  hole  for  air,  would  be  na  bad  fubjedt  for  the  graver. 
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SIR    JOSEPH. 

Great  Duckweed  THOMPSON,*  all  my  foul  reveres ! 
And  MULGRAVE  charms  me  with  his  arftic  bears. 
My  eyes  with  fhells,  lo  !  limpet  DA  VIES  greets ! 
And  Doctor  LETTSOME  with  his  rare  horfe- beets ! 
Beets,  that  with  fiiarne  our  parfnips  fhall  o'erwhehn, 
And  fairly  drive  potatoes  from  the  realm  ! 
Beets !  in  whofe  juft  applaufes  we  are  hoarfe  all ; 
Such  are  the  wondrous  pow'rs  of  Mangel  J-farfal.* 

PETER. 

Beets  that  flrall  keep  gaunt  FAMINE  to  his  Eaft, 
And  make  him  on  Gentoos,  as  ufual,  feaft ; 
Whilft  ev'ry  lucky  BRITON  that  one  meets 
Shall  ftrut  a  FALSTAFF,  fuch  the  pow'r  of  Beets  ! 
Beets !  that  muft  bring  the  Quaker  wealth  and  fame, 
And  give  his  cheek  the  virgin  glow  of  fliame ; 
Who  ne'er,  meek  man,  was  known  a  face  to  pufli, 
Nor  hear  his  own  applaufe  without  a  blufh  ! 
Beets  !  that  mail  form  an  epoch  in  our  times, 
And  thus,  by  PETER  prais'd,  embalm  his  rhymes  t 

SIR   JOSEPH: 

Then,  whuf  of  AUBERT  \  think  you,  that  great  man, 
Whofe  broad  eye  deems- creation  fcarce  a  fpan-? 

PETE  R. 

Who  weekly  with  his  watch  is  feen  to  run, 

The  little  pupil  of  a  Greenwich  fun,  .  * 

To  learn  the  motions  of  old  TIME,  and  mock 

The  fatal  errors  of  each  London  clock. 

\ 

*  Sir  Benjamin,  a  tecond  Linnaeus. 

•f-  The  more  pompous  name  of  the  Beet. 

£  A  (ilk  merohan:,  and  F.  R.  S.  who,  every  Sunday,  wet  or  dry, 
cloudy  or  funihinc,  calm  or  windy,  vifits  Greeivwich,  to  catth  rhe  fun 
on  the  meridiin.  Such  is  this  gentleman's -rage  for  the  art,  that  he  now 
has  at  Lojimpitt-Hill,  near  Greenwich,  two  thoufaad  pounds  worth  of 
aftroaomUal  indruments. 

L  1  2  Thus 
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Thus  LUBIN,  from  his  folitary  Down, 
Leads  tittle  LUBIN  to  a  neighboring  town : 
The  lad  with  ecftacy  furveys  the  fcene ; 
Then  home  returning,  with  triumphant  mien, 
Corrects  his  mother's,  filler's  converfations, 
And  wonder  at  his  ignorant  relations. 
AUBERT  who  meriteth  indeed  applaufe  ! 
Full  of  high-founding  phrafes,  and  wifey^m  / 
Who  from  his  cradle  learn'd  the  ftars  to  lifp, 
And  to  a  meteor  *  turn'd  a  will-o'-wifp  ! 

v    SIR    JOSEPH. 
Pray,  then,  what  think  ye  of  our  famous  DAINES  ? 

PETER. 

Tlnnk  of  a  man  deny'd,  by  Nature,  brains  ! 
Whofe  trafh  fp  oft  the  royal  leaves  difgraces : 
Who  knows  not  jordans,  fool !  from  Roman  vafes  1 
About  old  pots  his  head  for  ever  puzzling, 
And  boring  earth,  like  pigs  for  troufles  f  muzzling; 
Who  likewife  from  old  urns,  to  crotchets  leaps, 
Delights  in  mufic,  and  at  concerts  Jleeps.% 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Zounds !  'tis  in  vain,  I  fee,  to  utter  praife  !«— 

PETER. 
Then  mention  fome  one  who  deferves  my  lays. 

*  One  forrumte  evening,  as  he  was  returning  from  his  beloved  ob« 
fervatory,  a  Jack-a-lantern  fprung— wp-and  played  fome  tricks  before  the 
philofophiral  {ilicman,  whole  optics,  too  apt  to  magnify  objects,  con 
verted  it  into  an  amazing  meteor,  with  which  the  royal  journals  focrt 
after  blaxed, 

•\-  There  are  pigs  kept  exprefsly  for  hunting  troufles  in  fome  parts  of 
England. 

if  Such  are  the  powers  of  fomnolency  over  Mr.  Daines  Harrington — 
at  feveral  of  the  Hanover-fquare  concerts  hath  the  Lyric  Peter  feen  the 
Antiquarian  in  Renting  mufical  fpeculation,  but  verily  amufed  with  a 
moll  c  omfortable  nap. 

SIR 
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SIR    JOSEPH. 

Know  then,  I've  fent  to  diftant  parts  to  find 

Beings  the  moft  uncommon  of  their  kind  : 

The  greateft  monflers  of  the  land  and  water  — 

PETER. 

The  beautiful  deformities  of  nature  ! 
Birds  without  heads,  and  tails,  and  wings,  and  legsa 
Tremendous  Cyclop  pigs,  and  fpecklefs  eggs  ; 
Snails  from  Japan,  and  wafps,  and  Indian  jays, 
Command  attention,  and  excite  our  praife  : 
Chopfticks  and  backfcrapers  are  curious  things  ; 
Scalps,  and  tobacco-pipes,  and  Indian  firings; 
Such  as  to  charm  the  wond'ring  Cits  we  fee, 
Where  DON  SALTEHO  *  gives  his  Sunday's  tea; 
Great  DON  SALTERO,  name  of  high  renown, 
Who  treats,  too,  with  immortal  rolls  the  town  ! 

Rare  are  the  buttons  of  a  Roman's  breeches, 

In  antiquarians  eyes  furpaffing  riches  : 

Rare  is  each  crack'd,  black,  rotten,  eartherrdifh,  . 

That  held  of  ancient  Rome  the  flefli  and  fifh  : 

Rare  are  the  talifmans  that  drove4:he  Devilj  - 

And  rare  the  bottles  that  contained  odd  fnivel. 

Owls'  heads,  and  fnoring  frogs,  preferv'd  in  fpirits,  , 

Moft  certainly  are  not  without  their  merits  ; 

Yet  thefe  to  gain,  and  give  to  public  view,  ^ 

Lo!   PARKINSON  knows  full  as  well  as  you  ; 

As  did  Sir^sHTON  fam'd,'  whofe  mental  pow'r  r 

Juffc  reach'd  to  tell  us  by  the  clock  the  hour.  - 

SIR    JOSEPH.- 

Poh  !  p-x  !  don't  laugh  —  fuch  things  are  rich  and  fcarce, 
facred  —  let  not  all  be  farce. 


PETE  R.> 

Sir  Jofeph,  I  mujl  laugh  when  things  like  thefe 
Jfeyond  Ju&timitics  have  pow'r  to  pleafe  ; 

*  At  Chclfca. 

L-l  3 
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To  crowd  with  fuch  poor  llnlenefs  your  walls, 

Is  putting  Mafter  PUNCH  into  St.  PAUL'S. 

Yet,  to  the  point — the  place  on  which  you  dote 

Hath  been  for  ever  carried  by  the  vote. 

Know  then,  your  parajites  begin  to  bellow, 

And  call  you  openly  a  fhallow  fellow  :  - 

In  vain  to,  failing  Majefty  you  fly ; 

JTis  on  the  many  that  you  mud  rely : 

E'en  blockheads  blufh,  fo  much  are  they  afham'd-— 

SIR     JOSEPH. 

They  and  their  modeft  blufhes  may  be  d — n'd. 
Ungrateful  fcoundrels !  eat  my  rolls  and  butter, 
And  daring  thus  their  infolences  mutter ! 
Swallow  my  turtle  and  my  beef  by  pounds, 
And  tear  my  ven'fon  like  a  pack  of  hounds ; 
Yet  have  the  impudence,  the  brazen  foce, 
To  fay  I  am  I\Q\.  fitted  for  the  place  ! 
In  God's  name  let  my  wine  in  torrents  flow  ! 
E'en  be  my  houfe  a  tavern  in  So  HO  ! 
Of  daily  ven'fon  let  roe  try  the  force, 
And  keep  an  open  houfe  for  man  and  horfe. 
Oh  !  let  me  hold  by  any  means  the  chair  !— 
To  keep  that  honour  every  thing  I  dare ! 

PETER. 

I  own  that  nothing  like  good  cheer  fucceeds— 
A  man's  a  God  whofe  hogihead  freely  bleeds : 
Champaigne  can  confecrate the  damned'ft  evil: 
A  hungry  Parafite  adores  a  Devil ; 
3n  radiant  virtues  his  poor  hoft  arrays, 
And  fmooths  him  with  the  goflimer  of  praife ; 
•  Stuff  *d  to  the  throat  till  repetition  tires, 
And  GLUTTONY'S  hugegreafy  wi'b  expires; 
Apoftate  then,  the  knave  denies  his  church, 
And  leaves  his  Saint,  with  laughter,  in  the  lurch. 

In  ihort,  your  gormandizers  and  your  drinkers 
Quit  their  old  faith,  aud  turn  out  rank  free-thinkers. 

Dead 
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Dead  is  the  novelty  of  fine  fat  haunches, 
And  truth  no  longer  facrific'd  to  paunches  : 
Aftiam'd,  at  length,  the  fad  repentant  SINNERS 
All  blufh  to  barter  flatt'ry  for  good  dinners : 
No  charms  furround  the  knocker  of  your  door, 
That  beam'd  with  honour,  but  now  beams  no  more  ? 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Betray'd  by  thofe  on  whom  my  all  depends  !— 

PETER. 
Becray'd,  like  CAESAR,  by  his  bofom  friends ! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Though  man,  ungrateful  man,  his  aid  deny ; 
The  POW'R  whofe  wifdom  rules  yon  lofty  iky, 
May  grant  his  gracious  and  protecting  pow'r, 
And  aid  my  efforts  iii  the  trying  hour ! 

PETER. 

Left  by  your  earthly  friends,  I  fear  your  pray'rs, 
Moft pious  PRESIDENT,  won't  mend  affairs  : 
The  POW'R  you  mention,  with  all-feeing  eyes, 
Well  knows  your  little  rev'rence  for  hisjft&r.* 
Thus  may  your  pray'rs  be  vain,  however  hearty ; 
Befides,  HEAV'N  oft'neft  joins  the  ftrongeft  party. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

'Sblood  !  have  I  pra&is'd  ev'ry  art  in  vain  ? 
Undaunted  fac'd  the  dangers  of  the  main  ?— 

PETER. 

jtnd  fac'd  QUEEN  OBORE  A  in  the  boat, 
And  loft  your  fhoes  and  ftockings,  and  your  ccat : 
A  circumftance  that  much  the  tale  enriches, 
But  providentally  preferv'd  your  breeches  !  • 

*  The  Poet  here  moft  facetioufly  and  beautifully  alludes  to  the  feccf- 
fioa  of  the  ailronomkal  geniulcs  from  the  Society. 

For 
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For  unknown  weeds,  dar'd  unknown  paths  explore 
And  frighten'd  canibals  from  fhore  to  fhore ; 
On  each  new  ifland  clapp'd  King  George's  leal, 
A  (harp  impreffion  too  of  hardeft  fteel ; 
Whilft  witnefs  Piftol  and  his  brother  Gun 
Look'd  with  a  pointed  approbation  on. 
A  decent  method  of  appropriation, 
And  adding  glory  to  the  Britifh  nation  ! 
True,  you  have  try'd  to  be  as  great  as  HE, 
The  vent'rous  TROJAN,  fportof  wind  and  fea, 
Who  left  old  Troy,  his  parifh,  far  from  home, 
To  find  a  lodging  for  imperial  Rome : — 
Yet  are  thofe  feats  what  vulgars  term  a  lore  ; 
Stale  fluff — the  Members  look  for  fomething  more. 
I  grant,  you  naked  with  your  fervants  pranc'd,    , 
To  mow  how  folks  at  Otaheite  danc'd  : 
And  much  the  fmiling  audience  you  amus'd, 
Though  DECENCY,  indeed,  the  dance  abus'd ; 
SHE,  blufhing  damfel,  turn'd  her  head  aiide, 
And  wifh'd-a  whip  to  ev'ry  hopping  hide. 
Grant  that  you  fent,  to  charm  the  public  eye, 
Egyptian  ftones,*  that  form'd  for  hogs  a  flye  ; 
With  teeming  hieroglyphics  on  their  faces, 
That  prov'd  unfortunately  pigs'-feet  traces  : 
Yet,  lo  !   like  bullocks  in  a  fair,  they  roar, 
Or  vacate  bid  you,  or  do  fomething  more. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

'Sdeath,  then,  I'll  fpitin  ev'ry  blockead's  face; 
Kick  them,  and  purge  the  dwelling  from  difgrace. 

PETER. 

Thus  when  a  hofl  of  grafshoppers  and  rats, 
By  men  undaunted,  uuabam'dyby  cats, 
Jn  hopping  and  in  running  legions  pours, 
Affrights  the  Papifts,  and"  their  grafs  devours  ; 

*  Sir  Jofeph  fent  Come  turiout  Egyptian  ftones  to  the  Britilh  Mufeum; 
fuch  was  his  zeal  for"  the  honour  of  Hieroglyphics:  but,  as  that  building 
pofleffes  alreaJy  as  much  of  the  antique  as  it  can  well  authenticate,  they 
>vcre  returned  in  a  cart  upon  his  hands. 

3  L°> 
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Lo,  arm'd  with  pray'rs  to  thunder  in  their  ears, 
A  BISHOP  boldly  meets  the  buccaneers; 
Sprinkles  his  holy  water  on  the  fod, 
And  drives,  and  damns  them  in  the  name  of  God  !* 

You  purge  the  tainted  dwelling  from  difgrace, 
By  boldly  fpitting  in  each  Members  face ! 
Where,  fweet  Sir  Jofeph,  will  you  find  the  fpittle, 
Since  what  would  float  the  ALBION  f  were  too  little  t 

With  folemn,  fentimental  ftep,  fo  How, 
I  fee  you  through  the  flreets  of  London  go, 
With  poring,  ftudious,  daring,  earth-nail'd  eyCj 
As  heedlefs  of  the  mob  that  buttles  by. 
This  was  a  fcheme  of  wifdom,  let  me  fay  j 
But  lo,  this  trap  far  fame  hath  had  its  day  ; 
And  let  me  tell  you,  what  I've  urg'd  before, 
The  reftlefs  Members  look  for  fomething  more. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Zounds  \  han't  I  fwallow'd  raw  flefh  like  an  hound f 

On  vileft  reptiles  rung  the  changes  round  ? 

Eat  ev'ry  filthy  infect  you  can  mention  ; 

Tarts  made  of  grafshoppers,  my  own  invention  ? 

Frogs;  tadpoles  by  the  fpoonful,  long-tai I'd  imps; 

And  munch'd  cock-chafers  juft  like  prawns  or  fhrimps  ? 

PETER. 

In  troth,  I've  feen  you  many  a  reptile  eat, 
And  heard  you  call  the  dirty  difh  a  treat; 
Oft  have  I  feen  you  meals  on  monkeys  make ; 
IvJay,  Hercules  furpafs — devour  your  SNAKE  ; 
And  make  as  little  of  a  toad  or  viper, 
As  pelicans  of  mack'rel  or  a  piper  j 

*  This  is  actually  done  in  Roman  Catholic  countries  by  order  of  the 
church.  In  fome  places  two  attorneys  are  employed  in  the  affair  of  the 
grafshoppers  ;  one  for  the  grafskoppers,  the  other  for  the  people  :  but  it 
is  the  fate  of  the  grafshoppers  to  have  the  worft  of  it,  as  they  arc  always 
atnathtmatixed,  and  ordered  to  be  excommunicated  if  they  do  not  quit 
the  place  within  a  certain  number  of  dayc. 

•f  One  of  our  firft-rates, 

And 


394  JETER'S  PROPHECY. 

And  wriggling  round  your  mouth  its  little  claws, 
Have  heard  a  bat  cry  "  Murther !"  in  your  jawsr 
Yet,  hear,  Sir  Jofeph,  what  I've  laid  before, 
The  Sluming  Members  look  for  fomething  more. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Hell  feize  the  pack  !— unconfcionable  dogs ! 
Snakes,  fpiders,  beetles,  chaffers,  tadpoles,  frogs, 
All  fwallow'd  to  difplay  what  man  can  </0, 
And  muft  the  villains^/'//  have  ibmething  new  ?—* 
Tell,  then,  each  pretty  PRESIDENT  CREATOR, 
G — d  d-mn  him,  that  I'll  eat. an  Alligator  ! 

PETER. 

Sir  Jofeph,  pray  don't  eat  an  Alligator — 
Go  fwallow  fomething  of  a  foft'er  nature; 
Feaft  on  the  arts  and  fciences,  and  learn. 
Sublimity  from  trifles  to  difcern  : 
With  fhells,  and  flies,  and  daifles,  eoverd  o'er, 
Let  pert  QUEEN  FIDDLEF ADDLE  rule  no  more: 
Thus  mail  PHILOSOPHY  herfuffrage  yield, 
Sir  JOSEPH  wear  his  hat,*  and  hammer  wield  ; 
No  mose  mall  WISDOM  on  the  Journals  flare,, 
Nor  NEWTON'S  f  image  blufh  behind; the  CHAIR. 

*  The  Prefident  has  the  ineftimaMe  and  Cole  privilege  of  fitting  co 
vered  at  the  Royal  Society's  meetings. — The  hammer  forms  a  part  of  the 
regalia,  to  command  filence,  and  roufe  the  Members  from  their  hsppy 
(lumbers,  whilft  their  Secretary,  Dr.  Blagden,  proclaims  rare  news  from 
themorh,  bat,  butterfly,  and  fpider  countries. 

f  The  picture  of  this  great  man  is  immediately  behind  the  chair  of 
the  Prefident. 
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A    SOLEMN     EPISTLE 

TO 

A     SUBLIME    PERSONAGE. 


*<  My  heart  is  inditing  of  a  good  matter — I  fpeak  of  the  things  which 
44  J  have  mad1',  unto  the  KING.  PSALM  xiv." 

*<  No>t  foffum  tenant  I'ivcrey  »ei  fine  te" 


THE    ARGUMENT, 

A    GRAND    Exordium,    containing    news   from 

PKTtR  in  forme  th  MAJESTY  of  the  great  noife  on 
their  refpective  accounts- --and  talkeih  of  SAMPSON 
and  DALILAH--  -The  London  Cofft:e-houfesa.n<\  the  Royal 
Exchange — PETER  explained!'  the  caufe  of  the  great 
noife,  and  ejaculateth — talketh  of  preparations  at  the 
Palace  for  his  difgrace  and  murder-. .PETER  informeth 
MAJESTY  of  what  MAJESTY  hath  been  informed — 
complaineth  that  he  hath  been  pictured  a  downright 
</rc;/Y---beggeth  that  a  proper  inquiry  may  be  inm'tu- 
ted — PETER  pronounceth  himfelf  no  devil — PETER 
writeth  foft  fonnets,  to  prove  that  he  hath  not  a  bard 
heart. 

PETER  talketh  of  courtiers  and  court  matters— of  what 
the  world  wickedly  faith  of  him- --.PETER  cannot  con 
vince  the  world-— mentioneth  the  defpondence  of  the 
news-papers,  magazines,  and  reviews — alia  the  famine 
in  poetry — PETER  exculpateth  MAJESTY— PETE* 

yeftiieth    modeftly hinteth     at     Royal     misfortunes, 

.diamonds,  nabobs,  and  an  aclion  of  trwer—  -PETER, 
•prophclieth  mournfully — giveth  the  hiftory  of  NEBU- 
CHADNE^ZAR'S  grafs  diet---PETER  affordeth  goocl 
reafons  for  refilling  a  penfion — relateth  an  anecdote 
of  a  dead  *mM//i&0^---formeth  a  fcheme  for  universal 
happinefs,  by  difcovering  SIN  and  SHAME  to  be  a 
pair  of  vnpojlors,  and  for  making  mournful  Sunday 
3jierry---PETER  outdoeth  old  ppets  in  egct;fm—con- 
<lemnclh  Miflrefs  DAMER  tlie  great  jbe.jlatuary,  fois 

attempting    our    moll    iublime    SOVEREIGN PETER^ 

like  many  authors,  exhibiteth  prodigious  acquaintance^ 
ivith  ancient  literature,  by  mentioning  the  names  of 
JUPITER,  PHIDIAS,  PRAXITELES,  VIRGIL,  and  AU 
GUSTUS  C;ESAR---PETER  putfcth  again---PETF.ii  pro- 
duceth  a  tale  about  MAJESTY,  Mr.  ROBINSON,  AL 
DERMAN  SKINNER,  and  choaked  y&v/>---Alfo  a  talc 
of  MAJESTY  and  Parfon  YOUNG,  whole  neck  was 
unfortunately  unhinged  at  a  hunt. 

PETER  ftill  hankereth  after  penfions— declaimeth  OH 
the  powers  of  poetry,  as  alfo  on  bis  own  miraculous 
powers — PETER  profefieth  independency,  and  great 
capability  of  making  a  hearty  mutton-bone  dinner"  like 
Yoi,.l."  AT  in  '  Andrew 
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Andrew  Marvel---PET£R  diftrufteth  his  fortitude—- 
quotcth  Oppofition  men  for  pitiful  defection  of  prin 
ciple,  and  defcanteth  on  money---PETER  telleth  an 
appofite  tale  of  Lady  Huntingdon's  Parfon,  a  dog,  and 
a  'fquire. 

PETER  quoteth  the  'wind  and  Mr.  EDEN— -exhibiteth 
more  fymptoms  of  penfion-love — concludeth  in  a  foam 
again  ft  knigbthvod. 
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DREAD  SIR,  the  rams  horns  that  blew  down 
The  walls  of  JERICHO'S  old  town, 
Made  a  moft  monflrous  uproar,  all  agree : 
But,  lo !  a  louder  noife  around  us  rages, 
About  two  moft  important  perfonages ; 

No  lefs,  my  Royal  LIEGE,  than  You  and  Ms ! 

Inftiort,  not  greater  the  PHILISTINES  made 
When  DALILAH,  a  little  artful  jade, 

(Indeed  a  very  pretty  girl) 
Snipp'd  off  her  lover  Mr.  SAMPSON'S  curl, 
Who  well  repaid  the  clamours  of  the  bears, 
By  pulling  down  thehoufe  about  their  ears. 

Prodigious  is  the  ihake  around ! 

Still  LONDON  keeps  (thank  God)  her  ground  ; 

Yet,  how  th*  EXCHANGE  and  COFFEE-HOUSES  ring! 

Nothing  is  heard  but  PETER  and  the  KING  : 

The  handfome  bar-maids  flare,  as  mute  as  fifties  ; 

And  fallow  waiters,  frighten'd,  drop  their  diihes ! 

At  firft  'twas  thought  the  triumph  of  the  Jews 
On  fome  great  vicVry  in  the  boxing  way  : 

The  news,  the  very  ahti-chrmian  news, 

Of  ISRAEL'S  HERO*  having  won  the  day; 

And  HUMPHRIES,  a  true  Chrhtiaii  boxer,  beat : 

Enough  to  give' all  CHRISTENDOM  a  fweat. 

*  Mcndota. 

INI  m  2  Again 
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Again,  'twas  thought  great  news  of  the  Grand  Turk, 
Who  on  his  hands  hath  got  fame  ferious  work  : 

'Twas  fancied  he  had  loft  the  day; 
That  ev'ry  Mnfiulrnan  was  kill'd  in  battle, 
A  fate  molt  proper  for  fuch  heathen  cattle, 

Who  do  not  pray  to  God  our  way. 

But,  lo!  unto  the  lofty  fides, 

Of  found  this  wonderful' afcnifion. 
Doth  -verily,  my  Liege,  from  this  arile  ; 

That  you  have  giv'n  the  gentle  Bard  a  penfion-t 

Great  is  the  fhowt  indeed,  Sir,  all  abroad, 

That  you  have  order  d  me  this  handfome  thing; 

On  which,  with  lifted  eyes,  I've  faid,  "  Good  God  ! 
"  Though  great  my  merits,  yet  how  great  the  King  I" 

And  yet,  believe  me,  Sir,  I  lately  heard, 

That  all  your  doors  were  doubly  lock'dand  barr'd 

Again  ft  the  POET,  for  his  tuneful  art ; 
And  that  the  tall,  fliff,  ftately  red  machines, 
Your  grenadiers,  the  guards  of  Kings  and  Queens, 

Were  order'd  all  to  flab  me  to  the  heart : 

That,  if  tp  houie  of  BUCKINGHAM  I  came, 

Commands  fo  dread  were  given  to  Miftrefs  BKIGG, 

A  comely,  fquabby,  flout,  two-handed  dame, 
To  box  the  POET'S  ears,  and  pull  his  wig; 

The  cooks  to  fpit  him — curry  him,  the  grooms  ; 

And  kitchen  queens  to  bafte  him  with  their  brooms. 

You're  told  that  in  my  ways  I'm  very  evil ! 

So  ugly  !  fit  to  travel  for  a  mow ; 

And  that  I  look  all  grimly  where  I  go  ! 

Juft  like  a  devil  ! 

With  horns,  and  tails,  and  hoofs,  that  make  folks  ftart, 
And  in  my  bread  a  millftone  for  a  heart  \ 

This  cometh  from  a  certain  painter,  SIRE  : 
Bid  ftory-moufing  NICOLAY  inquire; 

Vow- 
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Your  Page,  your  Mercury,  with  c •  inning  eyesj 
Who,  jumping  at  each  found,  fo  eager  opes 
His  pretty  wither'd  pair  of  Chinefe  chops. 

Like  a  Dutch  dog  that  leaps  at  butterflies. 
He,  SIRE,  will  look  me  o'er,  and  will  not  fail 
To  fwear  that  I've  no  horns,  nor  hoofs,  nor  tail. 

Lord !  Lord !  thefe  fayings  grieve  me  and  furprife  ! 
Dread  Sir,  don't  fee  with  other  people's  eyes — 

No  dev'l  am  I,  with  horns,  and  tail  and  hoofs  : 
As  for  the  likenefs  of  my  heart  to  ftone  ; 
Noj  Sir,"  'tis  full  as  tender  as  your  own  : 

Accept,  my  Liege,  fome  fimple  love-fick  proofs* 


FOR    CYNTHIA. 

AH !  tell  me  no  more,  my  dear  girl,  with1  a  figh, 
That  a  coldnefs  will  creep  o'er  my  heart ; 

That  a  fullen  indiff' rence  will  dwell  on  my  eye, 
When  thy  beauty  begins  to  depart. 

Shall  thy  graces,  O  CYNTHIA,  that  gladden  my  day, 

And  brighten  the  gloom  of  the  night, 
Till  life  be  extinguifh'd,  from  memory  ftray, 

Which  it  ought  to  review  with  delight  ? 

Upbraiding,  fhall  GRATITUDE  fay  with  a  tear, 
*'  That  no  longer  I  think  of  thofe  charms 

14  Which  gave  to  my  bofom  fuch  rapture  IIIKYIV, 
*'  And  faded  at  Length  in  my  arms  ?" 

Why  yes  !  it  may  happen,  thou  Damfel  divine  : 

To 'be  honeft — I  freely  declare, 
That  e'en  now  to  thy  converfe  fo  much  I  incline, 

I  already  forget  thou  art  fun. 

M  m  3  To 
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To     LAURA. 

HOW  happy  was  my  morn  of  love, 
When  fit  ft  thy  beauty  won  my  heart !  - 

How  guiltlefs  of  a  wifh  to  rove ! 
I  deem'd  it  more  than  death  to  part ! 

Whene'er  from  thee  I  chanc'd  to  ftray, 
How  fancy  dwelt  upon  thy  mein, 

That  fpread  with  flow'rsmy  diftant  way, 
And  ihow'r'd  delight  on  every  fcene  i 

But  FORTUNE,  envious  of  my  joys, 
Hath  robb'd  a  lover  of  thy  charms ; 

From  me  thy  fweeteft  fmile  decoys, 
And  gives  thee  to  another's  arms. 

Yet,  though  my  tears  are  doom'd  to  flow, 
May  tears  be  never  LAURA'S  lot! 

Let  LOVE  protect  tfy  heart  from  woe ; 
His  wound  to  mine  fhali  be  forgot. 


HYMN    TO    MODESTY. 

0  !  MODESTY,  thou.  fliy  and  blufhful  maid 
Don't  of  a  fimple  fhepherd  be  afraid  : 

Wert  thou  my  lamb,  with  fweeteft  grafs  I'd  treat  thre  ; 

1  am  no  wolf  fo  favage  that  would  eat  thee  : 

Then  hade  with  me,  O  nymph,  to  dwell, 
And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell. 

Thy  fragrant  breaft,  like  Alpine  fnows  fo  white,. 

Where  all  the  neftling  Loves  delight  to  lie ; 
Thine  eyes  fo  foft,  that  Ihed  the  milder  light 

Of  NIGHT'S  pale  wand 'rer o'er  her  cloudlefs  fky, 

O  nympbj 
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O  nymph,  my  panting,  wifhing  bofom  warm, 
And  beam  around  me,  what  a  world  of  charm  ! 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  nymph,  to  dwell,, 

And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell. 

Thy  flaxen  ringlets,  that  luxuriant  fpread, 
And  hide  thy  bofom  with  an  envious  made ; 
Thy  polifli'd  cheek  fo  dimpled,  where  the  rofe 
In  all  the  bloom  of  ripening  fummer  blows; 
Thy  lufcious  lips  that  heav'nly  dreams  infpire, 
By  beauty  form'd,  and  loaded  with  defire ; 
With  forrow,  and  with  wonder,  lo !  I  fee 
(What  melting  treafures  !)  thrown  away  on  tjiee. 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  nymph,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell.' 

Thou  knoweft  not  that  bofom's  fair  defign  ; 
And  for  thofe  two  pouting  lips  divine, 

Thou  think'ft  them  form'd  alone  for  fimple  chat — • 
To  bill  fo  happy  with  thy  fav'rite  dove, 
And  playful  force,  with  fweetly  fondling  love, 
Their  kiffes  on  a  lap-dog  or  a  cat. 

Then  hafte  with  me,  meek  maid,  to  dwell, 
And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell. 

Such  thoughts  thy  fweet  fimplicity  produces  \ 
But  I  can  point  out  far  fublimer  ufes ; 
Ufes  the  very  belt  of  men  efteem— - 
Of  which  thine  innocence  did  never  dream  r 

Then  hafte  with  me,  meek  maid,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  celk 

Oh!   fly  from  IMPUDENCR,  the  brazen  rogue, 
Whofe  flippant  tongue  hath  got  the  Iri.fli  brogue: 
Whofe  hands  would  pluck  thee  like  the  faireft  flow'r^ 
Thy  cheeks,  eyes,  forehead,  lips  and  neck  devour : 
Shun,  ihun  that  Caliban,  and  with  me  dwell : 
Then  come,  and  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell, 

The  world,  O  fimple  maid,  is  full  of  art, 

Would  turn  thee  pale,  and  fill  with  dread  thy  heart, 

Didft 
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Didft  thou  perceive  but  half  the  fnares 
The  DEV'L  for  charms  like  thine  prepares! 

Then  hafte,  O  nymph,  with  me  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell. 

From  morn  to  eve  my  kifs  of  fpeechlefs  love, 
Thy  eyes'  mild  beam  and  blufhes  fhall  improve  ; 
And,  lo  !  from  our  fo  innocent  embrace, 
Young  MODESTIES  fhall  fpring,  a  numerous  race ! 

The  bhifhing  girls  in  ev'ry  thing  like  tJice^ 
The  bafhful  boys  prod  igiou fly  like  me  ! 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  nymph,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell. 


IS  not  tnis  pretty,  Sir  ?  can  aught  be  fweeter  ? 
Inftead  of  that  vile  appellation,  Devil, 
So  blackguard,  fo  unfriendly,  and  uncivil, 

Should  not  I  be  baptiz'd  the  gentle  PETER  ? 

Great  is  the  buz  about  the  Court, 

As  at   th'  Exchange,  where  Jews,  Turks,  Chriftians 

meet, 
Or  Smithfield  Fair,  where  beafts  of  ev'ry  fort, 

Pigs,  fheep,  men,  bullocks,  all  fo  friendly  greet. 

Bufy  indeed  is  many  a  fly  court  leech ! 

Afraid  to  truft  each  other  with  a  fpeech — 

In  hems,  and  hahs,  and  half- wore!?,  hinting ; 

Some  whifp'ring,  lift'mng,  tip-toe  walking,  fquinting ; 

For,  lo  !  fo  warily  each  courtier  fpeaks, 

They  feemto  talk  with  halters  round  their  necks. 

Some  praife  the  King  for  noblenefs  of  fpirit, 
For  ever  ftudving  how  to  find  out  merit : 

Whiift 
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IV'Mlft  from  its  box  the  heart  doth  (lily  peep, 
And  afks  the  tongue  with  marv 'ling  eyes, 

How  it  can-  dare  to  tell  a  heap 

Of  fuch  unconfcionable,  bare-fac'd  lies  ? 

**  How  are  the  mighty  fali'n  !"  the  people  cry — 

Meaning  ME — 
"  Another  hog  of  EPICURUS'  five; 

"  This  vile  apoftate  bends  to  Baal  the  knee; 
*'  Lo,  for  a  little  meat  and  guzzle, 
*•  This  faeaking  cur,  too,  takes  the  muzzle. 

"  In  lyric  fcartdal  foon  will  be  a  chafm, 

"  He  wrote  for  bribes,  'tis  plain,  and  now  be  has  'pm. 

"  This  mighty  war-horfe  will  be  foon  in  hand, 

"  By  means  of  meat,  the  price  of  venal  notes, 
"  Calm  as  a  hackney  coach-horfe  on  his  ftand, 

'*  Tolling  about  his  nofe-bag  and  his  oats. 

"  Whatever  he  hath  faid,  he  dares  ««fay, 

"  In  native  impudence  fo  rich— 
"  Explain  the  plaineft  things  away, 

*'  And  call  his  Mufe  a  forward  b } 

"  Treat  fire  of  friendly  promifes  as  fmoke, 
"  And  laugh  at  truth  and  honour  as  a  joke." 

Such,  Sir,  is  your  good  people's  conftant  howl, 

As  thick  as  fVnall  birds  peftering  a  poor  owl. 

In  vain  T  tell  the  world  around, 
That  I  have  not  a  pen  (ion  found  : 

This  fpeech  of  fimple  truth  the  mob  enrages : 
*'  PETEH,  this  is  au  arrant  lie — 
"  The  fa<5l  is  clear,  too  clear,"  they  cry — 

44  Thou  haft  already  touched  a  quarter's  wages. 

**  Varlet,  it  always  was  thy  vile  intention ; 

"  Thou  haft,  thou  haft,  thou  liar !  got  a  penfion." 

Still, 
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Still,  to  fupport  my  innocence,  I've  faid, 
Moft  fmfully,  I  own—"  I  han't,  by  G—  :" 

Yet,  had  I  fworn  my  eyes  oait  of  my  head, 
They  never  had  believ'd — How  vaflly  odd  ! 

The  morning  and  the  evening  papers, 
Struck  by  the  found,  are  in  the  vapours, 

And  mourn  and  droop,  to  think  I'm  dead. 
Stunn'd  by  the  unexpected  news, 
The  MAGAZINES  and  fage  REVIEWS,  , 

For  grief  can  fcarcely  lift  the  head. 

"  Nothing  but  poor,  mechanic  fluff,"  they  cry, 
"  Shall  now  be  quoted  for  the  public  eye  j— 

"  Nothing  original  in  fong — 
'*  No  novelty  of  images  and  thought 
**  Before  our  fair  tribunal  (hall  be  brought ! 

"  But  trilling  tranfpofitions  of  our  tongue : 

*'  Nought  but  a  folemn  pomp  of  words, 

"  Bearing  a  lifelefs  thought,  mall  readers  meet : 

The  picture  of  a  funeral  that  affords, 

"  So  folernn  marching  through  the  flaring  flreet ; 

"  Where  flags,  and  horfe,  and  foot,  a  forrow  ape, 

"  With  all  the  dread  difmality  of  crape, 

"  Near  the  poor  corpfe — perhaps  a  puny  brat, 

"  Or  dry  old  maid,  as  meagre  as  a  cat." 

No,  Sir,  you  never  offer'd  me  a  penfion ; 
But  then  I  guefs  it  is  your  kind  intention  : 
Yes,  Sir,  you  mean  a  fmall  douceur  to  proffer; 
But  give  me  leave,  Sir,  to  decline  the  otfer. 

I'm  much  obliged  t'ye,  Sir,  for  your  good  will ; 

But  Oratorios  Iwve  half  undone  ye  : 
JTis.  wbifperd,  too,  that  thieves  have  robb'd  the  till 

Which  kept  your  milk  and  butter  money. 

So  much  with  wifdom  faving  are  you  taken, 
l>ruiy  and  C event- Garden  ieem  forfaken  : 

Since 
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Since  ccft  attendeth  thofe  theatric  borders, 
Content  you  go  to  RICHMOND  HOUSE  with  orders* 

Form'd  to  delight  .all  eyes,  all  hearts  engage, 
When  lately  the  fweet  PRINCESS*  came  of  age, 
Train-oil,  inilead  of  wax,  was  bid  illume 
The  goodly  company  and  dancing-room  ! 
This  never  had  been  done,  I'm  very  fure, 
Had  not  you  been,  dread  SIR,  extremely  poor. 

You  now  want  guineas  to  buy  live  flock,  Sir, 
To  graze  ysiir  Windfor  hill  and  Windfor  vale; 

And  farmers  will  not  let  their  cattle  (Hr, 
Until  the  money's  down  upon  the  nail. 

I'm  told  your  fiieep  have  dy'd  by  dogs  and  bitches, 
And  that  your  fowls  have  iuffer'd  by  the  fitchews; 
And  that  your  man-traps,  guards  of  goofe  ami  duck, 
And  cocks  and  hens,  have  had  but  fo-fo  luck  : 
Scarce  fifty  rogues,  in  chafe  of  fowls  and  eggs, 
Have  in  thofe  loving  engines  left  their  legs. 

The  bulfe,  Sir,  on  a  vifit  to  the  Tow'r, 
Howe'er  the  royal  vifagc  may  look  four, 
Howe'ey  an  object  of  a  deep  devotion, 
Muft  crofs  once  more  the  eaflern  ocean  ! 

Indeed,!  hope  the  di'monds  will  be  off, 

Or  fcandal  on  us  rolls  in  floods  :     . 
Some  NABOB  may  be  vile  enough 

To  bring  an  action  for  ftol'n  goods  : 
An  aft  ion,  to  fpeak  lawyer-like,  of  trover} 
And  Heav'n  forbid  it  ihould  come  over ! 

For  money  matters,  I  am  fure, 

The  Abbey  muficwas  put  off; 
Becaufe  the  royal  purfe  is  poor, 

Piagu'd  with  a  dry  con/umptive  cough  : 
Yet  in  full  health  again  that  purfe  may  riot, 
By  God's  grace,  and  a  (kirn-milk  diet. 

•"•    Pnnccfs  Royal. 

Clofe 
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Clofe  as  a  vice  behold  the  nation's  fift  ! 
Vain  would  be  mouths  made  up  for  Civil  Lift  i 
And  humble  pray'rs,  fo  very  ilale, 
Will  all  be  calPd  an  old  wife's  tale. 

Your  faithful  Commons  to  your  cravings 
Will  not  give  up  the  nation's  favings : 
Your  fav'rite  minifler,  I'm  told,  riinsfyy?/^1 
And  growls  at  fuch  petitions  like  a  maftiff. 

What  if  my  good  friend  HASTINGS  goes  to  pot? 

ADAMS  and  ANSTRU  rHER  have  flung  hard  ft  ones  ; 
He  finds  his  fituation  rather  hot  : 

BURKE,  Fox,  and  SHERID  A  x,  may  break  his  bones. 

As  flirely  as  we  faw  and  felt  the  bulfe, 
Haftings'  hath  got  a  very  awkward' pulfe ; 

Therefore  in  jeopardy  the  culprit  ftands  ! 
Like  patients  whofe  diforders  doctors  flight 
Too  often,  he  may  bid  us  all  good  night; 

And  flip,  poor  man,  between  our  hands. 

Then,  Sir  !  oh  !  then,  as  long  zs  life  endures, 
Nought  but  remembrance  of  the  bulfe  is  ours; 
An<J  to  a  ftomach  that  like  on^s  digefts, 
Slight  is  the  dinner  on  remembered  feaits. 

I  think  we  cafes  underftahd,  and  ken 
Symptoms  as  well  as  moft  ingenious  men  ; 
But,  Lord  !  how  oft  the  wifeft  are  miftaken  ! 
Therefore  I  tremble  for  his  badger'd  bacon. 

We  may  be  o«/,  with  all  our  (kill  fo  clever ; 
And  what  we  think  an  ague,  prove  jail-fever. 

NEBUCHADNEZZAR,  Sir,  the  KINS, 
As  facred  hift'ries  fwertly  fing, 
Was  on  all  fours  turn'd  out  to  grafs, 
Juft  like -a  horfe,  or  mule,  or  afa ; 
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Heav'ns  !  what  a  fall  from  kingly  glory  ! 
I  hope  it  will  not  Co  turn  out 
That  we  mail  have  (to  make  a  rout) 

A  fecond  part  of  that  old  ftory  ! 

This  penfion  was  well  meant,  O  glorious  King, 
Afld  for  the  bard  a  very  .pretty  thing  ; 
But  let  me,  Sir,  refufe  it,  I  implore  —  • 
/  ought  not  to  be  rich  whilft^c«  are  poor  : 
No,  Sir  !,  I  cannot  be  your  humble  hack  ; 
I  fear  your  Majefty  would  break  my  back, 

I  dare  refufe  you  for  another  reafon— 

We  differ  in  religion,  Sir,  a  deal; 
You  fancy  it  a  fin  ally'd  to  treafon, 

And  vaftly  dangerous  to  the  commonweal^ 
For  fubjecls,  minuets  arid  jigs  to  play 
On  the  Lord's  day. 

Now,  Sir.  I'm  very  fond  of  fiddling; 

And,  in  my  morals,  w*hat  the  world  calls  middling  : 

I've  aik'd  of  CONSCIENCE,  who  came  ftrait  from  Heav'n, 

Whether  I  Hood  a  chance  to  be  forgiv'n, 

If  on  a  Sunday,  from  all  fcruples  free, 

I  fcrap'd  the  old  Black  Joke  and  Chere  Amle  f 

"  Poh!  blockhead"  (anfwer'd  CONSCIENCE)  know, 
44  God  never  againft  mufic  made  a  rule; 

."  On  Sundays  you  may  fafely  ta^e  your  bow—  • 
"  And  play  as  well  the  tiddle  as  the  fool." 

A  late  ARCHBISHOP,*  too,  O  King, 

Whp  knew  moil  fecrets  of  the  ikies, 
Said,  Heav'n  on  Sundays  reiifh'd  pipe  and 

Where  founds  on  founds  unceaiing  rife; 
And  -alk'd,  as  Sun  Jay  had  its  mufic  there, 
Why  Sunday  ftiould  not  have  its  ruufie  href 


*  •  Cornwall!;. 

.  I.  N  a  , 
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In  confequence  of  this  divine  opinion, 

That  PRINCE  of  PARSONS  in  your  great  dominion 

Inform'd  his  fafhionable  wife, 
That  flie  might  have  her  Sunday  routs  and  cards, 
And  meet  at  laft  with  Heav'n's  rewards, 

When  Death  ihould  take  her  precious  life.  * 

Thus  dropping  pious  qualms,  religious  doubts, 
His  Lady  did  enjoy  her  Sunday  routs  ! 
Upon  GOOD-FRIDAY,  too,  that  <«w/Wday, 
Lo  !  like  VAUXH  ALL,  was  LAMBETH  all  fo  gay  ! 

Now  if  his  prefent  *  GR  ACE,  with  ftiarpen'd  eyes, 

Could  fquint  a  little  deeper  in  the  fkies, 

He  might  be  able  to  inform  his  DAME 

Of  two  imppftors,  p'rhaps,  call'd  SIN  and  SHAME, 

Who  many  a  pleafure  from  our  grafp  remove, 

Pretending  to  ccmmiilions  from  above. 

Like  this,  a  fecret,  could  his  Grace  explore, 
Whataprcudday  for  C/>and  MISTRESS  MOORE  ! 
For,  lo  \  two  greater  foes  we  cannot  name 
To  this  world's  joys,  than  Mejfieurs  SIN  and  SHAME, 

Then  might  we  th?nk  no  more  of  praife  and  pray'r, 
But  leave  u  will  our  MAKER  in  the  lurch; 

Sleep,  racket,  lie  a  bed,  or  take  the  air, 
And  order  owh  and  bats  to  go  to  church. 


SUNDAY,  like  other  days^  would  then  Have  life  ; 

Now  Lr'm,  and  ftarch,  and  fiient,  as  a  Quaker  j 
And  g^on  -  in  "her  looks,  as  if  the  wife 

Or  wi-'ov/  of  an  UNDERTAKER* 

Happy  ihouli  I  have  h-on  \;e, 

So  preat  <..  "".aar^h  to  ol 

And,  Sir.  bet-'ecn  Vv.-...  ^     _    '% 

And  me,  you  aon*t  iui-..-  -^  you've  loft. 


Dr.  >'Tocre, 
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The  lofs  of  me,  fo  great  a  Bard, 
Is  not,  O  King  !  to  be  repair'd. 
My  verfe,  fuperior  to  the  hardeft  rock, 

Nor  earthquake  fears,  nor  fea,  nor  fire ; 
Surpafling,  therefore,  Miftrefs  DAMER'S  block, 

That  boafts  fome  little  likenefs  of  you,  Sire. 
That  block,  fo  pond'rous,  muft  with  age  decay, 
And  all  the  lines  of  wifdom  wear  away  : 
I  grant  the  Lady's  loyalty  and  love: 
Yet,  "none  but  PHIDIAS  fliould  attempt  a  JOVE." 

The  MACEDONIAN  HERO  grac'd  theftone 

Of  fam'd  PRAXITELES  alone; 
Forbidding  others  to  attempt  his  nob, 
It  was  fo  great  and  difficult  a  job. 

AUGUSTUS  fwore  an  oath  fo  dread, 

He'd  cut  off  any  poet's  head, 

But  VIR GI L'S,  that  (hould  dare  his  praife  rehearfe, 

Or  mention  ev'n  his  name  in  verfe. 

Then,  Sir,  if  I  may  be  a  little  free, 

My  art  would  fuit  your  merits  to  a  T. 

Lord  !  in  my  adamantine  lays 

Your  virtues  would  like  bonfires  blaze ; 

So  firm  your  tuneful  jeweller  would  fet  *em, 

They'd  break  the  teeth  of  TIME  to  eat  'em. 

Wrapp'd  in  the  fplendor  of  my  golden  line, 
For  ever  would  your  Majefty  be  fine  5 
Appear  a  gentleman  of  firft  repute, 
And  always  glitter  in  a  birth-day  fuit. 

Then  to  all  ftories  would  I  give  the  lie, 

That  dar'd  attack  you,  and  your  fame  devour ; 

Making  a  King  a  ninepin  in  our  eye, 

Who  ought  like  Egypt's  pyramids  to  tow'r; 

Such  as  the  following  fable,  for  example ; 

Of  impudence,  unprecedented  fample ! 

N  n  a  THS 
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THE    ROYAL    SHE£P, 

SOME  time  ago  a  dozen  lambs, 
Two  rev'rend  patriarchal  rams, 
And  one  good  rnojtln?rly  old  ewe, 
Died  on  a  fudden  down  at  KEW  $ 

Where,  .with,  the  fweeteft  innocence,  aJas ! 

Thofe  pretty,'  inoffenfive  lambs, 

And  rev'^end  horned  patriarchal  rams, 
And  motherly  old  ewe,  were  nibbling  grafs  t 
All,  the  fair  property  of  our  great  King, 
Whofe  deaths  did  much  the  Royal  boforn' wring  t 
JTwas  faid  that  dogs  had  tickled  them  to  death ; 
Play'd  with  their  gentle  throats,  and  ftopp'd  their  breatB. 

Like  HOMER'S  heroes  on  thf  enfanguin'd  plain, 
Sialk'd  MISTER  ROBINSON  *  around  the  (lain  ! 

And  never  was  more  frightenjd  in  his  life ! 
So  fhock'd  was  MISTER  ROBINSON'S  whole  face, 
Not  ftronger  horrors  could  have  taken  place, 

Had  CERBERUS  devour'd  his  wife  ! 

With  wild,  defpairing  looks,  and  fighs, 
And  wet  and  pity-afking  eyes, 
He,  trembling,  to  the  royal  prefence  ventur'd— 
White  as  the  whiteft  napkin  when  he  enter'd  ! 
White  as  the  man  who  fought  King  PRI  AM'S  bed, 
And  told  him  that  his  warlike  fon  was  dead. 

**  Oh,   pleafe  your  Majefty" — he,  blubb'ring,   cry'd — 

And  then  ftopp'd  fhort  — 

*c  What?  what?  what?  what?"  the  flaring  King  replied ; 
"  Speak,   Robinfon,  fpeak,  fpeak — what,  what's  the 
"*'  -hurt?1? 

*  The  Hind, 
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"  O  Sire!"  (aid  Robinfon  again— 
"  Speak,"  faid  the  King,  "  put,  put  me  out  of  pain ; 
"  Dop't,  don't  in  this  fufpenfe  a  body  keep." — 
"  O  Sire!"  cry'd  Robinfon,  "  thefheep!  the  fheep !" 

"  What  of  tiie  (beep,"  reply 'd  the  King,  "  pray,  pray  ?— 

*'  Dead!  Robinfon,  dead,  dead,  or  run  away ?" 

"  Dead!"   anfwer'd   Robinfon  —  "  dead!  dead!  dead! 

"  dead!" 
Then,  like  a  drooping  lily,  hung  his  head  ! 

"  How,  how  ?"  the  MONARCH  aflc'd,  with  vifage  fad — 

«  By  dogs,"  faid  Robinfon,  «  and  likely  mad!" 

"  No,  no,  they  can't  be  mad,  they  can't  be  mad— 

"  No,  no,  things  ar'n't  fo  bad,  things  ar'n't  fo  bad,"x 

Rejoin 'd  the  King : 

"  Off  with  them  quick  to  market — ojiick,  depart ; 
"  In  with  them,  in,  in  with  them  in  a  cart : 
"  Sell,  fell  them  for  as  much  as  they  will  bring." 

Now  to  Fleet  Market,  driving  like  the  wind, 
Amidft  the  mnrder'd  mutton,  rode  the  HIND,    ' 

All  in  the  royal  cart  fo  great, 

To  try  to  fell  the  royal  meat. 

The  news  of  .this  rare  batch  of  lambs, 

And  ewes  and  rams, 
Defign'd  for  many  a  London  dinner, 
Reach'd  the  fair  ears  of  Mailer  Sheriff  SKTNNER, 
Who,  with  a  hammer,  and  a  confcience  clear, 
Gets  glory  and  ten  thoufand  pounds  a  year ; 
And  who,  if  things  go  tolerably  fair, 
Will  rife  one  day  proud  LONDON 'a  proud  LORD  MAYOR. 

The  Alderman  was  in  his  pulpit  mining, 

'Midft  Gentlemen  with  nightcaps,  hair,  and  wigs ; 

In  language  moft  rhetorical  defining  •  ' 
The  fterling  merit  of  a  lot  of  pigs : 

N  n  3  When 
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When  fuddenly  the  news  was  brought, 

That  in  Fleet  Market  were  unwholefome  flitep, 
Which  made  the  PR  E  A  c  H  E  R  from  his  pulpit  leap> 

•  As  nimble  as  a  taylor,  or  as  thought. 

For  juftice  panting,  and  unaw'd  by  fears, 
This  King,  this  Emperor  of  Auctioneers 
Set  off — a  furious  face  indeed  he  put  on — 

Like  lightning  did  he  gallop  up  Cheapfide  ! 
,  In  thunder  down  through  Ludgate  did  he  ride, 

*  To  catch  the  man  who  fold  this  dreadful  mutton. 

Now  to  Fleet  Market,  full  of  wrath,  he  came, 
And  with  the  fpirit  of  an  ancient  Roman, 
Exceeded,  I  believe,  by  no  man, 

The  Alderman,  fo  virtuous,  cry'd  out  "  SHAME  !?* 

*c  D — mme,"  to  ROBINSON  faid  Matter  SKINNED 
**  Who  on-£uch  mutton,  Sir.  can  make  a  dinner  ?" 

"   You,  if  Vbu  pleafe," 
Cry'd  Mr.  ROBINSON,  with  perfect  eafe. 

"  Sir!"  quoth  the  red-hot  ALDERMAN  again — 
"  YouJ'  quoth  the  HIND,  in  jutt  the  fame  cool  drain. 
"  Off,  off,"  cry'd  SKINNER,  with  your  carrion  heap; 
*;  Quick,  d-^-mme,  take  away  your  natty  meep. 

*'  Whiltt  I  command,  not  e'en  the  KING 
**  Shall  fuch  vile  fluff  to  market  bring, 
*;  And  London  Halls  fuch  garbage  put  on  j 
w  So  take  away  your  ftinking  mutton." 


Y<?«,"  ^eply'd  ROBINSON,  "you  cry  out  *  fhame  ?' 
<c   You  blaft  the  fheep,  good  Matter  SKINNER,  pray  ; 
You  'give  the  harmlefs  mutton  a  bad  name  I 
"   You  impudently  order  it  away  ! 


Matter  ALDER  MAN,  don't  make  this  rout  : 
Clap  on  your  fpeftacies  upoa  your  fnout  j 

"And 
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w  And  then  your  keen,  furveying  eyes  regale 
"  With  thofe  fame  fine  large  letters  on  the  cart 

•"  Which  brought  this  blafted  mutton  here  "for  fale."— • 
Poor  SKINNER  read,  and  read  it  with  *  ft  art. 

Like  HAMLE'T,  frighten'd  at  his  father's  ghoft, 
The  Alderman  flood  faring  like  a  poft ; 
He  favv  G.  R.  infcrib'd,  in  handfome  letters, 
Which  prov'd  the  fheep  belong'd  unto  his  betters. 

The  Alderman  now  tirrn'd  to  deep  reflection  ; 
And  being  bleft  with  proper  recollection, 
Exclaim'd  !  "  I've  made  a  great  miftake — Oh  f  fad— 
*'  The  flieep  are  really  not  fo  bad. 

"  Dear  Mifter  Robinfon,  I  beg  your  pardon ; 
**  Your  Job-like  patience  I've  borne  hard  on. 
4;  Whoever  fays  the  mutton  is  not  good, 
u  Kaows  nothing,  Mifter  Robinfon,  of  food ; 

"  I  verily  believe  I  could  turn  glutton, 
"  On  fuch  neat,  wholefome,  pretty-looking  mutton. 
"  Pray,  Mifter  Robinfon,  the  mutton  fell — 
"  I  -hope,  Sir,  that  his  Majejly  is  well." 

So  faying,  Mifter  ROBINSON  he  quitted, 
With  cherubimic  fmiles  and  placid  browsy, ' 

For  fuch  embarrafling  occaiions,  fitted — 
Adding  juft  five-and-twenty  humble  bows. 

To  work  went  Robinfon  to  fell  the  flieep  j 
But  people  would  not  buy,  except  dog  cheap. 
At  length  the  fheep  were  fold — without  the  fleece ; 
Arid  brought  KING  GEORGE  juft  half-a-crown  a 

•          : 

Now  for  the  other  fancy  lying  ftory, 

Made,  one  would  think,  to  tarnifh  kingly  glory. 


TB1 
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THE  K***  AND  PARSON  YOUNG. 


THE  K***  (Godblefshim)  met  old  PARSON  YOUNG 

Walking  en  Windfor  Terrace  one  fair  morning : 
Delightful  was  the  day ;  the  fcent  was  ftrong ; 
.  A  heavenly  day  for  owling  and  for  homing  ! 
For  tearing  farmers'  hedges  down— rhallooirigs — 
Shouts,  curfes,  oaths,  and  fuch-like  pious  doings. 

"  YOUNG,"  cried  the  K***,  "  d'ye  hunt,  d'ye  hunt 

"  to-day? 
"  Yes,  yes — what,  what  ?  yes,  yes,  fine  day,  fine  day," 

Low  with  a  rev'rent  bow  the  Prieft  reply'd, 
*'  Great  KING  !  I  really  have  no  horfe  taride; 
"  Nothing,  O  Monarch,  but  my  founder'd  mare, 
"  And  Jlie,  my  Liege,  as  blind  as  fhe  can  ftare." 

"  No  horfe  !  rejoin'd  the  K***,  no  horfe,  no  horfe !" 
"  Indeed,"  the  Parfon  added,  "  I  have  none : 

u  Nothing  but  poor  old  Dobbin — wno  of  courfe 
"  Is  dangerous — being  blinder  than  a  done." 

"  Blind,  blind,  YOUNG?   never  mind — you  muil,  muil 

"  go, 

"  Muft  hunt,  muft  hunt,  YOUNG — Stay  behind? — no, 
"  no." 

What  pity,  that  the  King,  in  his  difcourfe, 
Forgot  to'fay,  "  I'll  lend  ye,  YOUNG,  a  horfe  I" 

The  K***  to  YOUNG  behaving  thus  fo  kind, 
Whate'er  the  danger,  and  howe'er  inclin'd, 

At  home  with  politejje  YOUNG  could  not  flay : 
So  up  his  RE'V'RENCE  got  upon  the  mare, 
Refolv'd  the  chace  with  MAJESTY  to  fhare, 

Whate'er  the  dangers  of  the  day. 

Rouz'd 
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Rouz'd  was  the, deer !  the  KING  and  PARSON  YOUNG, 
CASTOR  and  POLLUX  like,  rode  fide  by  fide; 

When,  lo  !  a  ditch  was  to  be  fprung  ! 

Over  leap'd  GEORGE  THE  THIRD  with  kingly  prides; 

Over  jump'd  Tinker,  Torczer,  RockivooJ,  Tvtvler ; 
Over  jump'd  Mendall,  BruJIrjuovd,  Jubal,  Jo-.der, 
Trimlwjli  and  Lightnin*,   Mufic^  Rant  or ^    W'onder, 
And  fifty  others  with  their  mouths  of  thunder —         v 

'Great  names !  whofe  pedigrees,  To  fair, 
With  thofe  of  HOMER'S  heroes  might  compare.- 

Thus  glorioufly  attended,  leap'd  the  KING, 
Byf  all  thofe  hounds  attended  with  a  fpring ! 
Not  CESAR'S  felf  a  fiercer  look  put  on, 
When  with  his  hoft  he  pafs'd  the  Rubicon  / 

But  wayward  FATE  the  Parfon's  palfrey  humbled, 

And  gave  the  mare  a  fudden  check  : 
Unfortunately  poor  blind  Dobbin  ftumbled, 

And  broke  his  Reverence's  neck. 

The  MONARCH,  gaping,  with  amaze  look'd  round 

Upon  his  dead  companion  on  the  ground  : 

"  What,what?"  he  cry'd,  "  YOUNG  dead  !  YOUNG  dead! 

"  YOUNG  dead ! 
"  Humph  !  •  take  him  up,  and  put  him  home  to  bed."    '  > 

Thus  having  finifh'd,  with  a  cheerful  face 
NIM&OO  the  Second-join'd  the  jovial  chace. 


A  MORAL  REFLECTION. 

FOOLS  would  have  ftopp'd  when  Parfon  YOUNO  was 

kill'd, 

And  giv'n  up  evVy  thought  of  hound  and  deer ; 
And,  with  a  weaknefs,  call'd  Compaflion,  filPd, 
'Had  turn'd  Samaritan^  and  dropp'd  a  tear. 

But 
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But  better  far  the  Royal  Sportiman  knew; 

He  fmelt  the  confequence,  beyond  a  doubt: 
Full  well  he  guefs'd  he  ihould  not  have  a  view ; 

And  that  he  fliould  be  ihamefully  thrown  out. 

P'rhaps  from  the  royal  eye  a  tear  migkthops 
Yet  Pages  fwear  they  never  faw  it  drop. 

But  Majefty  may  fay :  "  What,  what,  what's  death  ? 
"  Nought,  nought,  nought  but  a  little  lofs  of  breath.'* 

To  Parfon  YOUNG  'twas  more,  I'm  very  clear  j 
He  loft  by  death  fome  hundred  pounds  a  year. 


A  GREAT  deal,  my  dear  Liege,  depends 
On  having  clever  bards  for  friends : 
What  had  Achilles  been  without  his  HOMER? 
A  taylor,  woollen-draper,  or  a  comber ; 
Fellows  that  have  been  dead  a  hundred  year, 
None,  but  the  Lord,  knows  how  or  where. 

In  Poetry's  rich  grafs  how  virtues  thrive ! 
Some,  .when  put  in,  fo  lean,  fcarce  feem  alive  \ 
And  yet,  fo  fpeedily  a  bulk  obtain, 
That  ev'n  their  owners  know  them  not  again. 

Could  you,  indeed,  have  gain'd  my  Mufe  of  fire, 
Great  would  your  luck  have  been,  indeed,  great  SIRE  ! 

Then  had'l  prais'd  your  noblenefs  of  fpirit; 
/Then  had  I  boafted  that  myfelf^ 
Hight  PETER,  was  the  fir  ft  blefl,  tuneful  elf, 

You  ever  gave  a  farthing  to  for  merit. 

Though  money  be  a  pretty  handy  tool ; 
Of  Mammon,  lo  !  I  fcorn  to  be  the  fool : 
Jf  FORTUNE  calls,  flic's  welcome  to  my  cot, 
Whether  fhe  leaves  a  guinea  or  a  groat; 

i  For 
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Whether  (he  brings  me  from  the  butcher's  fhop 
The  whole  fheep,  or  a  fimple  chop. 
For,  lo !  like  ANDREW  MARVEL  I  can  dine, 
And  deem  a  mutton-bone  extremely  fine : 
Then,  Sir,  now  difficult  the  tafk,  you  fee, 
To  bribe  a  moderate  GRNTLEMAN  like  me. 

I  will  not  fwear,  point  blank,  I  fhall  not  alter — 
A  *  Saint)  my  namefake,  once  was  known  to  faulter. 

Nay  more — fome  clever  men  in  Oppofition, 
Whofe  fouls  did  really  feem  in  good  condkion ; 

Who  made  of  PITT  fuch  horrible  complaint, 
And  damn'd  him  for  the  worft  of  knaves ; 
Alter'd  their  minds — became  PITT'S  abject  Haves, 

And  putyifh'd  their  new  Patron  fora  SAINT. 

And  who  is  there  that  may  not  change  his  mind  ? 

Where  can  you  folks  of  that  defcription  find 

Who  will  not  fell  their  fouls  for  cafh, 

That  moft  angelic,  diabolic  tram  ? 

E'en  grave  Divines  fubmit  to  glittering  gold ; 

The  beft  of  conferences  are  bought  and  fold : 

As  in  a  tale  I'll  {how,  moft  edifying, 

And  prove  to  all  the  world,  that  I'm  not  lying. 


THE  PARSON,  THE  'SQUIRE,   AND  THE 
SPANIEL. 

A     TALE. 

A  GENTLEMAN  poflefb'd  a  fay'rite  fpaniel, 
So  good,  he  never  treated  man  nor  maid  ill : 
This  dog^  of  \jrhon  we  cannot  too  much  fay, 
Got  from  his  godfather  die  name  of  Tray. 

*  The  ftory  of  Saint  PetC*  and  the  Cock  is  univerfally  known. 

After 
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After  ten  years  of  fervice  juft, 

Tray,  like'  the  race  of  mortals,  fought  the  diifr;. 

That  is  to  fay,  the  fpaniel  dyM: 

A  coffin,  then  was  order'd  to  be  made, 
The  dog  was  in  the  churchyard  laid,' 

And  o'er  his  pale  remains  the  mailer  cry'd., 

Lamenting  much  his  trufty  fur-clad  friend, 
And  willing  to  commemorate  his  end, 
He  rais'd  a  fmall  blue  Hone,  juft  after  burial, 
And  weeping,  wrote  on  it  this  fweet  memorial : 

TRAY's    EPITAPH. 

HERE  refts  the  relics  of  a  friend  below, 
Blefl  with  more  fenfe  than  half  the  folks  I  know  : 
Fond  of  his  eafe,  and  to  no  parties  prone, 
He  damn'd  no  feel,  but  calmly  knaw'd  his  bone ; 
Perform'd  his  functions  well  in  ev'ry  way. — 
Biu ill,  CHRISTIANS,  if  you  can,  and  copy  Tray, 


THE  CURATE  of  the  ffuntingtduian  Band, 
Rare  breed  of  gofpel. hawks  that  fcour  the  land, 
And  fierce  on  fins  their  quarry  fall — 
Thofe  locufts  that  would  eat  us  all : 

Men  who,  with  new-invented  patent  eyes, 
See  Heav'n  and  all  the  angels  in  the  fkies, 
As  plain  as,  in  the  box  of  SHOXVMAN  Swiss, 
For  little  Mafter  made,  and  curious  Mifs, 
We  fee  with  huge  delight  the  King  of  France 
With  all  his  Lords  and  Ladies  dance— 
This  Curate  heard  th'  affair  with  deep -emotion, 
And  thus  exclaim'd,  with  infinite  devotion  : 
"  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  \  O  Lord  !  O  Lord ! 
**  Fine  doings  thefe,  upon  my  word  ! 
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*  This,  truly,  is  a  very  pretty  thing ! 
"  What  will  become  of  this' m oft  mocking  world  r 
How  richly  fuch  a  rogue  deferves  to  fwirig, 
««  And  the  n  to  Satan's  hotteft  flames  be  huri'd  \ 

**  Oh !  by  this  damn*d  deed  how  I  am  hurried ! 
"**  A  dog  in  Chriftian  ground  be  buried  ! 
*    ""  Arid  have  an  epitaph,  forfooth,  fo  civil; 
*'  Egad  !   old  maids  will  prefently  be  found 
44  Clapping  their  dead  ram-cats  in  holy  ground, 
"  And  writing  verfes  on  each  moufing  devil." 

Againft  fuch  future  cafualty  providing, 

The  Prieft  fat  off,  like  Homer's  Neptune,  finding, 

Vowing  to  put  the  culprit  in  the  Court : 
He  found  him  at  the  fpaniel's  humble  grave ; 
Not  praying,  neither  finging  of  a  ftave : 

And  thus  began  t'  abufe  him — not  exhort ; 

«  Son  of  the  Dev'l,  what  haft  thou  done? 
"  Nought  for  the  action  can  atone. 

"  I  fhould  not  wonder  if  the  great  All-wife 
11  Quick  darted  down  his  lightning  all  fo  red, 
u  And  dalh'd  to  earth  that  wretched  head, 

14  Which  dar'd  fo  foul,  fo  bafe  an  act  devife. 

"  Bury  a  dog  like  CJiriftianfolk  f  , 

"  None  but  the  fiend  of  darkriefs  could  provoke 

"  A  man  to  perpetrate  a  deed  fo  odd  : 
"  Our  Inqiiifition  foori  the  tale  mall  hear, 
"And  quickly  your  fine  fleece  fhall  meer — 

"  Why,  fuch  a  villain  can't  believe  in  God/" 

u  Softly!  my  rev'rend  Sir,"  the  'Squire  reply'dj' 
*;  Tray  was  as  good  a  dog  as  ever  dy'd  ; 
**  No  education  could  his  morals  mend : 

**  And  what,  perhaps,  Sir,  you  may  doubt, 

"  Before  his  lamp  of  life  went  out, 
"  He  prder'd  you  a  legacy,  my  friend," 

VOL.  I,  O  o  « Did 
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f  Did  he!  poor  dog!"  the  foften'd  Prieft  rejoin'd, 

In  accents  pitiful  and  kind ; 
**  What !  was  it  Tray  !  I'm  forry  for  poor  Tray : 

"  Why  truly,  dogs  of  fuch  rare  merit, 

"  Such  real  noblenefs  of  fpirit, 
**  Should  not  like  common  dogs  be  put  away* 

*r  Well !  pray  what  was  it  that  he  gave, 
"  Poor  fellow  !  ere  he  fought  the  grave  ? 

"  I  guefs  I  may  put  confidence,  Sir,  in  ye." 
'*  A  piece  of  gold,"  the  gentleman  reply 'd. 
"  I'm  much  oblig'd  to  Tray,"  the  Parfon  cry'd ; 

So  left  God's  caufe9  and  pocketed  the  guinea. 


YET,  fhould  I  imitate  the  fickle  wind, 

Or  Mifter  patriot  EDEN — change  my  mind : 

And  for  the  BARD  your  Majefty  mould  fend, 

And  fay,  "  Well  well,  well  well,  my  tuneful  friend, 

"  I  long,  I  long,  to  give  you  fomething,  PETER  ; 

A<  You  make  fine  verfes — nothing  can  be  fweeter : 

4<  What  will  you  have  ?  what,  what  ?  fpeak  out — fpeak 

"  out— 
"  Yes,  yes,  you  fomething  want,  no  doubt,  no  doubt." 

Or  fhould  you  like  fome  men  who  gravely  preach, 

Forfake  your  ufual  fhort-hand  mode  of  fpeech, 

And  thus  begin,  in  bible-phrafe  fubiime : 

"  What  mail  be  done  for  our  rare  Son  of  Rhime^ 

"  The  BARD  who  full  of  wifdom  writeth, 

"  The  man  in  whom  the  KING  delight eth  ?" 

Then  would  the  Poet  thankfully  reply, 

With  fauit'ring  voice,  low  bow,  and  marv 'ling  eye, 

All  meekneis  !  fuch  a  fimple,  dove-like  thing ! 
"  Bleft  be  the  Bard  who  verfes  can  indite 
"  To  yield  zfecond  Solomon  delight ! 

"  Thrice  blefh  who  findeth  favour  with  the  King ! 

3  "  Since 
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"  Since  'tis  the  Royal  Will  to  give  the  Bard 
"  In  whom  the  King  delighteth,  fome  reward, 
"  Some  mark  of  Royal  Bounty  to  requite  him ; 
44  P  King  !  do  any  thing  but  knight  him." 
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